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PREFACE. 


More  than  a  third  part  of  the  following  specimens 
are  from  plays  which  are  to  be  fomid  only  in  the  British 
Museum  and  in  some  scarce  private  libraries.  The  rest 
are  from  Dodsley's  and  Hawkins's  collections,  and  the 
works  of  Jonson,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  Mas- 
singer. 

I  have  chosen  wherever  I  could  to  give  entire  scenes, 
and  in  some  instances  successive  scenes,  rather  than  to 
string  together  single  passages  and  detached  beauties, 
which  I  have  always  found  wearisome  in  the  reading  in 
selections  of  this  nature. 

To  every  extract  is  prefixed  an  explanatory  head, 
sufficient  to  make  it  intelligible  with  the  help  of  some 
trifling  omissions.  Where  a  line  or  more  was  obscure, 
as  having  reference  to  something  that  |  had  gone  before, 


nhich  would  have  asked  more  time  to  explain  thin  it* 
consequence  in  the  scene  seemed  to  deserve,  I  have  liad 
no  hewtation  in  leaving  the  line  or  passage  out.  Som^ 
times  where  I  have  met  with  a  superfluous  charactw, 
which  seemed  to  burthen  without  throwing  any  light 
upon  the  scene,  I  have  ventured  to  dismiss  it  altogether. 
I  have  expunged  without  ceremony  all  that  which  tlie 
writers  had  better  never  have  written,  that  forms  the 
objection  so  oflcn  repeated  to  the  promiscuous  reading 
of  Fletcher,  Massinger,  and  some  others. 

The  kind  of  extracts  which  I  have  sought  after  have 
been,  not  so  much  passages  of  wit  and  humour,  thoogfa 
the  old  plays  are  rich  in  such,  as  scenes  of  paasioD, 
sometimes  of  the  deepest  quality,  interesting  ntuatioos, 
serious  descriptions,  that  which  is  more  nearly  allied  to 


PSBFACB.  vn 

the  strife  of  eontending  duties ;  what  sort  of  loves  and 
enmities  theirs  were;  how  their  griefe  were  tempered, 
and  their  foU-swohi  joys  abated :  how  much  of  Shaks- 
peare  shines  in  the  great  men  his  contemporaries,  and 
how  £ir  in  his  divine  mind  and  manners  he  sorpassed 
them  and  all  mankind. 

Another  object  which  I  had  in  making  these  selections 
was,  to  bring  together  the  most  admired  scenes  in 
Fletcher  and  Massinger,  in  the  estimation  of  the  world 
the  only  dramatic  poets  of  that  age  who  are  entitled  to 
be  considered  after  Shakspeare,  and  to  exhibit  them  in 
the  same  volume  with  the  more  impressive  scenes  of  old 
Marlowe,  Heywood,  Toumeur,  Webster,  Ford,  and 
others.  To  shew  what  we  have  slighted,  while  beyond 
all  proportion  we  have  cried  up  one  or  two  favourite 
names. 

The  specimens  are  not  accompanied  with  any  thing  in 
the  shape  of  biographical  notices*.  I  had  nothing  of 
consequence  to  add  to  the  slight  sketches  in  Dodsley 
and  the  Biographica  Dramatica,  and  I  was  unwilling  to 
swell  the  volume  with  mere  transcription.  The  reader 
will  not  fail  to  observe  from  the  frequent  instances  of 


*  The  few  Dotes  which  are  interspersed  will  be  found  to  be 
chiefly  criticaL 


two  or  more  persona  joiniiig  in  tlie  cranpontion  of  tlie 
same  play  (the  noUe  practice  of  those  times),  that  of 
most  of  the  writers  contained  in  these  seUctiona  it  nuty 
be  strictly  said,  that  they  were  contempoiaries.  The 
whole  period,  from  the  middle  of  Elisabeth's  reign  to  the 
close  of  the  reign  of  Charles  I.,  comprises  a  space  of 
little  more  than  half  a  century,  witliin  which  lime  nearly 
all  that  we  have  of  excellence  in  serious  dramatic 
composition  was  produced,  if  we  except  ibs  Samson 
Agonistes  of  Milton. 
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GORBOmC.  A  TRAGEDY.  BY  THOMAS  SACKVILL 
IX)RD  BlCKHrRST,  AFTERWARDS  EARL  OF  DOl 
SET ;   AND  THOMAS  NORTON. 

WkaUi  kimg  Gorhodttc  m  the  pretence  of  hit  councUlort  iamen 
ike  demik  of  kit  eldest  4on,  Ferrex,  whom  Porrex,  the  young 
jm,  kag  aknn ;  AfarceiUi,  a  court  lady,  enters  and  relates  t 
wuerable  end  of  Ponex^  stabbed  by  his  mother  in  his  bed, 

GoRBODCCy  AaosTUSy  EuBULUS,  and  others. 

Garb.  What  cruel  destmy, 
Wbax  froward  &te  hath  sorted  us  this  chance  ? 
Hiat  even  in  thoee  where  we  should  comfort  find. 
Where  our  delight  now  in  our  aged  days 
Should  rest  and  be,  even  there  our  only  grief 
And  deepest  sorrows  to  abridge  our  life, 
Most  pining  cares  and  deadly  thoughts  do  grave. 

Aroat.  Your  grace  should  now,  in  these  gprave  years 
yonra* 
Have  found  ere  this  the  price  of  mortal  joys» 
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How  full  of  change,  licm  brittle  our  esUte, 
How  short  they  be,  how  foding  here  in  earth, 
Of  nothing-  sure,  save  only  of  the  death. 
To  whom  both  man  and  all  the  world  doth  owe 
Their  end  at  last ;  neither  should  nature's  power 
In  other  sort  against  your  heart  prevail, 
Than  as  the  naked  band  whose  stroke  assays 
The  armed  breast  where  force  doth  light  in  vain. 

Gorb.  Many  can  yield  right  grave  and  sage  advice 
Of  [lament  sprite  to  others  wrapt  in  woe, 
And  can  in  speech  both  rule  and  conquer  kind*. 
Who,  if  by  proof  they  might  feel  nature's  force. 
Would  shew  themselves  men  as  they  are  indeed. 
Which  now  will  needs  be  gods :  but  what  doth  mean 
The  Sony  cheer  of  her  that  here  doth  come  ? 

Marcella  enteTf. 
Marc.  Oh  where  ia  ruth?   or  where  is  pity  now  ? 
Whither  ia  gentle  heart  and  mercy  fled  ? 


pWiih  her  <iwn  hanil  to  slay  her  only  son  ? 
'  But  out  {aba)  these  vyes  bchtlil  the  same. 
They  saw  tJi^  druary  sight,  and  are  become 
[  Ma«t  nitbful  recurds  of  the  bloody  fact. 
n.  alns,  is  by  hi»  mother  slain. 
■ith  her  hand,  a  woful  thing  to  tcU, 
IVfaik  ilomh'ritig  on  hi«  ctreful  l>ed  he  re^U, 
t  itnbb'd  in  with  kaifo  Li  reft  of  life. 
b  O  Kiibulus,  oh  draw  this  sword  of  ours, 
e  this  hpart  with  speed.     O  hateful  light, 
e  life,  O  Hwuet  aiid  welcoaie  death, 
r  Eubului,  work  this  we  ties  bosct^h. 
£iib.  Patient  your  grufe,  perhaps  he  livoth  yei, 
trail  wnunil  rcceiv'd  hut  not  of  certain  deatli. 
(iorb.  O  let  luj  then  rt-poir  unti)  the  place, 
ind  see  if  that  Porrex  live,  nr  thus  be  slain.  [£ 

Marc,  Ahu  he  hvcth  not,  it  ia  too  true, 
VTliat  with  theie  eyes,  of  him  a  peerless  princtt, 
■  Sod  to  a  king,  and  in  the  Dower  of  youth, 
pEvro  with  n  twink*  &  »mseless  stock  I  saw. 
ArotL,  0  danuipd  deed  I 
.Varr.  But  hear  his  ruthful  end. 
e  ntilile  prince,  pierced  with  tlie  fuddcD  vround^, 
FOnt  of  \aa  wretched  filimtber  hastily  fttartti 
'\V'hii«e  fitnmgth  dow  faiiing,  straight  he  overthrew, 
When  in  the  fall  his  eyes  ev'n  now  UDcloM'd, 
Beheld  the  (jaeeu,  and  cried  to  her  for  help ; 
e  then,  alai,  the  Indies  which  thai  time 
\  tliere  attend,  seeing  thai  heinous  deed 
Lod  IkMring  him  oft  call  the  uretclied  name 
f  Diothvr,  and  to  cry  to  her  Tor  aid, 

o  dirvful  hand  gave  him  the  mortal  wound, 
s  (for  nought  rise  could  we  do) 
%  ruebl  end,  ran  lo  the  woful  bed, 
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Despoiled  strngfat  his  breastt  and  all  we  might 
Wiped  in  vain  with  napkins  next  at  hand 
The  sudden  streams  of  blood,  that  flushed  fost 
Out  of  the  gaping  womid:  O  what  a  look, 
O  what  a  ruthfiil  sted&st  eye  methought 
He  fixt  upon  my  iace,  which  to  my  death 
Will  never  part  from  me, — wherewith  abrud* 
A  deep  fetch'd  sigh  he  gave,  and  therewithal 
Clasping  his  hands,  to  heaven  he  cast  his  sig4it; 
And  streight,  pale  death  pressing  within  his  face, 
Tlie  fl}^ng  ghost  his  mortal  corps  forsook.  ■ 

Aroat.  Never  did  age  bring  forth  so  vile  a  fact. 

Marc.  0  hard  and  cruel  hap  that  thus  assign'd 
Unto  Bo  worthy  wight  so  wretched  end : 
Rut  most  hard  cruel  heart  that  could  consent. 
To  lend  the  hateful  deBtinies  that  hand, 
By  which,  alas,  so  heinous  crime  was  wrought ; — 
O  queen  of  adamant,  0  marble  breast, 
If  not  the  favour  of  bis  comely  face, 
If  not  hia  princely  chear  and  countenance, 


Slunlugr  ID  armour  bright  bdbre  the  tilt, 
AuJ  *ith  thy  mistress'  slpeve  tied  on  thy  faeltn, 
TliiTe  oluii;ge  Uiy  staff,  to  please  thv  lady's  eye, 
Thni  buw'd  the  head  piece  of  thy  bieodlv  foe  I 
"    r  oft  in  anus  on  horse  lo  bend  the  iiiace, 
on  foot  to  break  the  sword, 
Q  nn-er  now  these  eyeu  may  see  again. 
Ar^l.     Madam,  alas,  in  vain  these  plaints  are  sh 
tatber  with  me  depart,  and  help  to  assuage 
e  thoughtful  griefs,  that  in  the  aged  king 
il  needs  by  nature  grow,  by  death  of  tWs 
»  only  son,  whom  bi-  did  hold  to  dear. 

What  wight  is  that  which  saw  that  I  did 
Liii]  roulil  refrain  to  wail  wilb  plaint  and  tears? 
Kot  li  alas,  that  heart  is  not  in  me  ; 
1.  for  I  am  ^ev'd  anew, 
Td  eati  to  mind  the  wnHched  father's  woe. 
Ckarui  ofagnd  m^n.     When  greedy  lust  in 
to  rrign 
Hath  Tvft  all  cajv  of  gods  and  eke  of  men  ; 
And  cruel  heart,  wrath,  treason,  and  disdain, 
It^lhin  th'  ambitimis  brvaat  are  lodged,  then 
Vbold  how  mischief  wide  herself  displays, 
il^nd  with  the  brother's  hand  the  brother  slays. 
VfYea  blood  thus  shed  dotb  sl^n  ihu  heavei 
Crriug  to  JoTr  for  vengeance  of  Uie  deed. 

e  DiigbtT  tiod  eren  moveth  from  his  placi? 
PTitb  wralh  to  wreak ;  then  sends  he  forth  with  speei 
riiv  dreadful  Furies,  daughters  of  the  night, 
M'rpents  girl,  carrying  the  whip  of  ire. 
BTith  liatr  of  stinging  snakes,  and  tduning  bright 
I'itI)  flame*  and  blood,  and  with  a  brand  oF  fire : 
rr  rrrvnge  of  wrrtched  murder  done, 
0  the  mother  kill  her  only  son. 
AMh  blond,  and  deuth  munt  dealli  rti^uit ; 
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Jove  by  his  just  and  everluting  doom 
Justly  hath  ever  so  requited  it. 
This  times  before  record  and  times  to  come 
Shall  find  it  true,  and  so  doth  present  proof 
Present  before  our  eyes  for  our  behoof. 

O  happy  wight  that  suffers  not  the  snsre 
Of  murderous  mind  to  tangle  him  in  blood : 
And  happy  he  that  oan  in  time  beware 
By  others  harms,  and  turn  it  to  his  good  ; 
But  woe  to  him  that  fearing  not  to  ofiend. 
Doth  serve  his  lust,  and  will  not  see  the  end. 

[The  style  of  thii  old  pUj  ii  ttJS  uid  cnmbertamc,  likB  the 
dresses  of  its  times.  Ther«  nuj  be  flesh  and  blood  andemeith, 
but  we  GuiDot  get  st  it.  Sir  Philip  Sidney  bss  praised  it  far  its 
moralit;.  One  of  its  authors  might  easilji  fomiih  that.  Norton 
was  an  associate  to  Hopkins,  StemliDld,  and  Robert  Wisdom,  in 
the  Singing  Psalms.  I  am  willing  to  belieie  that  Lord  Bnckhunt 
supplied  the  more  lital  parts.  The  chief  beantf  in  the  extract  is 
of  a  secret  nature.  Marcella  obicureljr  intimates  that  the  mur- 
dered prince  Porrei  and  she  had  been  laiers.]  , 


p  brod  up  ill  ilarkiJt.'K!!,  uxd  doth  gorve 
■  balance  ibose  Ii);ht  creatures  we  call  woweii ; 
nonths'  end  creeps  fortl  to  light. 
tot.  in  there  yet  in  a  sun, 
^  make  a  lather  doat,  rave  or  nm  mad  f 
big  ham,  it  pouts,  cries,  and  bre«di  teclh> 

i.  ia  there  yet  ia  a  son  ? 
k  nuiat  be  fed,  be  taught  to  gOi  and  speak. 

r  yet  ?  why  might  not  a  inan  love  a  calf  as  well  ? 
Eh  in  posuon  o'er  a  fn^kiug  kid,  as  for  a  aon  ? 
«  young  bacon, 
n  fine  Ltilc  amoolli  horse  colt, 

1  as  much  as  doth  a  son  ; 
r  one  of  theso,  in  very  little  time, 
tl  pvK  to  some  good  use ;  whereas  a  son 
e  he  grows  in  stature  and  in  years, 
c  more  uusquar'd,  uuleveU'd  he  appears  : 
Kkona  hii  parents  among  the  rank  of  fools, 
»  (lares  upuu  their  heads  with  his  mad  riots, 
■»  them  look  old  Ix-'fore  they  meet  with  nge ; 

i  Bitd  what  a  loas  ia  this,  cousider'd  truly  I 
I,  but  my  lluratio  grt^w  out  of  reach  of  (hose 
iatr  humours  :  he  lov'd  his  loving  parents : 
»  wMf  my  comfari,  and  his  mother's  joy, 
(•  very  arm  that  did  hold  up  our  house — 
Our  bopet  were  stored  up  in  him. 
None  but  a  damned  munlerer  could  hal«  him. 
He  had  not  oern  the  back  of  nineti'en  years, 
Wlidi  his  fftrong  ami  unhora'd  the  proud  prince  Bal- 

And  his  grvst  mind,  too  full  of  honour,  took 

B  tiMrey  that  valiant  but  ignoble  Portuguese, 
f  tU  henvt-D  i*  beaten  alill  t 
i  tWv  b  Neineaia,  and  furies, 
I  ciUl'd  whip*. 
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And  thejr  sometimes  do  meet  with  murderers : 

Tliey  do  Dot  alnajri  'scape,  that's  some  comfort. 

Ay,  ay,  ay,  and  then  time  eteala  on,  and  steals,  and  stesJat 

mi  violence  leaps  forth,  like  thunder 

Wnpt  in  a  ball  of  fire, 

And  so  doth  bring  coniiuion  to  them  all. 

[£nl. 

Jaooks  and  Pidro,  tervanU. 

Jaq.    I  wonder,  Pedro,  why  our  master  thus 
At  midnight  sends  us  with  our  torches  light. 
When  man  and  bird  and  beast  are  all  at  rest, 
Save  those  that  watch  for  rape  and  bloody  murder. 

Ptd.     O  Jaques,  know  thoa  that  our  master's  mind 
Is  much  distract  since  bis  Horatio  died : 
And,  now  bis  aged  years  should  sleep  in  rest, 
His  heart  in  quiet,  bke  a  desperate  man 
Grows  lunatic  and  childish  for  his  son ; 
Sometimes  as  he  doth  at  his  table  ait. 
He  speaks  as  if  Horatio  stood  by  him. 
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Ptd,     You  bid  us  light  them,  and  attend  you  here. 

Hier.     No,  no,  you  are  deceiv'd,  not  I,  you  are  de- 
ceiv'd: 
Was  I  so  mad  to  bid  you  light  your  torches  now  ? 
Light  me  your  torches  at  the  mid  of  noon, 
Hlien  as  the  sun  god  rides  in  all  his  glory ; 
light  me  your  torches  then. 

PedL     Then  we  bum  day  light. 

Hier*     Let  it  be  burnt ;  night  is  a  murd*rous  slut. 
That  would  not  have  her  treasons  to  be  seen : 
And  yonder  pale  &c*d  Hecate  there,  the  moon, 
Doth  give  consent  to  that  is  done  in  darkness. 
And  aU  those  stars  that  gaze  upon  her  face, 
Are  aglets  *  on  her  sleeve,  pins  on  her  train : 
And  those  that  should  be  powerful  and  divine, 
Do  sleep  in  darkness  when  they  most  should  shine. 

Ped.  Provoke  them  not,  fair  sir,  with  tempting  words, 
Tbe  heavens  are  gracious ;  and  your  miseries 
And  sorrow  make  you  speak  you  know  not  what. 

Hier.     Villain  thou  lyest,  and  thou  doest  nought 
But  tell  me  I  am  mad :  thou  lyest,  I  am  not  mad : 
1  know  thee  to  be  Pedro,  and  he  Jaques. 
m  prove  it  to  thee ;  and  were  I  mad,  how  could  I  ? 
Uliere  was  she  the  same  night,  when  my  Horatio  was 

murder'd  ? 
She  should  have  shone :  search  thou  the  book  : 
Had  the  moon  shone  in  my  boy*s  face,  there  was  a  kind 

of  grace. 
That  I  know,  nay  I  do  know  had  the  murdVer  seen  him. 
His  weapon  would  have  fallen,  and  cut  the  earth, 
Had  he  been  fram'd  of  nought  but  blood  and  death  ; 
Alack,  when  mischief  doth  it  knows  not  what, 
^"hat  shall  we  say  to  mischief  ? 

*  Tags  of  points. 
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IsABRLLA  kit  ttifi,  entert. 
Isa.     Dear  Hieronimo,  come  in  a  doors, 

0  seek  not  means  to  increase  thy  sorrow. 
Hi*r,     Indeed  Isabella  we  do  oothing  here ; 

1  do  not  cry,  ask  Pedro  and  Jaquet : 

Not  I  indeed,  we  are  very  merry,  rery  merry. 

Ita,     How  ?  be  meny  here,  be  merry  here  ? 
Ib  not  this  the  place,  and  this  the  rery  tree. 
Where  my  Horatio  died,  wher«  he  was  murder'd  P 

Jfier.     Was,  do  not  say  what :  let  her  weep  it  out. 
This  was  the  tree,  I  set  it  of  a  kernel ; 
And  when  our  hot  Spain  conld  not  let  it  grow, 
But  that  the  infant  and  the  human  sap 
Began  to  wither,  duly  twice  a  momiDg 
Would  I  be  sprinkling  it  with  fountain  water : 
At  last  it  grew  and  grew,  and  bore  and  bore : 
Till  at  length  it  grew  a  gallows,  and  did  bear  our  son. 
It  bore  thy  fruit  and  mine.     0  wicked,  wicked  plant. 
See  who  knocks  there.    (  One  knockt  tcilhin  at  the  door.) 
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TluU  fires  not  in  the  world  ? 

Whj,  all  the  unddyed  mines  cannot  buy 

An  ounce  of  jnstioe,  'tis  a  jewel  so  inestimable. 

I  tell  thee,  God  hath  engro8s*d  all  justice  in  his  hands, 

And  there  is  none  but  what  comes  ^m  him. 

Pam,     O  then  I  see  that  God  must  right  me  for  my 
murder'd  son. 

Hier.     How,  was  thy  son  murder'd  ? 

Pftm.     Ay,  sir,  no  man  did  hold  a  son  so  dear. 

Hier.     What,  not  as  thine  ?  that's  a  lie. 
As  massy  as  the  earth :  I  had  a  son, 
\llio9e  kast  unvalued  hair  did  weigh 
A  thousand  of  thy  sons,  and  he  was  murder'd. 

Pinm.     Alas,  sir,  I  had  no  more  but  he. 

Hier,     Nor  I,  nor  I ;  but  this  same  one  of  mine 
Was  worth  a  legion.     But  all  is  one, 
Pedro,  Jaques,  go  in  a  doors,  Isabella,  go, 
And  this  good  fellow  here,  and  I, 
Win  range  this  hideous  orchard  up  and  do¥m, 
Like  two  she  lions'  reared  of  their  young. 
Go  in  a  doors  I  say.  [^Exeunt, 

(  Hie  Painter  and  he  sit  doum,) 
Come  let's  talk  wisely  now. 
Was  thv  son  murder'd  ? 

Pain.     Ay,  sir. 

ilirr.     So  was  mine. 
How  dost  thou  take  it  ?  art  thou  not  sometime  mad  ? 
Is  there  no  tricks  that  come  before  thine  eyes  ? 

Pain.     O  lord,  yes,  sir. 

Hier,     Art  a  painter  ?  canst  paint  me  a  tear,  a  wound  ? 
A  groan  or  a  sigh  ?  canst  paint  me  such  a  tree  as  this  ? 

Pom.     Sir,  I  am  sure  you  have  heard  of  my  painting ; 
My  name's  Bazardo. 

Bazardo !  Tore  God  an  excellent  fellow.    Look 
jaii»  sir. 
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Do  you  see?  I'd  have  yon  punt  me  in  toy  gallery,  in 
your  oil  colours  matted,  and  draw  me  five  years  younger 
than  I  am :  do  you  see,  sir  ?  let  five  years  go,  let  them 
go, — my  wife  Isabella  standing  by  me,  with  a  speaking 
look  to  my  son  Horatio,  which  should  intend  to  this,  or 
some  such  like  purpose  ;  God  blett  thee,  my  tioeet  ton  ; 
and  my  hand  leaning  upon  his  head  thus,  sir,  do  you  see? 
may  it  be  done  ? 

Pain.     Very  well,  sir. 

Hier.     Nay,  I  pray  mark  me  sir : 
Then,  sir,  would  I  have  you  paint  me  this  tree,  this  very 

tree: 
Canst  paint  a  doleful  cry  ? 

Potn,     Seemingly,  sir. 

ffier.     Nay,  it  should  cry ;  but  all  is  one. 
Well,  sir,  paint  me  a  youth  run  thro'  and  thro'  with  vil- 
lains' swords  hanging  upon  this  tree. 
Canst  thou  draw  a  murd'rer  ? 

Pain.     I'll  warranl^ou,  sir ;  I  have  the  pattern  of  the 
most  notorious  villains  that  ever  lived  in  all  Spain. 
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Lrrt  tlw  cknd*  scowl,  make  the  moon  liark,  the  stars 
otiDct,  die  winds  blowing,  the  bcUs  tolling,  the  owls 
thivkin^,  the  toads  croaking,  tlio  minutes  jarring,  and 
ihr  tlnck  itriluDi;  twelve. 

Aod  tbtn  at  Ia«t.  air,  tlartiiig,  Wliold  a  man  hanging, 
and  totl'rinK,  and  tuU'ring,  ai  you  know  the  wind  will 
vai«  a  man,  sni)  I  with  a  trire  to  cut  him  down. 

And  loaking  upon  him  by  the  advantage  of  my  torch, 
fmi  it  ta  be  my  son  Horatio. 

Then  yoa  may  ihew  a  patsion,  there  you  may  shew  a 

Dnw  «w  like  old  I'lnam  of  Troy,  crying,  tJie  house  is 
a  Bit.  the  houu  i.-<  a  fire :  and  the  tori^  over  my  head  ; 
Bkkr  mo  ntnr,  make  mv  rave,  make  mc  cjy,  make  me 
■ad.  moke  mc  Wflt  again,  make  me  curee  hell,  invocale, 
and  in  thr  end  leave  me  in  a  trance,  and  so  forth. 

Ptui.     .\nd  is  tiiis  the  end  ? 

liitr.     O  no.  there  is  no  end :  the   end  is  death  anil 


.\]kd  I  am  DeTcr  better  than  when  I  am  mnd ; 

TbHi  nwSkink*  I  am  a  hrave  fellow  ; 

Tbm  I  do  woiuWts  ;  but  rcasou  nliu»eth  me  \ 

And  tbcn'i  the  lormeni,  ihcrc'i  the  hell. 

At  but.  «r,  bring  me  to  one  of  the  murderers  ; 

Were  lu?  aa  strong  a*  I  lector, 

"Xhaa  would  I  tear  and  dtsg  him  up  and  down. 

(Ht  hrnh  thf  Pamtrr  in.) 

[rttOB  insn,  Bbicli  ira  tkr  Tfr;  ull  of  Ike  oU  plaj  <«hl<h 
vttkml  Hhm  U  boi  •  Lupul  mortDam,  noch  aonlbci  pi«-»  "'  U"t- 
m-  am  LtfcriB*}  lUwUnm.  In  hii  rcpublirotion  of  thU  xnsoij. 
kai  tkrmtt  »ui  irf  tfcr  Vtx\  Into  the  DotM ;  ■>  oinitwd  in  dw 
fe««-d  Ktitiau,  "  |>rinlnl  fur  Ed.  MMt,  Bmrnded  of  niHi  groM 
Maoiitn  a*  pum4  in  ibe  fini  -"  and  Ihinki  tbrm  in  bm  bten 

/mm  it  im  ly  iV  ftitftrt K  Utc  dioruiery  at  Dolwii^h  Collcg* 

fcu  wnilslanl  tkal   l*a  inndrr  paTtiiFntt  were  maJe  to  Bm 
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JoDBon  hj  the  The&tre  for  fomubing  additiDiiB  to  Hienmimo. 
See  lut  edition  of  Slulupeare  bj  S«e<L  Tbere  ii  nothing  in 
the  undoubted  plays  of  JoDion  which  would  anlhoriie  Qi  to 
■uppoie  that  he  could  have  Bopplied  the  sceaei  in  question.  I 
•hould  snspect  the  agencr  of  some  "  more  poUnt  apirit." 
Webtter  might  hsTe  forni^ied  them.  They  an  ftill  of  that  wild 
■olemn  pretemitiual  caat  of  gmt  which  bewilden  oa  in  the 
Docbess  of  Malff.] 


THE   LOVE   OF    KINO    DAVID   AND  FAIR    BETH8ABE, 
WITH   THE   TRAGEDY   OP   ABSALOM.    BY   QEOEOE 


Btlhtabc,  until  her  maid,  bathing.     She  ungi :  and  David 
till  above,  mewing  her. 

The  song. 
Hot  sun,  cool  fire,  tcmper'd  witb  sweet  air, 
Black  shade,  fair  nurse,  shadow  my  white  hair : 


DAVID  AM) 

a  crcpp  through  that  his*  lancee  cannot  pierce, 
a  and  thy  sUter  soft  and  eacred  Air, 
s  al  Ufi^,  and  ^vernoss  of  health, 
r|»  rvny  ruunlom  fresh  and  arbuur  sweet ; 
D  braicn  gati!  hiT  [iitssa^  can  repulse, 
r  bushy  lhi<rkpt  liar  ttiy  subtle  breath, 
nien  deck  ihee  with  tliy  loose  delightsome  robes, 
u  thy  wiiijts  bring-  delicate  perfumes, 
T«  pUy  the  wiinlons  with  us  through  the  leaves. 

IMtvi.     \Wm  tunes,  what  words,  what  looks,  what 
won  don  pieriw 
Kiul,  incensed  with  a  sudden  fire  I 
I  tK«>  wliat  ahadoi  what  spring,  what  paradise, 
iDjoys  tho  beauty  of  no  fair  a  dame  I 
r  Bvn.  pbc'd  in  perfect  happiness, 

;  her  pralae-notos  to  the  liberal  heaveng, 
ick  with  ihi!  nwentB  of  Arch-angels'  tunes, 
Wrought  not  rooru  pleasure  la  her  husband's  thoughts, 
n  this  fnjr  woman's  words  and  notes  to  mine. 

't  plain  that  bears  hfr  pleasant  weight, 
l!  Still  enamHl'd  with  djscolour'd  Bowers ; 
t  prerious  fount  bmr  «and  of  purest  gold ; 
d  for  the  pebble,  lot  the  silver  streams 
kt  pierce  earth's  bowels  to  maintain  the  source) 
lay  u]ion  mbirs,  napphtrrs,  chrysolites  ; 
~  c  brim  let  be  imbrac'd  with  golden  curls 
IT  iiHH<9  that  dleeps  with  sound  the  waters  make 
t  to  fciil  the  fount  with  tiit-ir  ncourse  ; 
t  all  itw  gross  that  beautifies  hi-r  bower 

nst^'od  iif  dew  ; 
Ir  let  tlir  dew  be  sweel«r  for  than  that 
That  hang*  like  diain*  of  |K-arl  < 


Orb 


>n  hill, 
n  which  trickled  bnm  old  Aaron's  beard. 


16  DAVID  AND  BETB8ABK. 

Enter  Cusay, 
See  Cusay,  see  the  flower  of  Israel, 
The  fairest  daughter  that  obeys  the  king 
In  all  the  land  the  Lord  sobdned  to  me. 
Fairer  than  Isaac's  lover  at  the  well. 
Brighter  than  inside  bark  of  Dew-hewn  cedar,' 
Sweeter  than  flames  of  fine  perfumed  myrrh  ; 
And  comelier  than  the  silver  clonds  that  dance 
On  Zephyr's  wings  before  the  king  of  Heaven. 

Cuaatf.     Is  it  not  Bethsabe  the  Hethite's  wife 
Unas,  now  at  Rabath  siege  with  Joab? 

David.     Go  now  and  bring  her  quickly  to  the  King ; 
Tell  her,  her  graces  bath  found  grace  with  him. 

Cuiai/,     I  will  my  Lord.  f  JSW. 

David.     Bright  Bethsabe  shall  wash  in  David's  bower 
In  water  mix'd  with  purest  almond  flower. 
And  bathe  her  bea.utv  in  the  milk  of  kids  ; 
Bright  Bethsabe  gives  earth  to  my  desires, 
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[Tlwn  »  non  of  the  tame  stuff,  bul  I  auppoM  Che  render  hai 
I  trpeciaJlf  m  tbii  (.'miliole  nf  Difid  bns  Deier  beeu 
I   li>  conlUD  SDj  pious   ecnse   couched  uadorDMlh  it, 
hi*  «an'i  may.     The  Kinglj  bower  "  seaCcd  io  hearing 
{ft  bvsdrcd  ttreami."  i«  tin  bnt  ofK.] 


1*  QateH  MfMer  ofSpiaa  lovrt  en  imolcnl  Moor'. 
Queen. — Elcazah,  tha  Mnor, 
r  Qn^mt.     Chime  out  jrour  snftcst  strains  of  harmony, 
I  ilrlirious  Music's  sillvii  wings 
d  ravtshtn^  delight  to  my  love's  curs ; 
It  be  may  be  enamour'd  of  your  tanes. 
Away,  away. 

No,  no,  says  aye ;  and  twice  away,  says  stay- 
IB,  ni  have  a  kiss ;  but  if  you'll  strive. 
'    nu  shall  forfeit  five. 
!aa«.     B«  gOiM,  be  gone, 
iw-rn.     \V'bat  means  my  love  ? 
nt  all  thole  wires ;  bum  all  those  instniinents  : 
r  (hrv  displease  my  Moor.     Art  thou  now  pleas'il  ? 
Tt  tliou  now  disturb'd     I'll  wage  all  Spain 
e  sweet  kiss,  tliis  is  some  new  device 
t  make  ror  fond  and  long.     Oh,  you  men 
e  tricks  to  make  poor  women  die  for  you. 
I  Sleaa.     ^^'hat,  die  for  me  ?     Away. 
r  QiuKfi.     Away,  what  way  ?      I  prithee,  speak  more 
kbidly. 
riiy  do«t  thon  frown  ?  at  whom  ? 

aothir  a*  Awvn  in  Titui  Andrcniicut. 
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EUaz.     At  thee. 
Queen.     At  m«  ? 

0  whjr  at  me  ?  for  each  contracted  frown, 
A  crooked  wrinkle  interlinea  my  brow : 
Spend  but  one  hour  in  frowns,  and  I  ahall  look 
Like  to  a  Beldam  of  one  hundred  yean. 

1  prithee,  speak  to  me,  and  chide  me  not, 
I  prithee,  chide,  if  I  have  done  araus  ; 
But  let  my  punishment  be  this,  and  this, 
I  prithee,  Bniile,on  me,  if  but  a  while; 
Then  frown  on  me,  I'll  die.  I  prithee,  smile- 
Smile  on  me ;  and  these  two  wanton  bep, 
llieae  pretty  lada  that  do  attend  on  roe. 
Shall  call  tbee  Jove,  Bhall  wait  upon  thy  cup 
And  fill  thee  nectar  :  their  enticing  eyei 
Shall  serve  as  crystal,  wherein  thou  may'st  see 
To  dress  thyself  1  if  thou  wilt  smile  on  me. 
Smile  on  me  ;  and  with  coronets  of  pearl 
And  bells  of  gold,  circling  their  pretty  arms. 
In  a  round  ivory  fount  these  two  shall  swim, 


I 
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t  real  ia  in  King  Csmbyea'  tcid  ;  rape,  tad  mnrder, 
•ad  mperUciin :  "buffing  bragsHrl  |Jult"  Uoei*.  luch  lu  the 
^r-vrlten  ulterior  to  Shalupraui!  are  full  of,  anU  Kalnl  "  but 
cvUtr  ImiUln."  Bhod  ii  mule  u  ligbl  of  in  same  of  Ihese  oiil 
dnmw  w  •wfwy  in  a  mudem  fentiiDeatsl  comedjr ;  uiil  a<  (Aii 
i>  prat  anjr  IJU  it  rrmintii  u*  that  it  is  nothing  but  coonteri.  lo 
U>«(  H  ipill  till  ii  affects  us  no  more  tbaa  iti  reprewntaiiie.  tbe 
jialui  of  the  prapeirj-mnn  in  the  tbentre.J 
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nURLAINE  THE  GHEAT :  OB  THE  SCYTHIAN 
HniERD.  IN  TWO  PAKTS.  BV  CHItlSTOPIIKB 
ARIXIWE.— PAKT  TIIK  FIRST. 

TamAurhiite'i  pn-ion  deteriM. 


Of  Ktaturr  toll,  und  strnij^fatly  (asliioiied  ; 
like  Ilia  ileaire.  liflt  upwan^  nnil  divine. 
So  Ivfe  of  limhs,  his  joints  so  strongly  knit, 
Such  bnadih  of  vhouldere,  as  might  mninly  bear 
( )ld  AiU»'  burtheii.     Twixt  his  manty  pit<:h 
A  pearl  more  worth  than  oU  tlie  world  is  [iloced : 

■  Tak*  ■  (ptdmtti  fnnn  a  tfttcb  of  tlm  Mour't  - — 
w  Tii|eil7,  Ibau  mlmoD  (if  Uic  night. 

r*  pUC-feUD«,  ID  tllDC  I'll  IID); 


lorlil  aHiiriliii 
10  b  iniuiHii  joIUtj  thill  lulho 
It  bbck  u  miiiVk  in  (jtringi  nf  blnuil 
8)111  (lulilug  tnoi  lbs  ciiudult  hnui  uf  Spin. 
Ta  iki*  Ibal  tiDvcr  bliwh'*!.  Ibniigb  lli;  dieclti 
Art  fnD  nf  blued,  O  fWni  Rortngii,  to  llieo 

tt  mj  muTdcti.  nil  mj  subi. 
Mj  blnuil  J  Uboun,  loituTci.  ■Inu^enii, 
Ths  rDluiue  at  ill  wnuiuli  ibki  »i>und  fcotD  ur  : 
Hjoe  ■•  the  iUft,  thine  la  lbs  Tn^^ly' 


Wherein  hf  cnrioiu  Borerunt;^  of  ut 

Are  fixed  hia  piercing  instruments  of  ught : 

Whose  fiery  drctes  bear  encompassed 

A  heaven  of  heavenly  bodies  in  th^  ipheret : 

That  gaides  his  steps  and  aetions  to  t^  throne 

Where  Honour  sits  invested  royaUy. 

Pale  of  complexion,  wrought  in  him  with  passion 

Thirsting  with  soverainty  and  love  of  arms. 

His  lofty  brows  in  folds  do  figure  d^ath ; 

And  in  th«r  smoothness  amity  and  life. 

Ahout  them  hangs  a  knot  of  amber  hair. 

Wrapped  in  cnrls,  as  fierce  Achilles'  was ; 

On  which  the  breath  of  heaven  delights  to  play* 

Making  it  dance  with  wanton  majeaty. 

His  armes  long,  his  fingers  snony-white, 

Briokening  valour  and  excess  of  strength ; 

In  every  part  proportioned  like  the  man 

Should  make  the  world  subdue  to  Tamburlaine. 


Sii  mitom  in  UMxr. 
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n  lud  tKe  tune  difficult;  (or  rather  much  more)  in  cnlMng  a 
fe«  imDt  Udm  from  tbit  u  from  the  preeeding  Plsf.  The  luncB 
of  TunbnrUine  *re  perfect  "  midaummer  madnox."  Neburhad- 
RUar'iarcmen  raodot  pretetuiona  compared  with  the  thunderiag 
niuit>  of  thii  SqrtbioD  Shepherd.  He  comes  in  (ia  the  Second 
Part)  drawn  by  conquered  kings,  nnd  repro«chei  tbeie  pumjierrd 
jada  <J  Alia  lb>t  they  cap  Efrau<  but  Imenlf  mitii  a  dag.  Till  I 
Htm  tliii  pa«u^  with  mj  own  eyes,  1  nerer  beljcied  that  it  wm 
■iijlhiDg  morr  than  ■  pteaisnt  bttrlnqae  of  Mine  Aocieat's. 
But  1  asiure  my  readers  that  it  it  soberly  act  down  in  a  Flay 
■  bii-h  Iheir  AnecatDn  took  lobe  Brrioua.  1  h»Ye  lubjoiiied  the  ' 
(rnuinr  'ppwh  rortbeiramnsettienl.  Enter  Tamlmrlain*,ilraum 
in  Mj  tAarial  bp  TnUion  ttad  Soria,  iMIh  Ml  m  Iheir  nioalAi. 
rrint  in  Ah  b/l  hand,  in  kit  right  hand  a  whip,  u>>tA  trhich  h* 


I 


Tamb.     Halls  y*  piun)>*['J  jsHn  of  Atia  : 
WhU  cm  ye  diaw  but  twenty  mile*  a  day, 
And  hm  to  pmud  *  ehuint  •!  your  heels. 
And  luch  a  eoachniau  as  great  Tsniburiaine? 


i(  tnia  their  ninlri)>, 
Making  ilieir  Bery  gue  abon  the  glsdM, 
Aw  B0»  io  hunitui'd  ID  thrir  (ovemor 
As  ytrv  y*  slan*  la  mighty  Tfrmimrlaiiie, 
The  hwlslnng  jsdat  vf  Tbnu  Alridrs  Umol. 
That  KiDg  l^taa  M  Bilh  btunan  Utah, 
AadBudeni  mntiiD  ttiAl  they  know  iJieir  ilrengtbi, 
Were  not  snbilucd  wlili  laloiir  mon  dirlne. 
Than  you  by  this  nucnqnn'd  ann  nf  mine. 
Ta  maka  yen  danc  and  til  my  sppctiiir, 
Too  shtU  ba  Ihd  with  fltall  as  tsw  u  blow), 
And  ilrlnk  In  pallt  ibe  strongiiti  tniiK^drl . 
If  yso  nan  iiio  with  it.  then  llie  soil  ino 
My  elwial  swifter  than  the  nekiuf  elouds  : 
It  ool,  Uicn  die  like  bmsU,  and  Bi  for  bku^I 
Bm  poefan  fur  tlie  blsck  and  btal  ravens. 
TkBS  an  I  righl  ihc  scourge  sf  bi^m  Ja*«.  fte.] 
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Gaivilon  ikewi  vAot  pletuuret  thoie  an  which  the  Smg 
ckitfy  deMghU  iti. 

Gav.     I  must  have  wanton  poets,  pleasant  wits. 
Musicians,  that  with  touching  of  a  string 
May  draw  the  pliant  King  which  way  I  please. 
Music  and  poetry  are  his  delight ; 
Therefore  I'll  have  Italian  masks  by  night, 
Sweet  speeches,  comedies,  and  pleasing  shows ; 
And  in  the  day,  when  he  shall  walk  abroad, 
Like  Sylvan  nymphs  my  pages  shall  be  clad ; 
My  men,  like  satyrs  grazing  on  the  lawns. 
Shall  with  their  goat-fcct  dance  the  antick  hay. 
Sometimes  a  lovely  boy  in  Dian's  shape. 
With  hair  that  gilds  the  water  as  it  ghdes, 


\aA  serttig  bis  mind  so  doatg  on  Gavestoo, 


1  without  r< 


V  mightiest  kin^  have  had  their  minioDs : 
Gtvai  Ak-xandtr  lov'd  Hfphestion  ; 
The  coxiquering  Hercules  for  his  Hilas  wept, 
And  for  PBtri>clus  stem  Achilles  droop'd. 
\a6  not  kings  only,  but  the  wisest  ineD ; 
The  Bomnn  Tully  lov'd  Octavius ; 
Grave  Soorates  wild  Alcibiadcs. 

n  let  bis  grace,  whose  youth  is  flexihie, 
i  prgmisetb  as  much  as  we  can  wish, 
wly  trnjoy  that  vain  light-headed  earl, 
r  riper  years  will  wean  him  from  such  toys. 
I  Mnrl.  Jun.  Uncle,  his  wanton  hmnour  grieves  not  n 
t  tliis  1  scorn,  that  one  ho  basely  bom, 
lould  by  his  sovereign's  favour  grow  so  pert, 
tnd  riot  with  the  treasure  of  the  realm. 
e  M>ldier8  mutiny  for  want  of  pay, 
'ears  a  lord's  revenue  on  his  back, 
ind  Midaa<hke,  he  jeta  it  in  the  court, 
|Fith  base  outlandiBfa  cuUions  at  his  heels. 

roud  fiuitastic  liveries  make  sucb  show, 
a  if  that  Proteus,  god  of  shapes,  appear'd. 
not  uevn  a  dapper  jack  so  briitk  ; 
rs  a  short  Italian  boodi^  cWk, 
with  pearl,  and  in  his  Tuscan  cap 
,  jewel  of  more  value  than  the  crown. 
ffbili^  nlh«ni  walk  below,  the  king  and  he, 

a  out  a  window,  laugh  at  such  as  we, 
Ad  flout  our  train,  and  jest  at  our  attire. 
k\p,  'tia  this  thai  makes  me  impatienL 
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TV  Baron*  reproach  lie  Kmg  aith  rt#  c 
realtit  endure*  .from  iht  tuoendaruy  of  b*  mdctd  flieomiU, 
Gaveiion. 
KiMG  Edward,  Lancabtkr,  Warwick.     Tk*  Mok- 
TiMBRB,  and  other  Lord*- 
Morl.jun.  Nay,  atay,  my  lord,  I  come  to  bring  yoa 
newt. 
Mine  uncle  is  taken  prisoner  by  the  Scots. 
Edw.  Then  ransom  him. 
Lan.  'Twas  in  your  wars,  yon  should  niisoyi  him. 

Mort.ftin.  And  you  ahall  ransom  him,  or  dM 

Kent.  What,  Mortimer,  you  will  not  direaten  hiqi  ? 
Edto.  Quiet  yourself,  you  shall  have  the  broad  seal. 
To  g«th»  for  him  throughout  the  realm. 

ZiOn.  Your  minioo  Gaveston  hath  taught  you  Ais. 
Mort.jvM.  My  Lord,  the  family  of  the  Mortimera 
Are  not  so  poor,  but  would  they  sell  their  land. 
Could  levy  men  enough  to  anger  you. 
We  never  beg,  but  use  such  prayers  as  these. 


bta  the  wftlU  i^  York  the  Scots  make  road, 
Lnd  unresiiilvd  draw  awa_v  rich  spoih. 
Jforl.  juti.  The  haughty  Daoe  cummanda  the  nmrc 

bile  ID  tlic  harbour  ride  thy  ships  unrigg'd. 
'   Zan.  AMiat  foreign  prince  seads  thee  embaasadors  ? 
Mart.  Wlio  lovcB  ihee,  but  a  sort  of  flatterers? 
Xrfin.  Thy  gentle  queen,  solti  sister  to  \'aloys, 
Comphuns  liiat  ihou  bnst  left  ber  all  forlorn. 

Mort.  Thy  court  is  naked,  being  bereft  of  those, 
Hint  make  a  kuig  seem  glorious  to  the  world : 
I  mean  the  peers,  whom  ibon  ^ouldat  dearly  love. 
Lilieb  are  cast  against  thee  in  the  street : 
Balloda  and  rhimes  made  of  thy  overthrow, 

Lan.  The  Northern  brothers  seeing^  their  houses  burnt. 
Their  wives  aod  i^hildrcn  slain,  run  up  and  down 
Cuniug  the  name  of  thee  and  Gareston. 

Mort.  When  wert  thou  in  the  field  with  banner  spread  ? 
But  once :  and  ihea  thy  soldiers  march'd  like  players. 
With  garish  rubes.  Dot  armor;  and  thyself, 
■  Bedaub 'd  with  gold,  rode  laughing  at  the  rest, 
^Hoddiug  and  shaking  of  thy  spangled  ereal, 

t  women's  favours  hung  like  labels  down. 
1.   And  thereof  came  it,  that  the  fleering  Scots, 
UD  bLngland's  high  disgrace,  have  nude  this  jig: 
ITaMfir  of  EngUiuH,  tore  may  jfim  moom, 

r  tfottr  ItrmiTumt  jou  hapn  lo*t  at  Bennock't  fioJ-n, 
1  h*€U>«  and  a  ho. 
^luU  leeeitfd  lltf  king  of  England, 

H  la  have  woott  Scutlattd, 
With  a  rombtlvw  f 
t  Mort.  Wignwrn*  shall  fly  to  set  my  uncle  free 


■   A  pnaaiiftl  m 


u  bclOTiKiag  to  tlM  Ilo^j^lr^ 
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Lan.  And  when  'tia  gone,  our  swords  shall  purchase 
more. 
If  ye  be  mov'd,  revenge  it  as  you  can  ; 
Look  next  to  see  us  with  our  ensigns  spread. 

[^Ereimt  noblet, 

7%e  Sing  i/mg  depoied,  iurrenderi  kU  CTX)unt  tnio  tie  haiuU  of 
the  B'ahop  of  WmdietleT  and  Ihe  Earl  if  LriociUr  at  JTiUmg- 
worth  Ctulle. 

Lei.  Be  patient,  good  my  lord,  cease  to  lament, 
Imagine  Killingworth  castle  were  your  court. 
And  thnt  you  lay  for  pleasure  here  a  space, 
Not  of  compulsion  or  necessity. 

Edie,  Leister,  if  gentle  words  might  comfort  me, 
Thy  speeches  long  ago  had  eas'd  my  sorrows ; 
For  kind  and  loving  hast  thou  always  been. 
The  griefs  of  private  men  are  soon  allay 'd, 
But  not  of  kings.     The  forest  deer  heiDg  struck. 
Runs  to  an  herb  that  closeth  up  the  wounds  ; 


It  an  l>iiig;ii,  vhea  regiment  if  gone, 
1  fbidowR  in  a  sunshine  dny  ? 
•  rule,  I  hear  Lfae  tiame  of  kin)^ ; 
rn,  but  am  L-onlrouI'd  by  them 
r  MoTtinicT,  and  my  unconstani  queen, 
IVbn  ipoi*  my  nuptinl  bed  with  infamy ; 
J  max  lodgM  witbin  this  cave  of  ci 
•  Hwrow  at  ruy  elbow  xtjll  attends, 
r  heart  with  sad  Limcnt?, 
li  *Fithin  me  for  this  strange  exchange. 
l  1  now  resign  my  crown, 
«  usurping  Mortimer  a  king  ? 
AM.  Your  grace  mistakes,  iI  is  for  England's  good. 
Aad  princrly  Edward's  right,  we  crave  the  crown. 

£!rfr.  No,  'tis  for  Mortiiner,  not  Edward's  head  ; 
Foe  br'i  a  lamb,  encompassed  by  wolves, 
mncb  in  a  rooroimi  will  abridge  his  life. 
But  if  pmud  Mortimer  do  wear  tbis  rrowii, 
Hwf'lls  turn  il  to  a  blo/e  of  quenchless  fire, 
Or  fik*  the  raaky  wrenth  of  I'isiphoii, 
Eagin  liw  lomplcs  of  his  hateful  brad : 
So  ilull  not  England's  vines  be  perished. 
But  Edward'*  oanw  snrrive,  though  Edwtird  dies. 

/A.  Mj^lordt  why  waste  you  thus  tlie  time  away  ? 
Ti«T  ftay  yoor  answer,  will  you  yield  your  crown  ? 
Edm.  Ahi  LciMer,  weigh  how  hardly  I  can  brook 
Ttt  loae  ny  crown  and  kingdom  without  cause : 
Ta  |rtr«  sBibitiDns  Mortimer  my  right. 
Tint  like  a  muuiitaiu  overwhelms  my  Uiss, 
la  wbidt  cxtmnn  my  mind  here  niurtber'd  is. 
B«  wbal  iW  hniv'n*  appoint.  I  must  obey. 
Here,  lake  my  crown  ;  the  hfe  of  Edward  loo ; 
Twn  bin^  in  EDgland  cannot  reign  at  once — 
~         f  Millet  let  me  be  king  tiU  oigbl. 
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That  I  may  gaze  upon  thu  glittering  crown ; 
So  shall  my  eyes  receive  th«r  k«t  content, 
My  head  the  latest  honour  due  to  it, 
And  jointly  both  yield  up  their  wished  right. 
Continue  ever,  thou  celeitd&l  sun ; 
Let  never  ulent  night  possess  this  cUnte  i 
Stand  still,  you  watches  of  the  element ; 
All  times  and  seasons,  rest  you  at  «  stay, 
That  Edward  may  be  still  fair  England's  king. 
But  day's  bright  beam  doth  vanish  fast  away. 
And  needs  I  must  resign  my  wished  crown ; 
Inhuman  creatures  I  nurs'd  with  tigers'  milk  I 
Why  gape  you  for  yoia-  sovereign's  overthrow? 
My  diadem  I  mean,  and  guiltless  life. 
See,  monsters  see.  111  wear  my  crown  again. 
What,  fear  you  not  the  fury  of  yom-  king? 
But,  hapless  Edward,  thou  art  fondly  led, 
They  pass  not  for  thy  frowns  as  late  they  ihd, 
But  seek  to  make  a  new^elected  king ; 
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Edw.  Call  tfaiMi  them  bnr.k.  I  have  no  power  to  speak. 
Lfif.  My  lord,  the  king  is  willing  lo  resign. 
Bi^  If  he  b*  not,  Id  him  choose. 
Edie,  O  would  I  might  I  but  heav'n  and  earth  conspire 
0*0  moke  me  miDerable  I  here,  receive  my  crown ; 
e  it  ?  no,  these  inoocent  bands  of  mine 
FShall  not  be  ^Ity  of  eo  fool  a  crime. 
He  of  ;ou  all  that  most  desires  my  blood. 
And  will  be  called  the  murtherer  of  a  king. 
Take  it.     What,  are  you  mov'd  ?  pity  you  me  ? 
|.  Thrti  send  for  uordenting  Mortimer, 
And  Iiohet,  triiose  eyn,  being  turn'd  to  steel, 
T^ll  sooner  sparkle  fire  than  «hed  a  tew. 
Vet  stay,  for  rather  than  1  will  look  on  them, 
s  here :  now  sweet  God  of  heav'n, 
e  me  despise  this  transitory  (jomp, 
(jlnd  fit  for  ever  inlbroiiii'd  in  heav'n  I 

e  devilh,  and  with  thy  fingers  close  my  eyes, 
■,  W I  Uve.  lei  rae  forget  myself. 

y  Cattle.     Tki-  king  a  l/ff  alone  leilh  Lightbom, 


Who's  there?    what  light  is  that?  wherefore 
com'st  thou  ? 
LighL  To  comfort  you,  and  bring  you  joyful  news. 
Eitw.  Small  comfort  finds  jHior  [Edward  in  thy  looks. 
Villain,  I  know  thou  com'sl  lo  murder  nie. 

Light,  To  murder  you,  my  most  graeioiis  lord  ! 
'ar  i^i  it  from  my  bean  to  do  yon  harm. 
The  ijni*n  *ent  me  to  see  how  you  were  us'd, 
Tor  she  relents  at  tliis  your  misery : 
Aod  what  eyes  can  rcfntiii  Irom  shedding  tears, 
a  king  in  ibis  matt  piti^otts  state. 
Edte.  Wcep'st  thou  already?  list  a  whilt'  *"  ""■ 
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And  then  thy  heart,  were  it  as  Gumey'B  *  is. 
Or  as  Matrevis'  *,  hewn  fhtm  the  Cbucuub, 
Yet  will  it  melt,  ere  I  have  done  my  tale. 
This  dungeon  where  they  keep  me  b  a  dnk 
Wherein  the  filth  of  all  the  castle  Ms. 

Light.  O  villuns  I 

Edte.  And  there,  in  mire  and  puddle  have  I  stood 
This  ten  days'  space ;  and  lest  that  I  should  sleepi 
One  plays  continually  upon  a  drum. 
They  give  me  bread  and  water,  being  a  king  ; 
So  that,  for  want  of  sleep  and  sustenance. 
My  mind's  dist«mper'd,  and  my  body's  numb't 
And  whether  I  have  limbs  or  no,  I  know  not. 
O  would  my  blood  drop  out  from  every  vein. 
As  doth  this  water  from  my  tattered  robes, 
Tell  Isabel  the  queen,  I  look'd  not  thus. 
When  for  her  sake  I  ran  at  tilt  in  France, 
And  there  unbors'd  the  duke  of  Cleremont.  ' 

Light.  O  speak  no  more,  my  lord  I  this  breaks  my 


EJw.  Forgive  my  thought,  for  having  such  a  thought. 

tc  jewel  have  1  left,  receive  thou  this. 

ill  fear  I,  and  I  know  not  wbat'9  the  cause, 

1  evory  joint  shakes  as  I  give  it  thee. 

O  if  ihou  harbour'sl  murder  in  thj  heart, 

Lei  the  gift  change  thy  niind,  and  save  thy  soul. 

Know  that  1  am  a  king :  Oh,  at  that  name 

^^^  fed  a  hell  of  grief.     Where  is  my  crown  ? 

^^Bof>*?,  gonr.  and  do  I  still  remain  alive  ? 

^^B  JJghl.  You're  overwatch'd  my  lord,  lie  down  and  n 

^^"     Ediie.  But  that  grief  keeps  me  waking,  I  should  sleep ; 

For  not  these  ten  days  have  thine  eyeUds  closed. 

Sow  as  I  Bpeak  they  tall,  and  yet  with  tear 

Opeti  again.     O  wherefore  sitt'st  thou  here  ? 

.  If  you  mistrust  me,  I'll  be  gone,  my  lord. 
No,  no,  for  if  thou  mean' at  to  murder  me, 
n  again :  and  therefore  stay 
Light.   He  s1ecp«. 
1  JSdv.  O  let  me  not  die ;  yet  stay,  0  stay  awhile. 

lAghl.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
[  £dtc.  Sometliing  siill  hiizzeth  ID  mine  ears, 
A  trUs  me  if  I  »lef.p  I  n 
ii  ktu  is  that  whioh  makes  me  tremble  thus, 
d  therefore  K-ll  me,  wherefore  art  thou  come  ? 
/.  To  rid  thee  of  thy  life  1  Matrevis,  com«. 
.  I  am  too  weak  and  feeble  tu  resist : 
ne,  nrevt  God,  and  receive  ray  soul, 

I  in^Htj  ii  in  *  laj  ditferdit  Btjilo  from  "  mighty  Tam.   ~ 

'    Tlw  rvluciant  jisngs  of  sbdiciiliiig  Rajiltj  in  EdwKcd 

IuLhI  hintt  ohlch  Sbaki(i(!>ii<  lEtrc)!  iui|iri>ved  iu  hia  ttichwd 

|i  Scfood  1  uid  ihc  ilmh-ioriw  iif  Mulowe'i  king  movvi  pitjr 

r  bcjond  *aj  sccac  vicieiit  or  modem,  *lth  •rhich  I 

It  w^ountrd.) 


B  RICH  JZff  OF  lULTA. 


Barabat,  lie  Sick  Jew,  m  ku  Counthig-kinite,  vUi  heapt  ^ 
gold  hejore  htm:  m  coTdeTttplatiim  of  Hi  weaM. 

Bar.  So  that  of  thus  much  that  return  was  nwde ; 
And  of  the  third  part  of  the  Peraian  ships 
There  was  a  veuture  aumin'd  and  satisfied. 
As  to  those  Sammt«s,  and  the  Men  of  Uaa, 
That  bought  mj  Spanish  oils  and  wines  of  Greece, 
Here  have  I  purst  tiieir  paltrj  ailverhings. 
Fie,  what  a  trouble  'tis  to  count  this  trash  I 
Well  fare  the  Arabians,  who  so  richly  pay 
The  things  they  traffic  for  with  wedge  of  gotd. 
Whereof  a  man  may  easily  in  a  day 
Tell  that,  which  may  maintain  him  all  his  life. 
The  needy  groom,  that  never  finger'd  groat, 
Would  make  a  miracle  of  thus  much  coin : 


t 
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irU<«em  cMitly  sinnes  of  so  ^rual  priCD, 
Ai  one  of  ibpiRt  indiffpreotlj  rausl. 
And  uf  a  r*nf  t  of  this  qiulitj', 
Ma;  uTtr  in  pFii]  uf  cnlsmily 
To  ruuotDT  great  kin^  frotn  oiptivity. 
Tim  n  the  vw  wlicmn  consuU  1117  wealth  : 

Aul  ihu»  Diirlhinks  should  men  ofjud^c-ul  frame 
Tfaer  tiM«us  of  traffic  fruni  Uie  vulf^r  trade. 

And,  a«  ttirir  wraith  incn-aw-th,  sa  inclose 

[nfiniu  richc*  in  a  little  nxim. 

Boi  iui<*  how  standi!  the  wind  ? 

Into  atbat  cornrr  peere  my  Halcyon 'b  bill  ? 

Hal  lA  the  «ast?  yea  :  toe,  how  Btand  the  vances? 

\utU  and  by  miuUi:  why  then,  I  h»pi.<  my  ships, 

i  aMU  for  E^y|>t  and  ihp  tiordiTint;  isles, 

Arr  gutlcD  up  by  N'ilua'  winding  bulks. 

Mine  argixics  frnm  Alcundrin, 
Ijarfni  >ith  wpicr  and  silks,  now  undpr  sail, 
An-  fuoothly  gliding  down  by  Candy  shore 
To  Malta,  through  our  MMliUrrnuiean  sea. 

•  TlatB  imnrimdt  mlrr,  urnd  in/iimi  Barabai,  that  hit  lAi;u 
frnm  ramiH  parti  mrr  fift  amrrd,  and  rtrfrng  in  JUatta  rnaili. 
—Ilr  itttaati  an  titf  IrmpimU  coadil'mn  nf  Ihc  Jewt,  how 
tirg  limr  mad  atttm  >a  Bpmi'  tvorldlj/  prviperiti/,  in  ipUe  nf 
lAr  fvw  JrnatiMrrii  atfomit  Hutu. 

That  tralb  oar  fottanr  in  by  Und  and  sea, 
And  thaa  ar*  wp  on  every  fide  inrirh'd. 
Tk9«  BTP  thr  blftaings  promis'd  to  tho  Jews, 
KtA  hrrrin  «iu  uld  Aliruu'i  happiiii--!ts. 
Whftl  more  may  hravcn  dn  for  cnrthly  man. 
TWa  UlU*  to  pour  out  plenty  in  their  laps, 
Hippinft  tbv  btneU  of  the  earth  for  them, 
Hakiuft  Ibe  *««  thru-  aervanU.  and  the  winds 
To  Hint  tlinr  tttlittauco  with  tucvt-'ssfiil  blasts  ? 


Who  hateth  me  but  for  my  happiQe9.s  ? 

Or  who  is  honour'd  dow  but  for  his  weahh  ? 

Rather  had  I,  a  Jew,  be  hated  thus, 

Than  pitied  in  a  ChristiaD  poverty : 

For  I  con  M.>c  no  fruits  in  all  their  faithi 

But  malice,  falsehood,  and  excessive  pride, 

Which  methinks  fits  not  their  profession. 

Haply  some  hapless  man  bath  conscience, 

And  for  his  conscience  lives  in  beg^^y. 

They  say  we  are  a.  scalter'd  nation : 

I  cannot  tell ;  but  we  have  scanibled  up 

More  wealth  by  far  than  those  that  brag  of  faith. 

There's  Kirriah  Jairim,  the  great  Jew  of  (ireece, 

Obed  in  Bairseth,  Nones  in  Portugal, 

Myself  in  Malta,  some  in  Italy, 

Many  in  France,  and  wealthy  every  one ; 

Aye,  wealthier  far  than  any  Christian. 

I  must  confess,  no  come  not  to  be  kings ; 

That's  not  our  fault ;  alas !  our  number's  few ; 

And  crowus  come  either  by  succession, 

Or  urged  by  force  ;  and  nothing  violent. 

Oft  have  1  heard  tell,  can  be  permanent. 

Give  us  a  peacefiJ  rule ;  make  Christians  kings. 

That  thirst  so  much  for  principality. 

[Marlowe's  Jew  doe*  not  approaeb  io  neu-  to  Stulupeore'l 
his  Edward  II.  doetlo  Ricbafd  II.  Sliylock,  in  tlic  midrt  of  fl 
mingn  purpose,  ia  ■  man.  His  motives,  reeliDgi,  rescntmcDrf! 
lutve  lomettung  humui  in  tLem.  "  If  jou  wrong  ut.  shall  we 
not  revenge?"  Bnnbu  is  ■  mere  monster,  brought  in  with  « 
Ut^  puDted  Doie,  to  pleuie  the  rshble.  He  kills  in  apart, 
poisoDB  whole  nuoneiies,  invents  infernal  machines.  He  is  just 
such  u  exhibition  at  a  centor;  or  two  earlier  might  have  been 
pUfed  heFure  the  Londoners,  tg  Iht  Royal  coaatiand,  when  a 
grurral  pillage  and  massicre  of  Uie  Hebrews  had  heen  jirEtiouily 
resolved  on  in  the  cabinet.  It  \i  curious  to  Bee  s  supentitil| 
-lariuf   ou!.     Tlir  idea    of  a  Jew  (which  o 
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DOCTOR  FAtj-STUS. 


luntd  the  cUts 


vilb  toch  horror)  hu  nothing  in  it  now  retail 

at  the  hea»\,  aod  pared  its  naib. 

ns,  fondle  it,  trrite  jilnyB  to  flattpr 

i*  Tiaitnl  by  prinfts.  aSectt  a  taite,  putronlses  the  arts,  an 

onir  liberal  and  gentlnnaa-lik«  thins  '">  Cbrutendom.] 


THETRACrCAL  HISTORY  OF  THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH 
OF  pOCTOR  FAUSTtlS.  BY  CHRISTOPHER  MAR- 
U)WE. 

Now  Fau*tiu/eU  to  tfc  ilmlt/  ofvia^e. 

—  born  of  parents  base  of  stock 
n  Vtcxmanj,  within  a  town  callrd  Ithodce : 
t  riper  jears  to  Wirtembcrg  he  went, 
ft'Jwrpaj"  his  kinsmen  chiefly  brought  him  uji. 
o  much  he  profits  in  Diviiiity. 

t  shortly  he  was  grae'd  with  Doctor's  name, 
tfdling  all.  and  sweetly  can  dispute 
B  the  hpsvpnly  matters  of  theology  : 
Bill  swoto  vith  cunning  and  a  self-ronceit, 
Hu  waien  wings  did  mount  above  his  reach, 
hiiil  mdtro^,  hpATen  conspired  hi»  overthrow  : 
r  fiiUiog  to  »  devilbh  exercise, 
md  glutlMl  now  with  learning's  golden  gifts, 
e  ituTata  on  (he  cur«H  netromancy. 
D4htng  »o  swn-t  as  magic  is  to  him. 
liirli  he  prcTirs  before  )us  chirfcst  bliss. 
Binu'iu  »(t  An  I'w/y.  nitM  Ikroagk  llir  circle  of  the  leimcei  .■ 
,    and  hrtnf  t/iUtJird  tuilh  Hone  of  Ihrni,  detmmnit  lo  addict 

,  FaatL  Sriilc  thy  studies.  Faustus,  and  begin 
'  D  depth  of  that  thou  «ill  profess : 
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Having  conunenc'd,  be  a  Divine  iD  show. 

Yet  level  at  the  end  of  every  art, 

And  live  and  die  in  Aristotle's  works. 

Sweet  Analytics,  'tjs  thou  hast  mvish'd  me. 

Bene  duaerere  eitjinis  Logicee. 

Is,  to  dispute  well,  Logic's  chiefest  end  ? 

Affords  this  art  no  greater  miracle? 

Then  read  no  more  ;  thou  hast  attaia'd  that  end. 

A  greater  subject  fitteth  Faustus'  wit. 

Bid  Economy  farewell :  and  Galen  comc> 

Be  a  physician,  Faustus,  heap  up  gold. 

And  be  etemiz'd  for  some  wond'rous  cure> 

Summwn  bimwn  medicinte  tanitat  : 

The  end  of  phync  is  our  bodies'  health. 

Why,  Faustus :  hast  tiiou  not  attain'd  that  end  ? 

Are  not  thy  bills  hung  up  as  monuments, 

Whereby  whole  cities  have  eseap'd  the  plague. 

And  divers  desperate  maladies  been  cured  p 

Yet  art  thou  still  but  Faustus,  and  a 


Hum  peeeati uwrt  tit:  hn  I  Sttpendium.  Ar. 
e  nrward  of  dn  is  death ;  that's  hard. 
li  pfcrtute  ntganuu,  J'ailiinur,  tl  nulla  e»t  in   nohix 

If  ue  say  Uiat  we  have  no  sia,  we  ilt-ceive  ourselves,  and 

there  is  no  tnith  in  us. 
Why  then  belike  we  niiist  sin,  and  so  conseqaently  die. 
e  must  die  on  everlasting  death. 
it  dortrine  call  you  this?    CTie  agra  tera  -■ 
t  will  he  shall  be.     Divinity  adieu. 
s  Mtlaphysics  of  Ma^cians, 
ml  necronuuitic  books,  are  heavenly, 
far*.  Circlos,  I^ttw^i,  C"haracteT«: 
mjv,  these  are  tho^t-  thai  Faustus  most  desires. 
1  world  of  profit  and  delight, 
t  power,  of  honour,  of  oninipuicnce, 
'$  prorais'd  ta  the  studious  anizan  ! 
'  11  thin^  tlial  move  between  tlie  qdet  poles 
lall  be  at  my  command.     Emperors  and  Kings 
p  hut  oltej-'d  in  ihdr  several  provinces ; 
[t  kb  durainign  ttutt  exceeds  in  this, 
tcheth  a«  far  as  doth  the  mind  of  man  : 
k  Buuad  Magician  is  a  Demigod. 

n-  my  brains  to  gain  a  deity. 

u  1  glutted  with  conceit  of  this  1 
all  I  inalie  Sf'ails  fetch  me  what  I  please  i 
r  mc  of  all  ambiguities  ? 
n  what  desprrate  enterpriges  I  will  ? 
D  have  them  fly  to  India  for  gold, 
ick  the  ocean  for  orient  pearl, 
I  Aad  March  all  comen  of  the  new-found  world 
for  plfAsant  fruits  and  princely  delJcntes. 
]  have  ibem  read  mc  Strang  philosophy ; 


And  tell  the  lecrets  of  all  forei^  kings : 
ni  have  them  wall  all  Germany  with  brass. 
And  with  swift  Rhine  circle  all  Wirtemberg : 
111  have  them  fill  the  public  schools  with  skill, 
Wherewith  the  studenta  shall  be  bravely  clad ; 
I'll  levy  soltUen  with  the  coin  they  bring, 
And  chase  the  Prince  of  Panna  f^m  our  land ; 
And  reign  sole  king  of  aU  the  provinces  ; 
Yea,  stranger  engines  for  the  brunt  of  war, 
Than  was  the  fieiy  keel  at  Antwerp  bridge, 
111  make  my  servile  Spirits  to  invent. 
Come,  German  Valdes,  and  Cornelius, 
And  make  me  wise  with  your  uge  conference. 

Enter  Valdeb  and  Cornelius. 
Faust.  Valdea,  sweet  Valdes,  and  ComeUus, 
Know  that  your  words  have  won  me  at  the  last 
To  practise  magic  and  concealed  Arts. 
Philosophy  is  odious  and  obscure  : 


ions  Ghall  they  guard  m  when  wp  please; 
■  Abiain  Iluttrrs  with  ihpir  horai'men's  staves, 
r  Ljipland  Giants  trotting  by  uur  sides  i 
□lea  like  Women,  or  unwcdded  Maids, 
kdowing  more  beauty  in  their  airy  brows 

e  the  white  breasts  of  the  Queen  o(  have. 
I  Com.  The  miracles  that  magic  will  perform, 
1^1  latke  tfaee  vow  to  study  nothing  else. 
t  that  U  grounded  in  astrology, 
iricht  with  tongues,  well  fnyen  in  minerals, 
h  ftU  the  principles  magic  doth  require. 
VJ^aittt.  Come,  show  me  some  demonstrations  magical. 
i  I  may  conjure  in  some  bushy  groTe, 

e  thesf  joys  in  full  posspasion. 
VaU.  Then  haJit«  ibee  to  some  solitary  grove, 
i  bear  «i«e  Daion'a  and  Albanus"  works, 
e  Hrlirew  Paolter,  and  New  Testatment; 
d  wbatsoeTcr  else  is  requisite 
|P*  will  inform  thee,  ere  our  conference  cease. 

Fa^ttat  being  tiulncted  in  tkr  eUmentt  of  magic  by  Ait  fnevdi 
Vaidet  and  CotHefuu,  ttlii  iit  tool  to  Ihe  den/,  lo  have  ax  Evil 
J^pint  a:  Au  conmaHdJor  Iwrvli^uT  i/ear*.—  H'Sm  Ihe  jicarl 
^^^^  arr  rtjmrd,  the  devlU  clam  kit  tout. 

^^^^vvxm-the  night  of  htMilmlh.  Wac.ner,  hit  atntant. 

^^V  PohmL  Say,  Wagner,  thou  hast  perused  my  Will, 

^^Bow  dud  ihuu  like  it 

^^^V   Wag.  Sir.  HO  wondrous  well, 

^^Bi  in  an  humble  duty  I  do  yi<jld 

^^Bf  ltf«  and  Usting  service  (or  your  lovt 

^^1  ThT»M  Schalart  enCsr. 

^^^PoMtt.  Gramercy,  Wagnor. 

^^Hlelninie,  (IcnlliimeD. 
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Fint  Seh.  Now,  worthy  F&tutns,  methinka  jtmr  \oiA» 

are  chang'd. 
Fautt.  Oh,  Gentlemen. 
Sec.  Sch.  What  aila  Fanatuj? 

Faiut.  Ah,  mj  sweet  chamber-fellow,  had  I  lived  with 
thee,  then  tiad  I  UT*d  still,  but  now  must  die  etenullj. 
Look,  Sira,  comes  he  not  ?  comes  he  not  ? 

Firtt  Sch,  Oh  my  dear  Faiutos,  what  importa  Ihii 

fear? 
Sec.  Sch.  Is  all  our  pleasure  turned  to  melancholy? 
TTtird  Sch.  He  is  not  well  with  being  over  solitary. 
See.  Sch.  If  it  be  so,  we  will  have  physiciansi  and 

FaustuB  shall  be  cured. 
Third  Sck.  "Tb  but  a  surfeit.  Sir ;  fear  nothing. 
Fautt.  A  surfeit  of  a  deadly  sin  that  hath  damn'd  both 

body  and  soul. 
See.  Sch.    Yet,    Faustus,  look    up   to  hetiren,    and 
remember  mercy  is  infinite. 

Faust.  But  Faustus'  offence  can  ne'  er  be  pardoned. 
,■.1  Tv, 


DOCTOR    FAL-STUS. 

nweep  but  the  devil  draws  in   my  tears.     Gush 
I  blood  instead  of  tcara,  yea  life  and  soul.     Oh,  he 
1   my  tongue  :  I  would   lift  up  my   hanilB,   but   see, 
y  haU'eiu,  they  bold'em. 
'ir».  Wlio,  FaustusP 

.  Wby.  Lucifer  and  Mepbostojihilis.     O  gtntle- 
I,  I  gave  LheiD  my  soul  for  my  cunning. 
Scholars.  O  God  forbid. 

Fault.  God  forbid  It  indeed,  but  FaustuB  bath  done 

:  for  the  vain  pltasnre  of  four-and-twcnty  years  hatb 

If  lost  eternal  joy  and  felicity.     I  writ  tlicm  a  bill 

aine  own  blood,  the  date  is  expired :  this  is  the 

',  and  he  will  fct^h  me. 

Firtt  Seh.  Why  did  uot  Faustus  tell  us  of  this  before, 
I  Dirioes  might  liave  prayed  for  thee? 
Fault.  Oft  have  I  thought  lo  have  done  so ;  hut  the 
l*il  ihreatinKKl  to  tear  me  in  pieces  if  1  named  (lod ; 

B  body  »nd  soul  If  I  once  (jave  ear  to  divinity : 
d  now  ii  b  too  Ist«.     Gimtlenien.  away,  lest  you  periah 


Srr~  Seh.  O  what  may  « 
Faust,  Talk  not  of  me  hv 
TTiiril  Sch.  God  will  str 


!  do  to  savi;  Faustus  ? 
save  yoiu'selves  and  depart, 
ngtheii  nip,  I  will  stay  with 


Fir*l  Srh.  Tempt  not  Goil,  sweet  friend,  but  let  u 

c  next  rooDi  and  pray  for  him. 

I   Fatut'  Aye,   pray   for   me.  pray   for   me ;   and   whi 

V  toevn  ym  hev,  name  not  unto  me,  for  nothing  ca 

oe  me. 

'    Ste.  SeK.  Pr»y  thou,  and  we  will  pray,  that  God  may 

e  mercy  npon  lliw- 

FaatMt.  Gentlemen,  rarewcll ;    if  I  live  till  mombg, 

9  vwil  yon :  if  not,  Faustus  is  gone  to  hell. 

Schofar*.  Famtus,  foreWfU. 


*2  DOCTOR  FAUSTUS. 

Faustos  altm«. — ITie  clock  strike*  ffevm. 
Faust.  O  Faustus, 
Now  bast  thou  but  one  bare  hour  to  live, 
And  then  thou  muat  be  damn'd  perpetually. 
Stand  still  you  ever-mOTiiig  spheres  of  heaven, 
That  time  may  cease  and  midnight  never  come. 
Fair  Nature's  eye,  rise,  rise  again,  and  make 
Perpetual  day  :  or  let  this  hour  be  but 
A  year,  a  month,  a  week,  a  natural  day. 
That  FauatuB  may  repent  and  save  his  soul. 
O  lente  Irate  currite  noetit  equi. 
The  stars  move  stjll,  time  runs,  the  clock  wilt  strike. 
The  devil  vrill  come,  and  Faustus  must  be  damn'd. 
O  I  will  leap  to  heaven  :  who  pulls  me  down? 
See  where  Christ's  blood  streams  in  the  firmament: 
One  drop  of  blood  will  save  me  :  Oh,  my  Christ, 
Rend  not  my  heart  for  naming  of  my  Christ. 
Yet  will  I  call  on  him ;  O  spare  me,  Lucifer. 


L«t  Fausius  live  in  hell  a  thousand  years, 
A  bundrol  tliousond,  and  at  the  lost  be  saved : 
So  pad  is  limited  to  dtunned  aouls. 
Why  werl  thou  not  a  creature  wanting  soul  ? 
(ir  "hy  is  this  immortal  tha,t  thou  haat? 
Qb>  P)lhagoras,  Met«mpa}rcosis,  were  that  tnie, 
a  Mill  should  fly  from  me,  and  1  be  chang-'d 
e  brutish  bea«t 
t  beasts  are  happy,  for  when  they  die, 
r  souls  are  soon  dissolv'd  in  elements: 

e  must  Uve  still  to  be  plagued  in  heU. 
It  be  the  parents  that  engender'd  me : 
I,  Faust'is,  cune  thyself,  curse  Lucifer, 
t  hath  dq)riT"d  thee  of  the  joys  of  bcaven. 

TAf  cUidc  itrikci  Iwclve. 
I  (inkc*.  il  strikes ;  now,  body,  turn  to  air, 

r  Lucifer  will  bear  thee  quick  to  hell. 

I  soul,  be  chang'd  into  small  water  drops, 

d  bll  into  the  ocean ;  ne'er  be  found. 

IRrimfcr.  aiid  eiiler  thf  Deviii. 

J  heaven,  look  not  so  fierce  on  me, 
s  and  serpents,  let  mc  brralbc  awhile ; 
fely  hell  gnpe  not ;  come  i>ol  Lucifer : 
Tl  burn  my  books;  Oh  Mephoatophilis  ! 


fnier  Scholars.' 
I  Firtt  Sch.  Come  gentlemen,  let  us  go  vbit  Faus 

T  Mich  a  dreadful  night  was  never  seen 
incr  fir<t  the  world's  crpalioo  did  begin  ; 

kl  terfnl  shrieks  and  cries  were  neser  heard. 
D  the  Doctor  have  escaped  the  danger. 
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See,  Sek.  O  help  us  hesTeni  I  Bee  here  xre  Fuutm' 
limba 
All  torn  asunder  by  the  hand  of  death. 

TTiird  Sck.  The  devil  whom  F&ustus  seir'd  hath  torn 
bim  thus : 
For  'twiit  the  houn  of  twelve  and  one,  methought, 
I  heard  him  shriek  and  call  aloud  for  help ; 
At  which  same  time  the  house  seem'd  all  on  fire 
With  dreadful  hoiror  of  these  damned  fiends. 

Sec.Sch.  Well  gentlemen,  though  Faustus' end  be  sudi 
As  every  Christian  heart  laments  to  think  on  ; 
Yet,  for  he  was  a  scholar  once  admired 
For  wondrous  knowledge  in  our  German  schools, 
Well  give  bis  maagled  limbs  due  burial : 
And  all  the  scholars,  cloth'd  in  mourning  black, 
Shall  wait  upon  his  heavy  funeral. 

Chortu.  Cut  ia  the  branch  that  might  have  grown 
full  strait, 
And  burned  is  Apollo's  laurel  bough 
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■<>pHn|C<  of  ■  OLidd  which  al  leul  deliybted  to  dollf  with 

"L.!«i  .ubjrrtfc      Thej  bath  ttlk  n  Uuguge  wUch  »  bolierer 

.   ^  U.r  brcD  UDdf  r  of  pulling  laUi  thi^  uKiiTh  of  ■  divuter 

UKh0.  l«  MmiVKriuupoDlhr  •[■fro  *|«iikiiigheroHii  diidect. 
arf.  dunuclif*  beiDit  vnii^  wilh  an  L'livlioa  of  lelf-confidenl ' 

tUci  wMiU  be  dolh  tu  Dthcrt.     HilioD.  in  Ibc  ivntaa  of  Satui , 
lat    .«an>^    »i«CBl«ie)M    hardier    than    an;  nhi.h  Ihe    f«ble 

tmml  RidurdMra  lu*  alrengtli«nrd  Vice,  from  Uie  uoulh  of  Loic- 

wtHrmtJ  VHur  wluth  Sedlvjr,  ViUien.  and  Rochuler.  wanted 

1 

1 

} 

^BbcB  DDT.  lUTII   l.<M4T  HIS  PEARL;    A  COHEDV. 
^                        BT   ROBERT  TAILOB. 

^^KgMMipwilli  kafhnd  AOert  to  vterl  him  btfbrr  iMe  brrak 
^^^^B|^  Acaar  0/  /jlr  o/cf  Lord  Wraltiy.  »h<^  HoHghio 
^^^^^^KAHUmli^  fu  a  tl^U-a  mah-h  uM  Camteut^AIbcrt. 
^^^^^^^Rtftr  hufmd,  ii  naxlaArn  bg  Maria  fur  Camcm. 
^^T3Bw  viitenla^  i/  (*-■  lugA/  to  wrong  Aii  frit^l. 

EitUr  Albert,  Wuj. 
All,  TUi  b  Ibo  ^rocn,  and  this  the  chamber-wmdow  ; 
And  are,  the  B|i|xiiiited  light  «und3  in  the  casement. 
T>«  Udaler  ti(  ro^-t  iH  urderly, 
\h  Iw  tlwt  ahnuld  oMvnd,  slow  iu  hu  hut^, 
U  Dill  ju  jrt  coine  hiihrr. 
Wrr»  rt  aujr  fnrii.i  that  liv*«  biit  Carraciis. 
Id  try  the  Uki  which  thia  fine  lime  present*. 
^^Hfdot  U)  CUT}  hruoc  w  mre  «i  heir,                      .^ 
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And  be  so  sUck  I  'sfbot,  it  doth  move 

Would  any  man  that  is  not  void  of  sense 

Not  have  watch'd  night  by  night  for  such  ■  prise  ? 

Her  beauty's  so  attractive,  that  by  Heaven 

My  heart  half  grants  to  do  my  friend  a  wrong. 

For^o  these  thoughts,  Albert,  be  not  a  slave 

To  thy  affection ;  do  not  falsify 

Thy  faith  to  him  whose  only  friendship's  worth 

A  world  of  women.     He  is  such  a  one, 

Thou  canst  not  Uve  without  his  good, 

lie  is  and  was  ever  as  thine  own  heart's  blood. 

(Maria  beeitmt  himfrtm  the  window.) 
'Sfoot,  see,  she  beckons  me  for  Carracus. 
Shall  my  base  purity  cause  me  neglect 
This  present  happiness  ?  I  will  obtain  it, 
Spite  of  my  timorous  conscieQcc.     I  am  in  person, 
Habit  and  all.  so  hkc  to  Carracus, 
It  may  be  acted  and  ne'er  call'd  in  question. 
Mar.   (calls)  Hist  I   Carracus,  ascend  : 
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SiHg  tliM  come  to  that  mnst  honour'd  end. 
Tlmi^li  an  the  ilang^n  which  black  iii^ht  preseiils. 
he  li  eOB*cy  fe  Wivce  and  marry  me.       [  77wy  go  v 

EmUr  CaRHACUS.  to  hu  appointmenl. 

CVr.  lIoFW  iiluuinfT  an-  the  steps  we  lovers  make, 
VWn  in  thr  palks  of  nur  content  wc  pace, 
T*  meet  our  lor^ing«  I  what  happinesix  it  is 
IW  mmax  to  k>ve  t  but  oh,  what  greater  bliss 
T>  kr*«  >nd  he  belov'il !  O  what  one  virtue 
E'er  reipi'd  in  me.  that  I  should  be  etiricli'd 
Willi  all  eanhV  (food  nt  once?   1  have  a  friend. 
SrWbHl  by  the  henvens  as  a  gift 
To  maki-  roe  happy  whilst  I  live  on  carlli ; 
A  vmB  HI  rare  of  gfoodnee »,  finn  of  faith, 
TW  MTtb'*  content  must  vanish  in  his  death. 
Tkra  fcr  my  lore  and  miatmss  of  my  soul, 
A  maid  of  rich  endowments,  beautified 
With  all  the  virtnn  natorc  conid  bestow 
I' pun  tnurtality,  who  this  happy  night 
WiU  raftLr  me  gxiner  of  her  heavenly  »ctf- 
And  Mw,  how  mddtrnly  I  have  attain'd 
To  tbr  abode  of  my  desired  wishc*  I 
"Dm  a  the  grr«i :  how  dark  the  night  oppeari  .' 
I  e»BDt*  hnr  the  trrait  at  my  true  Iriend. 
Albvrt ;  hirt,  Alliert  !— he's  not  come  as  j-cl, 
Sir  ii  t}ur  appointed  U^hl  act  b  the  window. 
What  if  I  taiu  ^Urin  ?  it  may  bi- 
Slw  frarrd  to  •rt  li  light,  and  only  hc.irknetb 
To  hnr  my  iteps ;  and  yK  1  dare  not  call, 
1*«  I  betray  myaelt  and  that  my  voiie. 
TbinkiDg  bi  enter  in  the  ears  of  her, 
B«  sT  Mnr  oUwr  beard :  no.  I  will  stflv 
I  tk*  naaog  of  my  dear  friend  Albert. 


4(5  THE  UOO  HATH  LOST  HIS  PKAKL. 

But  now  think,  Camcus,  wliat  end  will  be 
Of  this  thou  doBt  determine  :  thou  art  come 
Hither  to  rob  a  father  of  that  wealth 
That  solely  len^heuB  his  now  drooping  yean, 
His  virtuous  daughter,  and  all  (of  that  sex)  left 
To  make  him  happy  in  his  aged  days. 
The  toss  of  her  may  cause  him  to  despair, 
Transport  his  near-decaying  sense  to  Awniy, 
Or  to  some  such  abhorred  inconveniency 
Whereto  frail  age  is  subject.     I  do  ill  in  this. 
And  must  not  think  but  that  a  Cither's  plaint 
Will  move  the  heavens  to  pour  forth  misery 
Upon  the  head  of  disobediency. 
Yet  reason  tells  us,  parents  are  o'erseen, 
When  with  too  strict  a  rein  they  do  hold  in 
Their  child's  affections,  and  controul  that  love 
Which  the  high  powers  divine  inspire  them  with ; 
When  in  their  shallowest  judgments  they  may  know, 
Affection  crost  brings  misery  and  wop. 
But  whilst  I  run  contemplating  on  this, 
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Jfnr.  Bm  wan  jnm  stay  oM  long ;  farvnell. 
I  mtuM  lend  ui  tttr  to  hettr  you  part. 

[^Jffaria  gof»  ill. 

All.  Bui  you  did  lend  a  hand  unto  my  cntrnnoe. 

[ffii  deteeniU. 

AH.  (tfoAu)     Hoii   ha»e   I  wrong'd  my  friond,   my 
fiuthful  friend  t 
ttMt'i  him  of  whiii'o  more  predous  than  his  blood, 
H'»  arthly  heaven,  the  unspotted  bonour 
Ofbt*  ttitj-joyini;  mlnrMsl  the  fruition  of  whose  hed 
I  Kt  «n  wano  of;  whilst  de&r  Carrocus 
WaoArrs  ihi*  cold  night  through  the  unshelt'ring  Geld 
Srekiiig  nw  trciich'rnus  nuui,  yot  no  man  neither, 
TlKiugih  in  an  outward  show  of  tuch  appearance, 
B«i  aw  a  dcil  indwd,  for  so  thi«  Att4 
Of  wToogirJ  lo*c  and  tit-ndship  rightly  makeG  me. 
I  nay  compan  my  trvtiA  Xo  one  that's  sick. 
Who.  lying  on  hii  death-bed,  calls  to  him 
ID*  dtamt-thought  friend,  and  bids  him  go 
To  ttaae  t«n^-gift«d  man  that  can  restore 
Hu  funarr  hoUth  :  this  hii  friend  sadly  hears. 
And  «ow«  with  protMtations  to  fuIGI 
lis  wtsh'd  dHfliivt  with  his  best  performance ; 
Bat  ibra  DO  •ooncr  aocing  that  the  death 
Of  hai  Bck  bwaA  would  add  to  him  some  gun. 
Can  twt  ia  teek  a  remedy  to  save. 
But  &k>  a  wretch  Uidcis  liini  to  dig  his  grave : 
A*  I  haT»  done  for  virtuous  Carmrus. 
Yn,  Albi-rt,  be  not  rrnsonlt^s  to  indnngcr 
^MttX  thou  may'st  yet  secure.     Wha  can  detect, 
Th«  crime  of  thy  Uceo^cHu  appetite  ? 
I  bau  mc'i  pace )  *tit  suraly  Carracus. 

Enter  Carracui. 
MjC^r^  Not  find  my  friend  t  sure  some  mnlignaDt  planet 
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Rules  o'er  this  night,  and  envfing  the  content 
Which  I  in  thought  poeaesa,  debars  me  thus 
From  what  is  more  than  happy,  the  lor'd  presence 
Of  a  dear  firiend  and  ki>ve. 

Alb.     'Tis  wronged  Carrocus  by  Albert's  baseness : 
I  have  no  power  now  tn  reveal  mysdf. 

Car.    The  horses  stand  at  the  appointed  place. 
And  night's  dark  coverture  makes  firm  our  safety. 
My  friend  is  surely  &ll'n  into  a  slumber 
On  some  bank  hereabouts ;  I  will  call  him. 
Friend,  Albert,  Albert. 

Alb.     Whate'er  you  are  that  call,  you  know  my  name. 

Car.     Aye,  and  thy  heart  dear  friend. 

[^Maria  appeart  abovr. 

Mar.     My  Carrocus,  are  you  so  so«i  retum'd  ? 
I  see,  you'll  keep  your  promise. 

Car.     Who  would  not  do  so  having  past  it  thee. 
Cannot  be  fram'd  of  aught  but  treachery. 
Fairest,  descend,  that  by  our  hence  departing 
We  may  make  firm  the  bliss  of 
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Ir.^  ^3^ii  but  soiin'  pan  of  it  only,  cannot  judge 

■'■  y;  jrai-M-  tiit  whoir  rfi-scri'ps,  bec>tii«c  his  knoH-lcdgf 

J>  .'riim.Jf-i  but  'jn  yan — as  thine,  frienil,  is, 

ifj-'-iut  i/lhat  bbrk  ini«rhiof  1  have  done  thee,  [tuidi:. 

iifrt,  ^Jer  tir  niami^f  of  Carrartit,  Uruck  witfi  nrmnriejwr 
^  <^vj  he  Aat  Joat  to  iu/rmd,  inocki  at  Camicui't  rf.w, 
•  retobUkm  to  uv  Un,  or  (o  ifo  in<h<-  f/iaa 


Ali.  Conscieace,  thou  horror  uuto  wicked  men, 
'-  :iru  will  thua  etsut  thj  all-afflicting  wrnth, 
L'jrl  »et  my  laul  free  from  iho  labyrinth 
"  ihy  tonmiuliujT  terror  ?     O  but  it  fits  not ! 
.old  1  dcrirc  n-dn«a,  or  «i»h  for  comfort, 
'-It  tuTf  fomiaitted  an  art  so  iDhuiiian. 
'  ■■If  to  fiU  Shunt's  spacious  dtrunit'le  ? 
^^  bti  btd  a  daitm'd  vut  could  have  done  likti  tne  ? 
Kobb'd  my  drar  bitmi  in  a  sbvrl  moment's  limo 
<X  hi»  Uwe'i  high-priz'd  gem  of  rhastity  : 
That  whid  tu  many  years  himself  halh  staid  for. 
Hi*  oAsoi  hotb  be,  a*  he  lay  in  bed, 
S*«*tly  discoun'd  to  me  of  hie  Maria ' 
\'ii  with  what  pteasiiig  passions  did  he  suffer 
'<<•'•  gvntV  war-fiiegv:  tlien  he  w'oidd  relate 
'  I  '«  br  fint  tame  uiilo  her  fair  eyes'  view  : 
:  I  Ha  Utag  it  aaa  e'er  ahe  could  brook  afTectiuti ; 
'.•i<i  iben  bu«  constant  ahe  did  still  abide. 
I  iheu  at  ihu  wiKild  joy,  aa  tf  my  breast 
:  lad  aympathta'd  in  equal  happinexs 
i^  !th  my  tn»  friroil,  but  now,  when  joy  nhouUl  be. 
WTso  hat  a  danm'd  one  would  have  done  like  me "' 
11<  hatb  beoo  marriad  no«r  at  leoat  a  mootb  ; 
ft  an  vlBch  time  I  hiTe  not  unr«  tieheld  bio. 
Ilia  Ui  hoUK. 
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Ill  call  to  know  hia  health,  but  will  not  see  him ; 
My  looks  would  then  betray  me,  for,  should  he  uk 
My  cause  of  seeming  sadness  or  the  like, 
I  could  not  but  reveal,  and  so  pour  on 
Worse  unto  ill,  which  breeds  confusion. 

IHe  ftnooU. 
A  Servant  opens. 
Alb.  Is  the  master  of  the  bouse  within  ? 
Serv.  Yes,  marry,  is  he,  sir ;  would  you  speak  with 

Alb.  My  business  is  not  so  troublesome  : 
Is  he  in  health  with  his  late  espoused  wife  7 
Serv.  Both  are  exceeding  well,  sir. 
Alb.  I  am  truly  glad  on't :  hrewell,  good  friend. 
Serv,  1  pray  you,  let's  crave  your  name,  ur ;  I  may 

else  have  anger. 
Alb.  You  may  say,  one  Albert,  ridii^  by  this  way, 

only  inquired  their  healths 
Serv.  I  will  acquaint  so  much. 


>  ihorl  breath  of  mortoUtjr 

D  that  rvpenUuit  »tate. 

e  alluTL-mcutis  of  enrth'g  vanities 
! :  there's  no  baits  for  litat, 
%  firiead  ta  niio ;  I  ahall  then  be  free 
Fran  pnetising  the  art  of  treachery. 
TltJUicr  then,  steps,  where  such  content  abides, 
Whrrr  pcnilencj  not  disturb'd  may  grieve, 
VMwTc  oo  each  tree  aiid  springing  plant  HI  can 
Tha  besi-y  motto  of  my  misery, 
H^  A«r  a  Hamm'd  on*  fould  hate  done  like  m 


t;   A  COMEDY  BY  AN'TIIOSY  BREWER. 
i^ngvagtt, 
Hebrpw,  eUd  with  mysteries 
J 


GKek,  rich  in  fit  epithets, 
lovely  marriage  of  pure  words ; 
CtaMM  wi«e,  the  Arabian  physical, 
TIm  Raana  eloquent,  and  Tuscan  grave, 
titr  bnriag  Sponiah,  and  the  smooth-lungued  French— 

TragrJtf  and  Comedy. 
— Mkm  both,  both  twins,  but  so  unlike 
Aj  birth  to  death,  wedding  to  funeral: 
For  thi*  that  rears  bhnwlf  m  buskins  quaint, 
b  plevHBt  at  the  first,  proud  in  the  midst. 
Stalely  ia  ail.  and  hitter  death  at  end. 
ThM  m  the  pump*  duth  front  a  at  first  acquaintance. 
Troiihle  the  itiidal.  htit  iu  the  end  eonchidrs 
Ckaang  op  all  with  a  awect  catastruphe. 
~  ~  '  j^  dktatn'd  vith  briniah  lean : 


That  light  and  quick,  «ith  nrinkled  laughter  puBt« 
This  deals  with  nobles,  kings,  and  emperoni 
Full  of  great  fears,  great  hope»,  great  enterprizet ; 
This  other  trades  with  men  of  mean  condition. 
His  [irojfcts  small,  small  hopes,  and  dangers  little : 
This  gorgeous,  broider'd  with  rich  sentences ; 
That  fair,  and  purfled  round  with  merriments. 
Roth  vice  detect,  and  virtue  beautify. 
By  being  death's  mirror,  and  life's  looking-glass. 


TIIK  TRAGEDY  OF  NERO.     ACTHOR  UNCERTAIN. 
Scenical  Personation. 
"Hs  better  in  a  play 
Re  Agamemnon,  than  himself  indeed. 

How  oft,  with  danger  of  the  field  besef. 
Or  with  home-mulinieB,  would  he  un-be 


■I  Utt  faa  ihtigilrt  t^Clofr  luti  tjelnif/ird,  wilh  Ihe  con- 
mi  Iff  ktr  pa/mU.  Id  Rugmimd,  ton  of  MuHidimtry  ;  but 
Ht  tUer  Momteinarf  temg  fliuv/n//m  h  hiifvrtunn.  Clare 
rmka  tat  amtiitl,aiid  plolta  marriagr  for  lii$  davghtrriciti 
t*r  nfdi  l«r  ^  JmoHgluiM.  Frfyr  Faii-I,  it  good  magieim, 
sia  iaJ  ice*  Tmier  to  young  Satpnuud  Mmmchctaiy  at  Co^ 

lift,  ibbinara  bj/  lie  aid  i^  ha  art  la  atiial  hit  pvpU  ia 

■iMMv  Jn-  HUIuna. 

PSTU  FaAKL,  sobu. 

Fak.  GooA  oW  Mounchenacy,  is  thy  hap  so  ill, 
Thu  for  ihT  bounty,  and  thy  royal  panti, 
Tbv  kind  alliance  shoulii  be  held  ui  vcora ; 
And  after  all  iht-sc  prutotiiuB  by  Ckrv, 
H«£Me  U)  gt*«  bis  daughter  va  thy  son, 
Onlr  becsiui-  thy  reruiues  cannot  reach 
To  make  ber  ilovage  of  so  rich  a  jointure, 
A(  ran  tiw  beir  of  wealthy  Jeminghani  ? 
Aad  tbrrrferc  '»  the  blw  fox  oon  in  hand 
To  (irikc  a  match  brtwiu  ber  and  the  other. 
And  the  old  gtvy-bcajda  now  are  close  togv-ther, 
IVuinK  in  the  garden.     Is  it  even  soP 
RtnDood  Muunchetuu^y,  boy,  hare  thou  and  1 
line  tons  al  Cambndgv  read  thu  liberal  arts, 
TW  RMtaphrnci,  ina^,  and  tho«e  jiarts 
<>f  Utt  iDo*t  tf<n\  dwp  philosophy !' 
Ha>c  I  ao  ouoy  melancholy  ni^ht« 
Waldt'd  on  the  the  top  of  I'eter  IlouHe  higlicH  U 
And  eona  wv  back  unto  our  ualivu  hoiDe, 

■  It  hM  been  ueritwd  vithont  mueb  proof  to  Slulupetre,  ud 
M  HiebMJ  Dnrto^ 
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For  want  of  skill  to  lose  the  wench  thou  lovest  ? 
We'll  first  hang  Encil  •  in  such  rings  of  mist. 
As  never  rose  from  any  dampish  fen ; 
111  make  the  brinish  sea  to  rise  at  Ware, 
And  drown  the  marshes  unto  Stratford  bridge; 
111  drive  the  deer  from  Waltham  in  their  walks. 
And  scatter  them  like  sheep  in  every  field* 
We  may  perhaps  be  crost ;  but  if  we  be, 
He  shall  cross  the  devil  that  but  crosses  me. 
But  here  comes  Raymond  disconsolate  and  sad ; 
And  here  comes  the  gallant  must  have  iiis  wench. 

Enter  Raymond  Mouhchrnsby,  yow\g  JxRNiNOHAMt 
andyoung  Clare. 

Jem.  I  prithee,  Raymond,  leave  these  solemn  dumps. 
Revive  thy  spirits;  thou  that  before  hast  been 
More  watchful  than  the  day-proclaiming  cock. 
As  sportive  as  a  kid,  as  frank  and  merry 
As  mirth  herself. — 


Tut  HBUr  DE>tL  o 
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Tlic  nutcli  U  nuking  in  lfa«  ^rcien  now  ; 

Ut  jointure  i»  ■gnwd  ou,  and  the  old  raeTi. 

Vjiir  fatbrfn.  mpan  tu  Liiuii'h  their  purvy  bogs. 

iltd  in  mnin  time  to  thrust  Mouncbcnse;  off. 

For  roloiir  of  this  n^w  inteiidcd  match, 

Fiir  Milli»ent  to  CWton"  moat  be  seut, 

Tu  uki'  ilip  approbation  of  a  Nun. 

^■■'n  look  upon  me,  lad,  (he  match  is  done. 
Jrm.  ila^'inond  Mounchensey,  now  I  touch  thy  grief 

'''  i:h  the  true  fMiing  of  a  lealout  friend. 
.And  a*  for  ihy  fair  beaut«o(ut  Miltisent. 
With  HIT  *ain  breath  I  will  not  »eek  to  slubber 
Hmr  anfrel  l>k<!  perfectioun.     Hut  thuii  knon'^t 
Thai  Em<*x  hntli  the  uinl  that  I  ndore. 
U"ii«r'rT  didst  mt^t  tnr,  that  we  (wo  were  jovinl. 
Ban  like  a  wag  thou  haul  not  laugh'd  at  me. 
And  with  n-gardleM  jesting  mock  d  my  love  .' 
Hi7«  many  a  sad  ind  weary  summer's  night 
M*  >igha  haTe  drunk  the  dew  from  off  the  earth, 
And  I  have  laug^l  the  nightingale  to  wake, 
.Ind  front  the  meadows  sprung  the  early  lark 
An  boor  before  she  should  have  lis!  t«  sing  ? 
1  Utf  toadrd  the  poor  minu(ei  with  my  moans, 
Tbu  I  1mt«  made  ilie  heavy  slow  pac'd  hours 
Ts  tuug  Hkv  heary  cli^  upon  the  day. 
Bat.  drv  MounchrnH'y.  bad  do[  my  iffectiuii 
Skn'd  on  the  hraaty  of  another  dame, 
TMurr  I'd  wrong  the  that,  and  leave  the  love 
(X  •■or  •>(>  wurtby.  and  »o  true  it  friend, 
I  kiU  al'jnrr  both  beaiity  and  her  light, 
.Vnd  wtll  in  lore  beeomr  a  counterfeit. 

ftaywt.  Dear  Jemingham  thou  hast  begot  my  life. 

And  fitin  the  month  i>f  hell,  where  now  I  sat. 
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I  feel  my  spirit  r«bound  against  the  stara  ; 

Thou  hast  conquer'd  me,  dear  friead,  and  my  free  soul 

Nor  time  nor  death  can  by  their  power  controul. 

Fab.  Frank  Jemingham  thou  art  a  gallant  boy ; 
And  were  he  not  my  pupil,  I  would  say. 
He  were  as  fine  a  metal'd  Gentleman, 
Of  as  free  a  spirit,  and  as  fine  a  temper, 
As  any  in  England  ;  and  he  ia  a  man, 
That  very  richly  may  deserve  thy  love. 
But,  noble  Clare,  this  while  of  our  discourse. 
What  may  Mouocheosey's  honour  to  thyself 
Exact  upon  the  measure  of  thy  grace  ? 

Cla.  Raymond  Mounchensey,  I  would  hare  thee  know, 
He  docs  not  breathe  this  air, 
^MlosG  love  I  cherish,  and  whose  soul  I  love. 
More  than  Mounchensey 's  : 
Nor  ever  in  my  life  did  see  the  man, 
Whom  for  his  wit,  and  many  virtuous  parts, 
e  worthy  of  my  sister's  love. 
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\  Ti<i  Ur  ibeir  dowers  tumbling  in  the  ilusi : 
I  ':>r  Initk  and  merry  London  Prentices, 
iliat  comt  for  cretm  and  lusty  country  cheer, 
>kAll  low  tiuAr  my,  and  liLTainbliiig  in  the  ditches 
AH  nisbt.  'hall  vhoop  and  hollow,  cry,  and  call, 
AimI  none  ta  other  find  the  way  at  all. 

Majm.  Pur»Hc  the  project,  scholar;  what  we  ean 
To  bdp  DDilenvour,  join  onr  lives  thereto*. 

7TU  Pnof*$i  i^CheiloiCi  charge  lofmr  AfiUitnl. 
.l«TOm'  (Isu^bteri  Mary's  child. 
Hvly  naiRia,  woman  mild, 
F'lr  thee  a  Msn  Rhall  still  be  said, 
Eiery  luter  drop  a  be^d  ; 
Aim]  tluae  again,  succeeding  them, 
For  VDU  ahatl  linp;  a  Ilequiem. 

Tu  A*r  Father.     Moy  your  soul  be  blithe. 
'Dial  to  truly  pay  your  tythe  ; 
He.  thai  many  children  g&ve, 
T)>  fit  thai  hr  imc  child  should  have. 

To  MillUmi.     Then,  fair  virgin,  hear  my  spell. 
Fur  I  null  your  duty  tell. 


m%  fwdtrnxmnhmm  at  il.  Il  •nmi  wiitlcn  lo  nuks  ibc  Itculri 
hyff .  Pew  <4  fiDi  dnmatiiU  dt  Davcliii*  Un  otlended  niuofib  lo 
tit.  TV7  Mtan  aiMl  whruI  di  ■tiuncknll;-.  Their  ik  kodobiuii 
^t  i>  *a^  NmUbI  on  W  haa,  norc  jimtleiDsnlikc,  mil  noUe. 
Obi  tkc  BaieadoD  uhI  enDpUmrnu  of  ibeH  foung  oien.  Hon 
^h»  II  b  ftafnaid  MaandicniFf'i  fDisetting,  In  M>  fan.  ihiti 
isM^^(Bi  bu  ■  "  *Hlm  in  Ehcx  T  ind  how  >*t«il)f  hii  friend 
«^a^  hM  1— I  vU  H  bbU  be  ttKrUlocd  thai  Mirhul  Dnjlun 


mm  Ite  tnkw  «r  lU*  MCT  :  it  wkuU  »ld  t  nonhf  (ppaiaiKC  10  tnc 
1^—  rf  a^  I'lMfTrttt  of  mj  DUin  Kitnl> ;  oho  ho  gone  over  lirr 
Mt  (b  U>  Mr*lU<«)  nOi  tbc  Bdclitj  of  ■•  bcnld.  u>d  ihc  imoful 
b<«W»«>twl»huI<iitlrft  •  rivuM  (HI  nuTDO  ihil  il  Bia>  U- 
-.7.«w>«tlfcM«hoi».ir.M»m.ii*n.\  ud  hu  •ninutwl  Hill.  -mJ 
■^ira^M  wilk  &b  ^  iriirl-r  iboTc  tli*  dnwni  of  old  inflholoei  - 
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Fint  at  momings  take  your  book, 

The  glass  wherein  yoonelf  must  look ; 

Your  young  thoughts  so  proud  and  joUy 

Must  be  tum'd  to  motions  holy ; 

For  your  busk,  attirss,  and  toys, 

Have  your  thoughts  on  heavenly  joys : 

And  for  all  your  follies  past, 

You  must  do  penance,  pray  and  fast. 

You  shall  ring  the  sacring  bell. 

Keep  your  hours,  and  tell  your  knelL 

Rise  at  midnight  to  your  matins,  i 

Read  your  psalter,  sing  your  Latins  ; 

And  when  your  blood  shall  kindle  pleasure. 

Scourge  yourself  in  plenteous  measure. 

You  must  read  the  morning  mass, 

You  must  creep  unto  the  cross. 

Put  cold  ashes  on  your  head, 

Have  a  hair-cloth  for  your  bed, 

Bind  your  beads,  and  tell  your  needs, 

■  y.iir  Cn-pds  ; 


TU  QUOQUX.  g| 

Coald  women  learn  but  that  imperiousness, 
By  which  men  use  to  stint  our  happinessj 
(When  they  have  purchas'd  us  for  to  be  theirs 
By  customary  sighs  and  forced  tears) 
To  give  us  bits  of  kindness,  lest  we  faint, 
Bat  no  abundance ;  that  we  ever  want, 
And  still  are  begging :  which  too  well  they  know 
Endears  affection,  and  doth  make  it  grow. 
Had  we  those  sleights,  how  happy  were  we  then 
Tliat  we  might  glory  over  love-sick  men  I 
But  arts  we  know  not,  nor  have  any  skiU 
To  feign  a  sour  look  to  a  pleasing  will ; 
Nor  couch  a  secret  love  in  show  of  hate : 
But,  if  we  like,  must  be  compassionate  *• 

Adversity. 

How  ruthless  men  are  to  adversity  I 
My  acquaintance  scarce  will  know  me ;  when  we  meet 
They  cannot  stay  to  talk,  they  must  be  gone ; 
And  shake  me  by  the  hand  as  if  I  burnt  them. 

ProdigtiUty. 

That  which  gilded  over  his  imperfections. 
Is  wasted  and  consumed,  even  Uke  ice. 
Which  by  the  vehemence  of  heat  dissolves. 
And  glides  to  many  rivers  ;  so  his  wealth, 
That  felt  a  prodigal  hand,  hot  in  expense. 
Melted  witl^n  his  gripe,  and  from  his  coffers 
Ran  like  a  violent  stream  to  other  men's. 

*  This  is  to  like  Shalctpesre,  that  ODe  Mems  almott  to  remembrr 
it  M  a  speech  of  Desdemona*s,  upon  perceifing  an  alteration  in  the 
behaTiour  of  the  Moor.^ 


The  Goddeia  Fortune  appear!  to  Fortanalai,  and  offrrt  lam  tht 
choice  of  tiz  iMngi.     He  chuiei  Richet. 

Fortune.    Fortunatub. 

Foiiune.  Before  thy  aoul  at  this  deep  lottery 
Draw  forth  her  prize,  ordain'd  by  destiay, 
Know  that  here's  no  recanting  a  first  chmce. 
Chuse  then  discreetly  :  for  the  laws  of  fate, 
Being  grav'n  in  steel,  mu^t  stand  inviolate. 

Fortunat.    Daughters  of  Jove  and  the  unblemish'd 
Night, 
Most  righteous  Parc»,  guide  my  genius  right: 
Wisdom,  Strength,HeaIth,  Beauty,  Long  Life,  and  It  irhes. 

Fortune.  Stay  Fortunatus  ;  once  more  hear  me  speak. 
If  thou  kiss  VVisdom's  cheek  and  make  her  thine. 
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That  Jove  shall  turn  away  young  Ganimede, 
And  with  immortal  anns  shall  circle  thee. 
Are  thy  desires  Long  Life  ?  thy  vital  thread 
Shall  be  stretch'd  out,  thou  shalt  behold  the  change 
Of  monarchies,  and  see  those  children  die 
Whose  great  great  grandsires  now  in  cradles  lie. 
If  through  Cjold*s  sacred  hunger  thou  dost  pine ; 
Those  gilded  wantons  which  in  swarms  do  run 
To  warm  their  slender  bodies  in  the  sun, 
Shall  stand  for  number  of  those  golden  piles 
Which  in  rich  pride  shall  swell  before  thy  feet : 
As  those  are,  so  shall  these  be  infinite. 

Fortunat.  O  whither  am  I  wrapt  beyond  myself? 
More  violent  conflicts  fight  in  every  thought 
Than  his  whose  fatal  choice  Troy's  downfall  wrought. 
Shall  I  contract  myself  to  Wisdom's  love  ? 
Then  I  lose  Riches ;  and  a  wise  man  poor 
Is  like  a  sacred  book  that's  never  read ; 
To  himself  he  lives  and  to  all  else  seems  dead. 
This  age  thinks  better  of  a  gilded  fool. 
Than  of  a  threadbare  saint  in  Wisdom's  school. 
I  will  be  Strong :  then  I  refuse  Long  Life ; 
And  though  mine  arm  should  conquer  twenty  worlds. 
There's  a  lean  fellow  beats  all  conquerors : 
The  greatest  Strength  expires  with  loss  of  breath. 
The  mightiest  in  one  minute  stoop  to  death. 
Then  take  Long  Life,  or  Health ;  should  I  do  so, 
I  might  grow  ugly,  and  that  tedious  scroll 
Of  months  and  years  much  misery  might  enroll : 
Therefore  111  beg  for  Beauty ;  yet  I  will  not : 
The  Purest  cheek  hath  oftentimes  a  soul 
Leprous  as  sin  itself,  than  hell  more  foul. 
The  Wisdom  of  this  world  is  idiotism  ; 
Strength  a  weak  reed ;  Health  Sickness'  enemy, 
And  it  at  length  will  have  the  victory. 
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Beauty  is  but  a  painting*;  and  Long  Life 
Is  a  long  journey  in  December  gone) 
Tedious  and  ftill  of  tribulation, 
Therefore  dread  sacred  Empress,  make  me  rich : 
My  choice  is  Store  of  Gold  ;  the  Rich  are  WisCi 
He  that  upon  his  back  rich  garments  wear« 
Is  Wise,  though  on  his  head  grow  Midas'  ears. 
Gold  is  the  Strength,  the  Sinews  of  the  world. 
The  Health,  the  Soul,  the  Beauty  most  divine ; 
A  mask  of  gold  hides  all  deformities  ; 
Gold  is  heaven's  physic,  life's  restorative  ; 
Uh  therefore  make  me  Rich. 

Fortune  ffisu  to  Forluriatiu  a  pune  thai  u  viexhautttble.   WiA 

Ihi*  he  pull  on  cotl/y  altire,  and  visitt  aU  the  Atian  Ontrb, 
where  he  it  caretted  and  made  much  of  far  hu  mfimte  wralA. 
At  Babi//on  he  it  theuin  bg  the  Soldan  a  uiondrotu  hat,  iniieil 
in  a  with  traniporlt  iJte  wearer  whitherioever  he  pUaiet,  over 
land  and  tea.  Forlunatut  putt  il  on,  tathct  himtelf  at  home 
in  CypTitt ;  where  he  arripei  in  a  minute,  ai  hit  tont  A 
■n.l  Aivhl.  -      -         - 


^^wtl 
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lid  have  it  seem  strange  to  jou.  But  'tis  true.  1 
wuulil  DQt  have  yuu  believe  it  neither.  But  *tis  mira- 
rujouft  and  true.  Desire  to  ace  you  brought  me  to 
Cjpnis.  I'll  l^Bve  you  more  gy>!il.  and  go  to  visit  more 
caiui  tries. 

Amp.  The  frosty  hand  of  age  now  nipg  your  blood, 
And  strcns  ber  raowy  flowers  uputi  your  head, 
And  gives  you  warning  that  within  few  years 
Death  needs  must  ouury  you :  those  snort  lines,  minutes. 
That  dribble  out  your  life,  must  needs  be  spciJt 
prace,  not  travel ;  rest  in  Cyprus  then. 
'  i  vou  survey  ten  worlds,  yet  you  must  die  ; 
bitter  i«  the  sweet  that's  reapt  thereby. 
And.  Futh,  father,  what  pleasure  have  you  met  by 

ing  your  stations? 
fori.  What  pleasure,  boy  ?  1  have  revelled  with  Kings, 
"  (titU  Queens,  dallied  with  Ladies ;  worn  strange 
FanUislieoes  ;  conversed  with  Humourists  ; 
with  divine  raptures  of  Doric,  Lydian  and 
'Jluiuunii^B ;  I  have  spent  the  day  in  triiunphs 
dgbt  in  lianquiTtting. 
AnA  O  rare:  this  was  heavenly. — He  that  would  not 
in  Arabian  Plurnin  to  bum  in  these  sweet  fires,  Id 
Live- like  an  owl  for  tho  world  to  wonder  at. 
Amfi.  Why,  brother,  are  not  all  thesp  Vanities  ? 
f<irt.  Vanides  I    Ampedo,  thy  soul  is  mode  of  lead, 
dullt  too  ponderaiis,  to  motint  up  to  the  incoinpre- 
ible  glory  that  Travel  hfls  men  to. 
AtnL  Sweeten  mine  ear^,  good  father,  with  some  more- 
Fort.  When  in  the  warmth  of  mine  own  country'* 

amis 
'r  yawn'd  like  sluggsrds,  when  this  small  horizon 

I'd  up  my  body,  then  mine  eyes 
'onfaipp'd  IhcK  clouds  as  brightest :  but,  my  boys, 
gUsl'ring  beams  which  do  abrond  a|  pear 

VOL.  U  F 
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In  Other  heaTena,  fire  is  not  half  so  clear. 

For  still  in  all  the  regions  I  have  seen, 

I  acom'd  to  croud  among  the  muddy  throng 

Of  the  rank  multitude,  whose  thickeo'd  breath 

(Like  to  condensed  fogs)  do  choke  that  beauty, 

Which  else  would  dwell  in  every  Kingdom's  cheek. 

No ;  I  still  boldly  stept  into  their  Courta; 

For  there  to  live  'tis  rare,  O  'tis  diyine, 

There  shall  you  see  faces  angelical; 

There  shall  you  see  troops  of  chaste  Goddesses, 

Whose  star-like  eyes  have  power  (might  they  still  shine) 

To  make  night  day,  and  day  more  chrystalline. 

Near  these  you  shall  behold  great  Heroes, 

White-headed  Counsellors,  and  Jovial  Spirita, 

Standing  like  fiery  Cherubim  to  guard 

The  monarch,  who  in  godlike  glory  sits 

In  midst  of  these,  as  if  this  deity 

Had  with  a  look  created  a  new  world, 

The  slanders  by  being  the  fair  workmanship. 


D  FOHTDNATUS, 


I  >-./««*  (o  ku  /rind  Gatlowai/  dejhuit  tAe  /KUiinn  iintA  which. 
I  'ruf:  a  priioatT  M  tke  Eitgliik  img'i  court)  he  u  eiuimoiircil 
injVrsfji  tflKt  km^t  timigiirr  AgnpifHa. 


OH.  Tkb  nmic  nuJirs  mo  Iml  tnore  out  of  tu 
0  AcT<)>>iw< 

G«iJ.  Grade  friend,  nu  more. , 
Tim  *ay'*t  Lore  is  a  madnms  :  )iale  it  then, 
Ethi  tor  the  name's  take. 

OrL  O  I  loTv  that  Madness. 
Etm  for  the  nomtr's  sake. 

Gall.  Lm  mc  tame  this  frtnxy, 
Rf  trDiDg  (hoc  thou  an  m  prisoner  hen, 
B;  trlUng  thtw  the's  daughter  to  a  King, 
By  UtUii^  thee  the  King  of  Cyprus'  tson 
.%Dct  fikv  a  sun  Wween  her  looks  and  thine, 
WinUt  ihoa  wem'st  but  a  star  to  Agripyne. 

bOrJL  If  W  do,  why  lo  do  I. 
■CmiL  Lore  ia  nmbition«  nod  loves  Majiaty- 
OrL  Dmt  fiiond.  thou  art  dmreiv'd :  Loves  to 


i  iloUi 


Af  HKttly  IB  ■  beggar  m  a  king. 

GoXL  Dmt  frimd  thou  an  decfiv'd :  O  bid  lity  ^olll 
Ut  up  ber  int«ni«tual  eyea  tu  heatvii, 
\tvI  in  this  amjila  book  ut  wouitera  read. 
'  r  ahat  n-Wtia]  moold.  what  sacred  essence, 
'  i  r  r  •rlf  it  fonn'd  :  the  search  whereof  will  drive 
--  ..uuU  tnmical  imung  tbc  JHrriug  spirits, 
Lri'l  ~ui  ««en  tane  Ml  that  which  noni!  inherits. 

I'rL  111  K«e  on  hMT«>n  if  Agripyne  b«  there. 
:  b.  U,  la.  Sol.  la.  &c. 
L  O  caU  thb  maiWia  in:  ft^<  tiota  the  wu^doui 
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Of  every  eye  Derision  thrusts  out  cheeks 
Wrinkled  with  idiot  laughter  ;  ereiy  finger 
Is  like  a  dart  shot  from  the  hand  of  Scorn, 
By  which  thy  name  is  hurt,  thy  honour  torn. 

Orl.  Laugh  they  at  me,  sweet  Galloway? 

Gait.  Even  at  thee. 

Orl.  Ha,  ha,  I  laugh  at  them :  are  they  not  mi 
That  let  my  true  true  sorrow  make  them  glad? 
I  dance  and  sing  only  to  anger  Grief, 
That  in  his  aoger  he  might  smite  life  down 
With  his  iron  fist :  good  heart !  it  seemeth  thai, 
They  laugh  to  see  grief  kill  me :  O  fond  Men, 
You  laugh  at  others'  tears ;  when  others  smile. 
You  tear  yourselves  in  pieces  ;  vile,  vile,  vile. 
Ha,  ha,  when  1  behold  a  swarm  of  Fools 
Crowding  together  to  be  counted  Wise, 
1  laugh  because  sweet  Agripync's  not  there. 
But  weep  because  she  is  not  any  where  ; 
And  weep  because  (whether  she  be  or  not) 


e  Sorrow)  dwplleih  every  wherr. 

's  strong  idea  of  hei  lace ; 
'g  shinetli  in  acv  place, 
o  art  m  Traitor  to  tlial  Winle  anit  Red, 
Wbtcli  nning  on  b^r  cheeks  (being  Cupid's  throne) 
b  mv  bout'a  Soveraiue ;  O  wlien  sW  b  dead, 
Tltn  wonder  (beauty)  shall  be  fuund  in  none. 
S'nw  .Agripyne's  not  mioE,  1  *ow  to  be 
la  lore  wilb  notbiug'  but  deformity. 
0  (air  Dclbnnity,  I  muse  all  eyes 
Arr  niit  raamour'd  of  thee:  thou  did'at  never 
^ItlfdeT  men's  hearts,  or  let  them  pine  like  wai 
Mdtiiig  agHiu«t  the  sun  of  thy  destiny ; 
Thuu  art  a  bitbful  nurw  to  Chastity ; 
Thy  brauiy  is  not  lilie  to  Aaripyne's, 
for  OUT*,  and  a^,  and  sii'kncss  her's  defacv, 
Bm  tfahw's  rt^tnal :  O  Drfomiily, 
Thi  birtme  ia  not  like  to  A|[ripyne's, 
Kor  (desdl  ht  beauty  will  no  beauty  have. 
Bat  tliy  boo  looks  imwt  lovely  in  the  grave. 


[Tkc  h 


>  fnntir  Uner  ii  here  done  to  the  Hf». 
utv  an  ImmomtK  u  ui)-  nhicb  3haksp(«rr 
trtr  *▼•  He  U  jort  lui-Ji  •Bother  »dcpt  in  Lf.ve'«  reuOTu.  The 
■ofarr  ■••pb  uf  tht  •orU  arc  wiiU  htm 

..-.rmoffool. 
Crninllnf  togvther  lo  l«  eounlnl  win. 
Ha  Ulkj  "  port  BiroD  cful  Rnmeo,"  he  ii  olmostu  poetinl  u 
Ik^.  qoitf  u  pfafloMphical,  an\r  >  little  nuulder.  After  all. 
L*»'i*i«lwUB  era  ■"reuoD  unto  thviuHlvea."  W«hiTe  gone 
imt^ia^'  la  tke  noble  Harciiy  lince  the  ilajn  *heD  SMnf^  pro- 
Mtftid  fwr  iwHon  to  Ihij  miinl  limllh  nail  diwaM  ;  tbe  kindlieil 
frB^Un  jrt  tha  nut  ■lanninK  rriaii  ia  the  tlcklivh  Mate  ot 
faatfa :  llw  aonri*har  aiul  the  iloirdyer  cit  linpefUl  wiU  i  the 
■nlhir  tl  twiikhbtha,  wiiiliitn  and  tallj.  Tsliiar 

t  •boTi  (mdom  ;  Uw  gentle  mind's  nUsiou 


Hotpitalfar  L 
There  arc  of  mad  men,  as  there  are  of  tame. 
All  humour'd  not  alike.     We  have  here  some 

80  apish  and  fantaatick,  play  with  a  feather ; 

And,  though  'twould  grieve  a  bouI  to  see  God's  image 

So  hlemish'd  and  defac'd,  yet  do  they  act 

Such  antick  and  such  pretty  lunacies, 

That,  apite  of  sorrow,  they  will  make  yon  smOe. 

Others  again  we  hare,  hke  hungry  lions, 

Fierce  as  wild  bulh,  untameable  as  flies. — 

Paiiencr. 
Patience  I  why,  'tis  the  soul  of  peace : 
Of  all  the  virtues,  'tis  nearest  kin  to  heaven ; 
It  makes  men  look  like  gods. — The  best  of  men 

Tlut  ,.*.■.■  wore  iTirthal 


m'd  like  a  cabiD  hung  in  hell, 
»  hawd  hell's  porttT,  nnd  ihe  lickorish  wine 

■  r  fctch'd  was  like 
r  •hich  mrthought  1  U-aii'd  away  my  soul 
And  o^rotimes  even  id  my  qusffing'-bowl 
rhus  uid  1  to  mysctf:  1  nm  a  Whore, 
Ami  have  dninlt  down  thiis  much  concision  more. 

Khrti  in  the  titrect 

A  fiir  young  modest  itani9L-l  *  I  did  meet, 

A*  »c«iii'd  lo  all  a  Dave,  when  I  pasa'd  by. 

And  1  (a  all  a  Kaveu :  every  eye 

Thai  (iilUnr'd  her.  went  with  a  bashful  glance  : 

At  tae  carh  bold  and  jpering  countenance 

i>irtc>l  fotih  acorn  :  to  her  aa  if  she  had  been 

"^loe  Tover  unvaiiquished  would  they  vul ; 

(■am**  mr  kvhAb  rumour  hoisted  every  sail: 

Mv  crawn'd  with  iwcrend  praises  pass'd  by  them, 

I  tlunwh  with  &o«  mask'd  could  not  'scape  the  Hem  ; 

For,  a*  if  hravvn  had  set  mtrange  marks  on  whores, 

*  TW  tlBpl*  picture  uf  HonoDr  ind  Shunc,  rnntiui«l  williiiui 
■i  hri.  aad  dptmed  wtUnni  Immoittty,  ii  wanh  alt  ^a  tlTong 
Im*  fman  tli*  Bortol*!  PnfrMdD,  wlih  whirh  Iwih  Put*  of  ihit  pUy 
■I  uAa^nij  avwd«d.  A  Satfciii  u  ilnTi  lo  br  iiiipntod.  oha,  to 
Mate  nr*  oAnu.  dmlli  upon  ill  iit  acu  and  minntnl  riniiiniaiir» 
«■)>  a  lol  at  nliih  awl  ntrD«[«tlTp  gutt.  Uu(  so  ncu  an  Uit  bouu- 
teiv  rf  paxf?^  aail  tnwciiic,  Iliii  a  vrtm  uoi  Sinner  i>  •ouetimo 
(■^  M  BHkr  tbr  bcM  IkrlUmec  apuDil   Sin.      Tlia  tmmr    lii^li- 


■  pimliin  uf  a  Monlln  «)I1  tmc  Um  (a  little 
MBM)  U  «T«  IM  ennnnilj  of  tlinw  appFiilpt  In  elhrc  men.  Nn 
•H  mil  ^Mhl,  rto  ntit  Uanlnn't  iHsitna,  thai  the  Auihot  in  «nne 
■n  rfUa  Ulr  Man  ha<(  bwm  Hoiilliinar  men  than  a  ibmriu  lo  TJea. 
Bn  •■  arrm  Imv^  an  old  pmthcr  In  the  |>nl|ill  diaidaj  lucti  an 
M4|ln  Ma  ibc  ■;*l*'7  "f  ire^lliiria.  u  made  Ua  wondsr  with  raawm 
hn  a  faai  au  «a»  bf  II  ?  When  (.'rmniea  with  «eh  proflaeae; 
*  '  '  "  ■■  s|wn  Ite  [>uH*i  Uhrarj,  who  t»a  not  thai  he  hu 
Im*  ■  ■■«■  (m4b  <>f  hnaki  uf  Knight  KiraRtr^  >  perhapa  wai  at  aorap 
fcattf  Ma  tttia  daofar  of  (albair  inla  ihiac  veff  BUnnfaociea  wliieli 
"      •fc^^rlnhiaHm.f 
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Because  they  should  be  pointjn^  stocks  to  man, 
Drest  up  in  civilest  shape  a  Courtezan ; 
Let  her  wulk  gAint-like  noteless  and  unknown, 
Yet  she's  betray 'd  by  some  trick  of  her  own. 

The  happy  Mam- 
He  that  makes  gold  his  wifct  but  not  Ids  wbons 
He  that  at  noon  day  walks  by  a  pruon  door, 
He  that  in  the  Sun  is  neither  beam  nor  moot. 
He  that's  not  mad  after  a  petticoat, 
He  Tor  whom  poor  men's  cursea  <%  no  grare, 
He  that  is  neither  Lord's  nor  Lawyer's  slave. 
He  that  makes  This  his  sea  and  That  his  shore, 
He  that  in  'g  co£Bn  is  richer  than  before, 
He  that  counts  Youth  his  sword  and  Age  liii  staff. 
He  whose  right  hand  carves  his  own  epitaph, 
He  that  upon  his  death  bed  la  a  Swan, 
And  dead,  no  Crow :  be  is  a  Happy  Man  *. 


UTIKO-lUsnX. 

I  whr,"  what  ■  an  oath  ? 


I  but  the 


1  blood  i  tbo  btiairr  or  tin.-  gpiril 
h  from  the  steam  of  rage,  the  bubble 
Tint  Bhooti  up  to  the  ton^e  and  icalds  the  voiee  ; 
(For  oaths  an  tiuniiiig  words.)     Thou  awor'ft  but  one, 
Tb  fnMvn  lon^  ago:  if  one  be  Duniber'ii, 
I  WWl  eoaatrynivn  we  they,  where  lio  they  dwell, 
I  Dm  tpMk  nought  elae  biit  oaths  r 

r«r.  They're  Miti  of  Hell. 
FAi  uatli  t  why  lis  the  Ir^iffic  of  the  xoul, 
f  Tb  b«  within  a  mao  ;  the  leal  of  faith, 
I  Tfcf  taad  of  every  i-onseience ;   unto  whom 
I  V>  tri  our  thoughts  Ukc  hands  :  yen,  such  a  one 
>1mik«,  ind  to  tb*  King;  a  Kin^  contains 
I A  ibonnad  tbooBHid ;  wfaeo  I  twore  to  him, 
Itwote  to  them ;  llie  very  hain  that  guard 
Ills  hittd  will  nae  u{i  liktf  sharp  witnesses 
^niiMi  ott  (kith  and  loyalty  :  his  eye 
^^'^xM  strait  condemn  in« :  arga^  oaths  no  more  ; 
Vi  m\h  t>  hifrh,  for  to  the  Klnt;  I  tiwore. 

Cfl.  Must  I  betray  niy  chastity,  bo  long 
'.  I.nn  fruiD  the  Irwumn  of  rebelling  lust  ? 
(J  bBthand,  O  my  Cathvr,  if  poor  I 
Mwt  not  iiv*  civutr,  then  h-t  me  chastely  die. 
FatlL  Aye,  her«'t  a  charm   shall    keep  thee  chaste. 

ONBMS  COOK, 

Did  tiiK  hath  left  UB  but  an  hour  to  play 
Our  pwU;  bcfiti  the  somo  ;  who  shall  sjieak  first  ? 
f)h  I.  1  ^y  the  King,  and  Kings  spvak  first : 
Hw^lUor.  «Uad  ihou  here,  thou  son  TrriU  there ; 
We  D««d  DO  tm>1ogiHs  the  King  mti-ring  first 
Hr'*  a  OMM  gnduua  Froli>g\ie :  marry,  thni 
~  f  Ab  catMtRFphe  or  Epilogue. 
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There's  one  in  cloth  of  silver,  which  no  doubt 
Will  please  the  hearers  well  when  he  steps  out ; 
His  mouth  is  filled  with  words ;  see  where  he  stands : 
He'll  make  them  clap  their  eyes  besides  their  hands. 
But  to  my  part :  suppose  who  enters  now, 
A  King  whose  eyes  are  set  in  ulver;  one 
That  blusheth  gold,  speaks  music,  dancing  walks, 
Now  gathers  nearer,  takes  thee  by  the  hand, 
When  strait  thou  think'st  the  very  orb  of  heaven 
Moves  round  about  thy  fingers  ;  then  he  speaks, 
Thus — thus — I  know  not  how, 

Cal.  Nor  1  to  answer  him. 

Fath.  No,  girl!  know'st  thou  not  how  to  answer  him  ? 
Why,  then  the  field  is  lost,  and  he  rides  home 
Like  a  great  conqueror;  not  answer  him  I 
Out  of  thy  part  already  I  foil'd  the  scene ! 
Disrank'd  the  lines  I  disarm'd  the  action  I 

Ter,  Yes,  yes,  true  chastity  is  tongued  so  weak 
overcome  ere  it  know  how  to  apeak. 


:  «rery  tear  I  shed 
r  t«i  yeare  oW ;  I  weep  and  smile 
s  of  tears ;   I  wt'e|>  lliat  shi-  i 
it  she  mmt  die  a  virgin  :  thus 
Wr  jiivful  men  mock  Uan.  and  tears  mock  us. 

Trr.   What  sppaka  that  cup  ? 

h'nth.  While  wine  and  poison. 

Trr.  Ob: 
Thii  verj  name  of  poison  poisons  tne. 
TIkiu  wialM'  of  a  man,  thou  walking  grave, 
U'boM  life  b  like  a  dying  tappr :  how 
Ctmt  tlioa  definr  «  Lover's  laboring  thoughts  ? 
Vha  fccot  faa«t  thou  but  death  ?  what  taste  but  earth  t 
TW  breMh  that  pnrb  from  thee,  ig  like  the  steam 
(K  a  new  of len'd  vault :  1  know  thy  drift ; 
Elr^a»«  tbou'n  travelling  to  the  land  of  graves, 
Tboa  coT(!t'*l  company,  and  hitlier  bring'st 
k  btalth  of  pwMiD  tu  pledge  death  :  a  poison 
Far  tin  twcct  spring  j  this  element  is  mine, 
TW  b  tlw  nr  I  breathe :  corrupt  it  not : 
Till,  bcarm  is  mine,  I  bought  it  with  my  hoqI 
'!  him  that  >rlls  a  hcnvmi  to  buy  a  soul. 

Fatk.   Well,   let  licr  go  ;  she's  thine  thou  cuirBl  her 

11)v  etemml,  the  ur  thuu  hreath'st ;  thou  know'st 
The  air  tboa  breatb'st  is  common  ;  nuke  her  so. 
ferbapa  ihotilt  My  none  hut  the  King  shall  wear 
Thr  niithl'guwn,  she  that  laps  thee  warm  with  love ; 
And  that  Knig«  are  not  common  i  then  lo  shew 
Bt  cmuequmuv  be  cannot  make  her  so. 
tr-deed  'Im  may  promote  her  shame  and  thinei 

\  r^l  with  n>ur  >lumi»  >pi'ak  a  good  word  for  mine. 

flu  Kii^  Hhining  so  clear,  and  we  so  dim, 
OarfcAaycw  will  be  seen  through  him. 
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Imagine  her  the  cup  of  thy  moist  life, 

What  man  would  pledge  a.  King  in  his  own  Vfih  ? 

Ter.  She  dte«  :  that  Bentence  poisons  her :  O  life  I 
What  slave  would  pledge  a  King  in  his  own  Wife  P 

CaL  Welcome  O  poison,  physic  against  lust, 
Thou  wholesome  medidne  to  a  constant  hlood ; 
Thou  rare  apothecary  that  canst  keep 
My  chastity  presetr'd  within  thig  box 
Of  tempting  dust,  thii  painted  earthen  pot 
That  stands  upon  the  stall  of  the  white  soul. 
To  set  the  shop  out  like  a  flatterer, 
To  draw  the  customers  of  un  :  come,  come. 
Thou  art  no  poison,  but  a  diet  drink 
To  moderate  my  blood  :  White-innocent  Wine, 
Art  thou  made  guilty  of  my  death  7  oh  no. 
For  thou  thyself  art  poison 'd:  take  me  hence. 
For  Innocence  shall  murder  Innocence.  [^Drmki. 

Ter.  Hold,  hold,  thou  shalt  not  die,  my  bride,  my 
wife. 
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solemn  preparation  is  but  a  sham  contriTance  of  the  fttther's, 
and  the  potion  which  Cslestina  swallows  nothing  more  than  a 
sleeping  draught ;  from  the  effects  of  which  she  is  to  awake  in 
due  time,  to  the  surprise  of  her  husband,  and  the  great  mirth 
and  edification  of  the  King  and  his  coortien.  As  Hamlet  says, 
tbej  do  bat  "  poison  in  jest."  The  sentiments  are  worthy  of  a 
real  martyrdom,  and  an  Appian  sacrifice  in  earnest.] 


WESTWARD  HOR    A  COMEDY.    BY  THOMAS  DECKER 

AND  JOHN  WEBSTER. 

PlffOiure,  the  general  pursuit. 

Sweet  Pleasure ! 

Delicious  Pleasure  I  earth's  supremest  good, 
The  spring  of  blood,  though  it  dry  up  our  blood. 
Rob  me  of  that  (though  to  be  drunk  with  pleasure, 
As  rank  excess  even  in  best  things  is  bad. 
Turns  man  into  a  beast)  yet,  that  being  gone, 
A  horse,  and  this  (the  goodliest  shape)  all  one. 
We  feed ;  wear  rich  attires ;  and  strive  to  cleave 
The  stars  with  marble  towers  ;  fight  battles ;  spend 
Our  blood,  to  buy  us  names  ;  and  in  iron  hold 
Will  we  eat  roots  to  iihprison  fugitive  gold : 
But  to  do  thus  what  spell  can  us  excite  ? 
This  ;  the  strong  magic  of  our  appetite  : 
To  feast  which  richly,  life  itself  undoes. 
Who'd  not  die  thus  ? 

Why  even  those  that  starve  in  voluntary  wants. 
And,  to  advance  the  mind,  keep  the  flesh  poor. 
The  world  enjoying  them,  they  not  the  world ; 
Would  they  do  this,  but  that  they  are  proud  to  suck 
A  sweetness  from  such  sourness  ? 
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Let  music 
Chann  with  her  excellent  vmce  an  awful  siknoe 
Throogh  all  thb  building,  ^t  her  ^hery  soul 
May  (on  the  wings  of  air)  in  thousand  ffunoBS 
Invisihly  fly,  yet  be  enjoy'd. 


THE  HISTORY  OF  ANTONIO  AND  MELUDA.   THE  FIRST 
PART.    BY  JOHN  MARSTON. 

Andrugio  IhUte  of  GmoOy  hamihed  kis  comniry^  wiik  the  hu  q^ 
a  ton  smppoted  drotcmed,  is  cast  upon  the  tariton/  of  itit 
mortal  mrwy  tMe  Duke  of  Venice ;  with  no  attendants  hmi 
Lucio  an  old  nobleman,  and  a  page. 

Andr.  Is  not  you  gleam  the  sluidd*ring  Mom  that 
flakes 
With  silver  tincture  the  east  verge  of  heaven  ? 

Luc.  I  think  it  is,  so  please  your  Excellence. 

Andr.  Away,  I  have  no  Excellence  to  please. 
Prithee  observe  the  custom  of  the  world ; 
That  only  flatters  greatness,  states  exalts. 
And  please  my  Excellence  I     O  Lucio, 
Thou  hast  been  ever  held  respected,  dear, 
Even  precious  to  Andrugio*s  inmost  love : 
Good,  flatter  not. 

My  thoughts  are  fixt  in  contemplation 
Why  this  huge  earth,  this  monstrous  animal 
That  eats  her  children,  should  not  have  eyes  and  ears. 
Philosophy  maintains  that  Nature's  wise, 
And  forms  do  useless  nor  uuperfect  thing. 
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1  Nature  make  the  earth,  or  the  earth  Nature  ? 
rlhly  dirt  makes  all  things,  makes  the  man, 
9  ue  u]i  hoDour,  anil,  like  a  cunning  Dutchman, 
puppet  even  with  seeming  breath, 
sot  appearance  of  a  «oiil. 
I :  ihou  ly'st,  Philoaophy. 
e  fnrms  things  unperfect,  useless,  vain. 

she  not  the  earth  with  eyes  and  earn  ? 
Ut  she  might  !>ec  desert  and  hear  men's  plainte; 
Ut  wben  a  m>ii1  is  e^Iitted,  sunk  with  grief, 
e  might  fall  thus  upon  the  breast  of  Earth, 

■ar  hollDo  his  miseryi 
tcloimiiig  thus:  O  thou  all  bearing  Earth, 

pn  do  gape  for  till  thou  cramm'st  tlieir  mouths 
k*st  their  throats  with  dust :  open  thy  breasl. 
1  me  sink  into  thee :  look  who  knocks ; 
gin  calls.     But  O  ahe's  deaf  and  blind. 
L  wretch  but  lean  relief  ou  earth  can  find. 

Swetrt  l.ard,  abandon  passion  ;  and  disarm. 
Bee  by  the  fortune  of  the  timiblilig  seA 
e  Bi«  roll'd  up  upon  the  Venice  marsb, 
•  clip  all  fortune,  lest  more  low 'ring  fate — 
Imir.  More  law'ring  fnte !     O   Lucio,   chook    thni 
brriith. 
»  i  defy  chance.     Fortune's  brow  hath  frown'd, 
n  to  the  utmost  wrinkle  it  can  bend : 
r  vraom's  fpit.     Alas  I  what  country  rests, 
I,  what  comfort,  lliat  she  can  deprive  ? 
mphi*  not  Vciiicp  in  my  overihrow  ? 
9  nut  my  nslive  country  for  my  blood  t 

•  «un  lorab'd  in  the  swelling  main  t 
e  low'riog  fal«  ?     There's  nothing  left 

0  Andnigio  but  Andrugio : 

1  that 
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Nor  mischief,  force,  distress,  nor  hell  can  tak«:    . 
Fortune  my  fortunes  not  ray  mind  shall  shake. 

Imc.  Speak  like  yourself:  but  ^ve  me  leare,  my  Lotd, 
To  wish  you  safety.     If  you  are  but  seen. 
Your  arms  display  you ;  therefore  put  them  off. 
And  take 

Artdr.  Would'st  hare  me  go  unarm'd  among  my  foei  ? 
Being  beneg'd  by  Passion,  entering  lists 
To  combat  with  Despair  and  mighty  Grief : 
My  soul  beleaguer'd  with  the  crushing  strength 
Of  sharp  Impatience.     Ha,  Ludo ;  go  unarm'd  ? 
Come,  soul,  resume  the  valour  of  thy  birth  ; 
Myself  mysflf  will  dare  all  opposites  ; 
I'll  muster  forces,  an  unvanquish'd  power : 
Comets  of  horse  shall  press  th'  ungrateful  earth : 
This  hoUow-wombed  mass  shall  inly  groan 
And  murmur  to  sustain  the  weight  of  arras; 
Ghastly  Amazeraent,  with  upstarted  hair. 
Shall  hurry  on  before,  and  usher  us, 

11.1  nFdciith. 


avtokio's  Rri'KNae 


pniFEstA  a  kinil  i>r  ro<r»l  impitienn!,  b  turbulrnt  grutneu, 
d  rMigntJop.  Tlic  Enciuie*  which  he  eaten  tiatt  to  com- 
"  Dopoir.  and  mighty  Grief,  aad  ehu^  ImpaticDce,"  uirl 
M{"Conn!t»otHor!e,"*c.)"hidfa  he  brings  to  sinqiuah 
'  a  the  boldeit  Bt jIp  of  Allegory.  Thej  ore  SQcb  ■ 
"l»«of  inoufM«f»"  «"«he  infection  of  lorrow*  looJ"  in  the 
■atstleot  might  beget  on  "lume  pregoatU  dond"  in  Ihe  ima- 
gbiatioa. 


1 

CM,  aa  ^^ 


TV  Proh^ue  ". 
e  nrwiah  dank  of  clumsy  winter  ramps 
e  fluent  Buminer's  vein  ;  and  drizzling  »leet 
SUIIeth  the  wan  ble^k  check  of  the  numm'd  earth) 
While  HDArling  gusts  nibble  the  juiceless  leaves 
Fmm  the  nak'd  shuddring  branch,  and  pillaf  the  akin 
Fram  off  the  soft  and  delicate  aspects. 

IDQw  melhinks  a  sullen  tragic  scene 
mid  sail  llie  time  with  pleasing  congruence. 
IF  we  be  happy  in  our  weak  devoir, 
id  all  port  pleased  in  mo«t  nish'd  content 
t  vntaX  of  f  lerculcs  cnn  ne'er  beget 
I  Wwt  an  iseme.     Therefore  we  proclaim, 
any  spirit  breathes  within  this  rouud 

■  Thb  pnloKiid  br  )(■  ftmiontM  emenntm,  uid  for  the  tngir 
nou  nt  ptepintlan  Hhlch  h  MUiidi,  laigbx  hiTc  idwciImI  one  nf  Iho* 
Bid  ikle*  af  ThEba,  or  Pdopi'  line,  which  Mituin  li»  M  bi^hljr  oom- 
nendod.  ■•  !Re  tram  Itia  csmmon  Frmr  of  llie  pocu  in  hk  iv/t,  "  n( 
g  emnle  tlult  «Uh  titgic  laduta  lod  (rniil;,  broofbl  ID 
TDpllj  to  gntify  Uic  peiiplt." — II  ii  M  »Ionin  a 
■  wliirh  he  nlia  bh  lb'  Apucalypi, 


J 
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Unc^fiable  of  'weightj'  passion, 
(As  from  hia  birth  being  hugged  is  the  bitiu, 
And  Duzled  'twiit  the  breasts  of  Happiness  ") 
Who  winks  and  shuts  his  spprehension  up 
From  common  seme  of  what  men  were,  and  tie ; 
Who  would  not  know  what  men  must  be  i  let  such 
Hurry  amaia  from  our  block  visag'd  shows'; 
We  shall  aSUght  their  eyes.     But  if  a  breast, 
Nail'd  to  the  earth  with  grief;  it  aaj  heart, 
Fierc'd  through  with  anguish,  pant  within  this  nag; 
If  there  he  any  blood,  whose  heat  is  cho&k'd 
And  stifled  with  true  sense  of  Tnisery : 
If  aught  of  these  strains  fill  this  consort  up, 
They  arrive  most  welcome.    0  that  our  power 
Could  lacky  or  keep  wing  with  our  desires ; 
That  with  unused  poize  of  stile  and  sense 
We  might  weigh  massy  in  judicious  scale  I 
Yet  hpre's  the  prop  that  doth  support  our  hopes : 
When  our  scenes  faulter,  or  invention  halts, 
„iir  v.m  l-!m'  'Tiiti-lic^  t.^  AiirfiulN. 
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If    Ant.  Thy  Either  P  gracious,  O  iKmniMua  heaven. 
It  do  adore  thy  justice,     t'mil  in  noatras  nutniu 
^fhnd^m  vmdicta,  twntf  el  lota  tpddem. 
JvL  Truth,  dace  my  mother  died,  I  loved  vou  best. 
Something  hath  anger'd  you :  pray  you,  look  merrily. 

Ant.  I  tcill  Ungh,  and  dimple  my  thin  cheek 
With  capering  joy;  chuck,  my  heart  doih  leap 

■To  grasp  thy  boeom.     Tune,  place,  and  blood, 
j^ow  fit  you  close  ti^ther  t  heaven's  tones 
Btrike  not  surJi  music  to  ininiortal  souls, 
Ab  your  aceordnnce  sweets  my  breast  withal. 
Methink9  I  pace  upon  the  front  of  Jove, 
And  kick  corruption  with  a  scornful  heel, 
Gripitig  this  flesh,  disdain  mortality. 

0  that  I  knew  which  joint,  which  side,  which  limb 
Vlaxv  father  all  and  had  no  mother  in  it; 

That  I  might  rip  it  vein  by  vein,  and  carve  revenue 
In  bleeding  traces ;  but  since  'tis  mixt  together. 
Hive  ai  ftdrenture,  pell-mell,  no  reverse. 
Come  hidier,  boy ;  thia  w  Andnigio's  hearse. 

Jvl,  O  God,  you'll  hurt  me.     For  my  sister's  «ake, 

u  don't  hurt  me.     And  you  kill  me,  'deed 
Q  tell  my  father. 
AhI.  O,  for  ihy  rieter's  sake  1  flag  revenge. 

{Atutrugio'i  Ghoit  crwM  "  Revenge. ") 
Ant  St«y,  stay,  dear  father,  fright  mine  eyes  no  more. 
Revenge  as  swift  as  lightning,  bursteth  forth 
~  "Lnd  clears  his  heart.     Come,  pretty  tender  child, 
i  not  thee  I  hate,  or  thee  I  kill. 
T  father's  blood  that  flows  within  thy  veins, 
t  I  lotbe;  is  that,  revenge  must  suck. 

1  love  thy  toul;  and  were  thy  heart  lapi  up 
In  any  flesh  but  in  Rero's  blood. 


A- 

I 
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I  would  thna  kin  it ;  but,  being  his,  thtu,  tbos. 

And  thus  I'll  punch  it.     Abandon  fetn  ; 

Whilst  thy  wounds  bleed,  my  brows  riiall  gosh  out  toara. 
JuL  So  you  will  love  me,  do  even  what  you  wiIL  [Aik 
AnL  Now  barks  the  wolf  against  the  fttU*dieektiiMaat 

Now  lions'  half-cbm'd  entnils  roar  for  food ; 

Now  croaks  the  toad,  and  night-crows  Kreech  alondi 

Fluttering  "bout  casements  ef  departing  souls  I 

Now  gape  the  gravea,  and  through  their  yawns  let  looM 

Imprison'd  spirits  to  revisit  earth : 

And  now,  swart  Night,  to  swell  thy  hour  oat 

behold  I  spurt  warm  Uood  in  thy  black  eyes. 

(From  wder  lit  earA  «  gromk.) 

Howl  not,  thou  putry  mould ;  groan  not,  ye  gravM; 

Be  dumb,  all  breath.     Here  stands  Andrugio's  son, 

Worthy  his  father.     So ;  I  feel  no  breath  ; 

His  jaws  are  bll'n,  bis  dislodged  soul  is  fled. 

And  now  there's  nothing  but  Hero  left. 

He  is  all  I^ero,  father  all.     This  blood. 


AKTOmOV  BtriNGK. 


Oitr  uAo  ditd,  ttmdrrtd. 
Look  on  thoBe  lipti, 
Tboae  DOW  lawn  {iniawh  on  whoM  l«Dder  solhins 
Cliwte  modeat  Spoorh,  *u-iiiing  irota  out  his  breast. 
Had  wont  to  R«t  itMlf,  as  loth  to  post 
Fnn  ool  m  hir  ui  liui :  look,  look,  they  ucm 
To  tbr. 
Aid  breathe  defiance  to  black  obloquy. 

IVirreiit  fooii  art  Aoppy. 
Etsi  id  that,  note  a  fbors  beatitude ; 
H»  M  not  capable  of  pasmon : 
Woting  the  power  of  distuiction. 
B«  bora  an  nDtum'd  sail  with  every  wind : 
Bfaw  cut,  blow  w«Bt,  he  iteers  hie  courso  alike. 
I  aever  «aw  a  fool  lean  t  the  chub-fiused  fop 
Tiliiiiii  tlrck  with  fiill  crwn'd  fxt  of  happiness  : 
Wbflrt  dilutions  rtmtsmplation  «ucks  the  juice 
Fr^  wiiard'a  *  chiek*,  who  makiag  curious  search 
For  nacate'e  oecrMa.  the  First  Innadng  Cause 
Laogba  tbra  la  Mom,  as  man  doth  busy  Apes 
WImb  tliflf  wiD  any  men. 

M^m  (Mc  Dudku  1^  Gemot)  datriba  (V  death  of  MrlU 

Icr  dangUa  in  law. 
Bang  Ud  opan  bor  b^  she  grasp 'd  my  hand. 
And  UwMg  it  f|«ke  thus.  Thou  very  poor, 
Wkf  doot  mt  weep  7  tlu  ji^wel  of  thy  brow, 
1W  ridi  adovsBcat  that  inehiuM  thy  breast, 
k  toM )  Ay  MB,  ny  love  ia  lost,  is  dead. 
Aid  bave  I  liT'd  to  wo  his  virtues  blurr'd 
'Kith  gmkkm  UoU  7     O  world,  thou  an  too  subtil 
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For  htmest  naturea  to  converse  withal : 

Therefore  111  leave  thee  :  farewell,  mart  of  woe ; 

1  fly  to  clip  my  love  Antonio. — 

With  that,  her  head  Bunk  down  apon  her  breast ; 

Her  cheek  cbang'd  earth,  her  seiuea  il^  in  rest : 

Until  my  Fool  *,  th&t  crept  unto  tlie-bed, ' 

Screech'd  out  bo  lond  that  he  broi^t  back  ber  soul, 

Call'd  her  agun,  that  her  bright  eye*  'gan  ope 

And  stared  upon  hjm  :  he  audadous  fool 

Dared  kisa  her  band,  wiiht  her  tofl  rnt,  lov'd  Bride; 

She  fumbled  out,  thanJet,  good  i  and  so  she  died. 


TV  MalcoaleiU  detcriet  lumtt^. 


IniK  WO.VBER  OF  WOMEN, 
Plaeejor  a  Pnalem. 
J  mU  'tis,  lodjr ;  wbrre,  instead  of  masks, 
mac,  tilt*,  touraics,  and  such  court-iiie  shows, 
.or  honow  ntnnnur  of  the  checkless  xrinda 
Shall  fToui  again,  whilst  the  unquiet  sea 
ShaJlM  the  whole  rock  with  foamy  batterv. 
Tberc  Uthrrles*  *  the  air  comes  in  and  out ; 
TW  rbemny  vault  will  force  vour  eyes  to  weep, 
Utliilft  you  behold  true  desoUtion. 
A  rocky  barrvnness  shall  pierce  your  eyes  ; 
Wfcrre  all  at  once  one  rwiches,  where  he  stands. 
With  brows  the  roof,  both  wails  with  both  bis  hands. 

^Hnx  VOS\ 

^^K  liftcriplicm  oftttf  tX'Uch  Erictho. 

^^^fatt  in  Uiii  lieiart.  tlie  great  Soul  of  Clianns 

^^HttdM  Erictho  lives ;  whow  dismal  brow 

^^Bpunuu  all  roobi  or  dvil  coverture. 

^^Tonakm  gnvrs  and  tombs  (the  ghosts  forc'd  out) 
-ill'  joy*  to  inhabiC 

'-  kiatliwMDc  yeDow  leanness  spreads  her  face, 
A  bc«TT  heD-Uke  paleness  loads  her  cheeks, 
L'akiMtwo  to  a  clear  bcaveu.     But  if  dork  winds 
Or  Uack  thick  cloud*  drive  back  tlie  blinded  starsi 
Wlteo  her  deqi  magic  makra  forc'd  heaven  quake. 
And  tfaoaiSrr,  iptc  of  Joto:  Erictho  then 
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HiDgfiif  iadf  widi  Uirir  rvnovned  ashes : 
I   Tign  «m«  ■  chtnul-houM,  now  a  van  mve, 
Onr  wlxMe  brow  a  pale  and  untroci  grove 
Thmra  ont  her  hw*;  shades  Uie  mouth  thick  ainiB 
Of  dttkaome  ewe,  taa-pToo(,  for  erer  choak  ; 
VithtD,  na4a  burea  darkneg*,  fruitless  drought 
RoH  la  eternal  night ;  the  iteain  of  hell 
ritUi  Ht  to  laiy  air:  lliere,  tbat'a  h«r  Cell. 


faM(  (Uf  CMMtrn]  ^er  a  long  teriri  e/  crimei  of  infidelity  I 
<>  Itr  Anaftoxtf  awf  ^  murrfrr,    u   bnitight   ta  luffer 
i^iM.     Bahvia,  her  iiitiaad,  arrwri  ti>  take  a  lav 

HUrrto.  Ktmr  necai  all  jrou  Umsed  saints  in  heaven,  | 
Iran«  not  to  tornient  diee  in  thy  de«lh ; 
Fir  of  btmwlf  hc'n  Irrhhle  enough, 
Bu  call  lo  mind  a  httAy  like  yaurBetf. 
hi  xhaik  bow  ill  in  »uch  a  beauteous  soul, 
I'jOB  the  inMani  morrow  of  her  nupti&ls, 
ifoKaef  and  wild  reToIt  would  show. 
VIiIkI,  iraairiac  that  she  had  a  lord 
fwliwi.  tba  wr  Bbould  rvvish  her  chaite  looka  t  j 
D«in)t.  Wu  tlw  CraUor  in  his  models. 
I   HIm  view*  Uxra  cveiy  minute,  and  with  care 
I  Mu  in  Ua  fcar  of  their  nbedience  to  him. 
pmr  W  mng  tbrDogb  bmous  Italy. 
«  vamnuoa  ihut  the  looser  wmtn  of  IMrarch, 
I  T»  «*«T7  WT«nl  Zujr*  iflHtniment : 
Asd  be  poor  wivkh)  hoping  some  lieiter  fate 
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Might  call  her  back  &om  her  adulterate  purpose, 
Lives  in  obscure  and  almost  unknown  life ; 
Till  hearing  thai  she  is  condemn'd  to  die, 
For  he  once  lov'd  her,  lends  his  pined  corpse 
Motion  to  bring  him  to  her  stage  of  honour. 
Where,  drown'd  in  woe  at  her  so  dismal  chance^ 
He  clasps  her :  thus  he  falls  into  a  trance. 

Isabella.  O  my  offended  lord,  lift  up  your  ey ea ; 
But  yet  avert  them  from  my  lotbed  sight. 
Had  I  with  you  enjoyed  the  lawful  pleasure, 
To  which  belongs  nor  fear  nor  public  shame, 
I  ini)^ht  have  liv'd  in  honour,  died  in  fame. 
Your  pardon  on  my  faltering  knees  I  beg ; 
Which  shall  confirm  more  peace  unto  ray  death. 
Than  all  the  gftive  instructions  of  the  Church, 

Roberto.  Freely  thou  haat  it.     Farewell,  my  Isabella ; 
Let  thy  death  ransome  thy  soul,  O  die  a  rare  example. 
The  kiss  thou  gav'st  me  in  the  church,  here  take: 
As  I  leave  thee,  ao  thou  the  world  forsake.  [&»(. 

R.r..„r,„nrr.    y\■Am^ 


WVman'i 
Phnr  thought  it?     She  that  could  no  more 

J  compuiy,  Lhw  can  the  Hay 

Vinalie  the  ^oriotu  presence  ot  the  «un, 

WVn  [  vru  absent,  thcD  her  g%lled  eyes 

Would  have  ihed  April  showera,  and  oulwept 

TV  doiub  in  that  suae  o'er-pa3Bional«  laoad 

WTirn  ilwy  drowD'd  all  the  world :  yet  now  forsakes  m 

^oaira,  yoar  eyei  shed  glances  like  the  sun  ; 

''''"  shine*  your  brightness,  now  jour  Lght  is  done. 

Oo  the  iwaet'st  flowen  you  shine,  'tis  but  by  chance. 

A»d  on  the  buest  weed  youll  waste  a  glance. 


\ 


IT  YOl'  WltL:  A  COMEDV.     BY  JOHN  MAR8T0N. 
FeacHan  Merfhaat. 
No  knight, 
hi  one  {that  title  off  )  was  even  a  prince, 
A  mdaaa  Solyrnan  :  tbrioe  was  he  made, 
la  Auywoui  anns,  Venice'  Providetore. 
Ha  ««#  nnvfauit,  but  so  bounteous, 
Valiut,  wtM,  leanwd,  all  >o  absolute, 
IW  noojiht  was  Talood  pniseAil  excellent, 
ht  in't  was  ha  moat  praisei^il  etcellt^nt. 
O  i  akall  nrW  im^  how  he  went  cloathed. 
He  would  naintuB  it  a  base  ilUas'd  fashion. 
To  UbiI  ■  nwTchant  to  the  saltan  habit 
OTpcvebe  black,  chtHly  in  Venice  itatv. 
Wk««  nerduBta  gult  the  top  *. 
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And  therefore  should  you  h&ve  him  pui  the  bridge 

Up  the  Rialto  like  a  Soldier ; 

In  a  black  bever  belt,  ash  colour  plun, 

A  Florentane  cIoth-o'-Mlver  jerkin,  sleeves 

^\'hite  satin  cut  on  tinsel,  then  long  stock ; 

French  panes  embroider'd,  goldsmith's  work :  O  God, 

Methinks  I  see  him,  how  he  would  walk. 

With  nhat  a  jolly  presence  he  would  pace 

Round  the  Rialto*. 

Scholar  and  hit  Dog, 
I  was  a  scholar ;  seven  useful  springs 
Did  I  deflower  in  quotadons 
Of  croas'd  •pinions  "bout  the  soul  of  man ; 
The  more  I  learnt,  the  more  I  learnt  to  doubt. 
Delight  my  spaniel  slept,  whilst  I  baus'd  leaves, 
Toss'd  o'er  the  dunces,  pored  on  the  old  print 
Of  titled  words  :  and  still  my  spaniel  slept 
Whilst  I  wasted  lamp-oil,  baited  my  flesh, 
Shrunli  up  my  veins:  aiiJ  slill  nij  spniiifl  slept. 


WHAT  YOL"  wrLL 

n  h  were  mortal.     O  hold,  hold;  at  that 
t  brain  buffets,  Tell  by  the  e 

i  together ;  still  my  tpmiiel  slept. 
f  'twere  corporeal,  local,  fint, 
Sr  traduer,  but  vbL-ther  't  hud  free  will 
Or  BO,  hot  phHompben* 
Sloed  banfag  (artiotiB,  all  so  nron^ly  propt, 
I  Kafn^vr'd,  knew  not  whiirli  was  limier  part. 
But  tbooght.  quoted,  read,  ohseri-'d  and  pryed, 
StsA  aotiag-boolu :  and  ftill  my  ipaniel  Hlepi. 
■\i  leoph  be  wftfc'd,  and  yawned :  and  by  yon  sky, 
Fit  angta  I  know  he  knew  as  much  as  I. 

PrtJtaraltinu/tiT  ScamJ  yuptiaU. 

Now  I*  Atlxno's*  marria^hed  new  hung' 

Kith  frnh  rich  ourtains,  now  arc  mv  valence  up, 

Imbort  with  orient  p«arl,  my  erandsin's  gift. 

Saw  mn  tbe  lawn  tbeet^  ftim'd  with  riolets 

To  frvsh  tbr  pall'd  lascivious  appcnite. 

Now  wofk  the  cooks,  the  pastry  sweats  with  slaves, 

The  march-penes  ^tter,  now,  now  the  mundAns 

Huiiv  with  nimble  uticks  o'er  iqaeaiinf^  crowds  f, 

TicUisg  llie  dried  giUs  of  a  mt^wing  cat : 

The  tulon.  startlers,  semslen,  butchers,  poulterers, 

)CMt««,  an,  all aoRe  think  on  mc. 


nippoMil  doad. 


CBSAR  AND  POHPlT. 


SacH/lce. 
Imperial  Cesar,  at  your  sacred  charge 
I  drew  a  millc  vhite  os  into  the  Temple, 
And  turning  there  his  tace  into  the  East, 
(Fearfully  shaking  at  the  shining  light) 
Down  fell  his  homed  forehead  to  his  hoof. 
When  I  began  to  greet  bim  with  tlie  stroke 
That  should  prepare  him  for  the  holy  rites, 
With  hideous  roars  he  laid  out  such  a  throat 
As  made  the  secret  lurkings  of  the  God 
To  answer,  Echo-like,  in  threat'ning  sounds : 
I  struck  again  at  him,  and  then  he  slept ; 
Hb  life-blood  boiling  out  at  every  wound 
In  streams  as  clear  as  any  liquid  ruby. 
nd  laift  M 
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Inward  Help  ike  best  Help. 

I  will  stand  no  more 
ffOi  others'  legs,  nor  build  one  joy  without  me. 
If  et er  I  be  worth  a  house  again, 
m  bdld  all  inward :  not  a  light  shall  ope 
Tike  common  oot-way ;  no  ezpence,  no  art, 
Ko  ornament,  no  door,  will  I  use  there ; 
Bui  ruse  all  plain  and  rudely  like  a  rampire, 

Agamst  the  &lse  society  of  men, 
Tbtt  still  batters 

AD  nason  pieoe-meal ;  and,  for  earthly  greatness 

AQ  lieaTenly  comforts  rarifies  to  air. 

rH  thfeniore  lire  in  dark ;  and  aU  my  Ug^t, 

Like  ancient  Temples,  let  in  at  my  top. 

Thit  where  to  turn  one's  back  to  all  die  world. 

And  only  look  at  heaven. 

When  our  diseas'd  affections 

^^^mfiil  to  human  freedom,  and  storm-like 

^nfcrring  darkness  to  th'  infected  mind, 

Oppreai  our  comforts :  *tis  but  letting  in 

^  light  of  reason,  and  a  purer  spirit 

Tike  in  another  way ;  like  rooms  that  fight 

^1tk  windows  'gainst  the  wind,  yet  let  in  light. 


BU8SY  D'AMBOia. 


BUSSY  D'AMBOIS,  A  TRAGEDY,   BY  OEOKGE  CHATMAX. 

A  yanliiu  (or  Mrttenger)  in  lAe  jiretaue  t^  Jiqg  Hemy  tke 
IViird  of  France  aadhu  court  ItUt  the  tmaiuiert^a  combat,  is 
which  he  wot  mttiett,  of  thrte  la  three  t  n  iMek  IfAwibeit. 
Temimrd  toU  nrtivor :  begun  upon  an  affront  patted  ifpni 
D'Amboit  *y  tiinie  courtiert. 

Henry.  Guise,  Beaupre,  Ndiitiub,  Ac 

jVunftW.    I  saw  fierce  D'Arobois  and  his  tW  brave 
friends 
Enter  the  field,  and  at  their  heels  their  foes. 
Which  were  the  famous  soldiers,  BaniBor, 
L'Anou,  and  Pyrrhot,  great  in  deeds  of  arms : 
AH  which  arriv'd  at  the  evenest  piece  of  earth 
The  field  afforded,  the  three  challengers 
Tum'd  head,  drew  all  their  rajjiers,  and  stood  rank'd ; 
When  face  to  face  the  throe  defendants  met  them. 


guar  D-AMBOis  9; 

rbMrfci»^Mkt  M  Btrrisor  (advu'd) 
'  ^Itfaet  'iwixt  both  sules, 
aad  eompar'd  six  Uvea 
iM  fai  fcihiM  whh  aix  idle  words ; 
'^frr'i  nmiiRon  and  contiition  loo  : 
'  T  pitr  ituU  he  and  D'Amboia  miK^it  conclude 
iV  Mhm'  dsn^r.     D'Amboia  Uk'd  the  last ; 
tbi  Barrisor'a  friends  (heiatt  equally  en)[Bfi^'d 
h  the  Duiu  qaarrel,)  never  would  eipn^ 
Hi*  ^  alone  to  that  ihey  all  deserv'd. 
Aad  (br  the  other  ofl'i>r  ur  remission) 
VJMbtiB  (thai  Like  a  Uurel  put  in  lirv 
^niled  and  9]iit)  did  much  much  more  than  acom 
That  U*  wTon^  aboulil  incense  him  so  like  chaff 
T«  ft  B  RDon  out,  and,  hke  Ughled  paper, 
afitDTc  hi*  ipirit  at  once  both  fire  and  ashes  : 
%  dra*  tbcf  lots,  and  tn  them  fkteB  appointed 
^W  BuTuor  should  %ht  with  fiery  D'Amboia ; 
i  'rrhat  with  Mplyncll :  with  Brisac  L'Anou : 
'■^i  then  like  flanH-  and  powder  tbey  commixt, 
*- 1  -pntitlir,  that  I  wi«h'd  they  had  been  Spirita ; 
I   1:  tbr  Dc'rr>»hiittin^  wounds.  they  needs  roust  open, 
1  jt<l  a»  thpT  opra'd  shut,  anil  never  kill." 
-*■  D'AmUiif'  Bvord  (that  tig-hl'ned  ns  it  flew) 
-  ■>!  like  ■  pointed  comet  at  the  fate 
'    tasnly  Barruor;  and  there  it  stuck  : 
I'tnai  plnck'd  he  at  it,  and  thrice  drvw  on  thruata 
I  rrni  him,  that  of  himitelf  wa^  free  as  firp ; 
Vilto  thmat  >iil],  oi  be  pluck 'd,  yet  (past  belief) 
He  wtth  hi>  Hibtil  ryv,  band,  bodji  'scap'd  ; 
*'  Uft  the  deadly  biltni  pdnt  tugg'd  oS, 
faD  Ua  7M  tudauMfld  f(>e  so  fiercely 
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That  (only  made  more  horrid  with  hii  wound) 
Great  D'Ambois  shrunk,  and  gave  a  little  grmmd : 
But  soon  retura'd,  redoubled  in  his  dinger. 
And  at  the  heart  of  Barrisor  seal'd  hii  anger- 
Then,  as  in  Arden  I  have  seen  an  oak 
Long  shook  with  tempests,  and  his  Igf^  top 
Bent  to  his  root,  whidi  being  at  length  made  loow 
(Even  groaning  with  his  weight)  he  'gan  to  nod 
This  way  and  that,  as  loth  his  curled  brows 
(Which  he  had  oft  wrapt  in  the  sky  with  stonni) 
Should  stoop  ;  and  yet,  his  nulical  fibres  burst, 
Storm-like  he  fell,  and  hid  the  fear-cold  earth : 
So  fell  stout  Barrisor,  that  had  stood  the  shocks 
Of  ten  set  battles  in  your  highness'  war 
'Gainst  the  sole  soldier  of  the  world  Navarre. 

Guise.  O  piteous  and  horrid  murder ! 

Beaupre,  Such  a  life 
Methinks  had  metal  in  it  to  survive 
An  age  of  men. 


B  with  his  ri(^  antler  to  the  earth  *. 
a  ran  upon  revniig'd  L'Anou, 
it  cytiDg  til'  mger  point  borne  in  his  faep, 
i  T^Ting  back,  fell  back,  and  in  his  fall 
IGs  foe'*  uncurbed  sword  stopt  in  his  lieart : 
By  which  time,  all  the  life-strings  of  ill'  two  other 
Wrrr  nit,  and  both  fell  (as  their  spirit  flew ) 
Ij'pvinit :  and  still  hunt  honour  at  the  view. 
■W  now,  of  all  the  six,  sole  D'Anibota  stood 
I'nWucht.  uveoaly  «itJl  the  others'  blood. 
Hmry.   AS  slain  outright  but  he  ? 
Stmlitu.  AH  slain  outright  but  he  : 
^lu  kM«liiig  in  the  warm  life  of  his  fHends 
tXS  fhcklnl  with  the  blood  his  rapier  raio'd) 
H*  kin  Uteir  [nle  lips,  and  bade  both  farcwell. 

Feitc  Grenlueu. 
\i  (B4tn  beaten  with  eontinunl  storms, 
^fnai  men  flourish;  and  do  imiute 
L'Mkilb]  italoories,  who  suppose, 
la  (L>niiing  a  Colossus,  if  they  moke  him 
^CndiJV  cBough,  stmt,  and  look  \Ag,  and  gape, 
fW  work  b  goodly :  so  men  merely  great, 
d  gravity  of  voic*. 
f  countenance,  nianoers'  enielty, 
■1th,  and  all  the  spawn  of  fortune, 
irall  the  kingdom's  worth  before  them  : 
D  those  Colossick  statues, 
t,  with  bcfoic  forms  without  o'erEprrad, 
e  aou^t  but  tuortar,  flint,  and  lead. 

TifftB-.— /■oiry. 

-  as  yrett  mini  III!  oaing  all  their  wealth 
\  *kSR»  in  Neptnne's  deep  invisible  paths, 
il  ^f*  ricbly  built  and  rihb'd  niili  brass, 
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To  put  &  (^rdle  round  about  the  world ; 

When  they  have  done  it,  coining  near  the  h»«nt 

Are  fiajn  to  give  &  warning  piece,  and  call 

A  poor  staid  fishennan  that  never  past 

His  country's  ught,  to  waft  and  guide  them  in : 

So  when  we  wander  furthest  through  the  wares 

Of  glassy  Glory,  and  the  gulis  of  State, 

Topt  with  all  titles,  spreading  all  our  reaches. 

As  if  each  private  arm  would  sphere  the  earth. 

We  must  to  Virtue  for  her  guide  resortt 

Or  we  shall  shipwreck  in  our  safest  port. 

IfKi  of  rhw. 

There  is  a  deep  nick  in  Time's  restless  whed 

For  each  man's  good,  when  which  nick  comes,  it  strib 

As  Rhetorick  yet  works  not  penuauon. 

But  only  is  a  mean  to  make  it  work  : 

So  no  nuui  riselh  by  his  real  merit, 

But  when  it  tries  clink  in  his  Raiser's  spirit. 


BYSoii*  coNaPiHjicr  lo; 

K  nux'd  with  elo»Tieri«  us'd  in  rommon  Houses : 
Rouu  Courts  should  be,  th'  abstracts  of  iheir  kingdoms 
b»U  Om!  beaut^r,  state,  and  worth  the;  hold. 
So  a  lien  amply,  and  by  ber  infonn'd. 
TW  world  i*  nU  cuntrucled  in  a  Man, 
With  more  proportion  ond  eipreMioD, 
Tliaa  b  her  Court  bi^r  Kin^om.     Our  Freueh  Conn 
li  1  tttcn  DttrTor  of  confusion  lo  it. 
TW  King  aDd  SubJFrL,  Lord  and  every  Slave, 
DwK*  a  ccaitiDatil  hny.     Our  rooms  of  state 
R(?t  Kkc  mir  stable* :  no  plaep  more  obsen'd 
riiin  a  mdr  markM-pUrc ;  vid  though  our  custom 
K«r[>  hit  ataur*d  canfusion  from  our  pyey, 

Ea  MMOtially  unsightly. 
X! 
lor.  luid  was  ever  happy 
which  were  still  made  good 
sd  M'a««  uf  any  toil ; 
Hiiaij^  continued  fuur1«en  days  tt^tbeT 
1  [on  hit  borsr;  hia  blood  is  not  voluptuous, 
Nv  auch  iadin'd  to  women  ;  his  desires 
An  hi)(Wr  ihaa  his  ilat«  i  and  his  deserts 
W  laach  short  of  the  most  be  can  desire, 
fftfaey  b«  wMgfa'd  with  what  France  feels  by  ibi-m- 
H>  is  pBtf  nmMve  glorious :  and  that  humour 
b  fit  lo  faed  hi*  tifitH,  whom  it  pos8e»«eth 
Bftafc  Ulh  m  snj  tmr ;  chiefly  where 

I  iiam  it  op  with  ptaiM  of  his  jierfections ; 
if  in  hifli  so  wmlhes  bis  jialntr, 
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And  takes  up  dll  his  appetite,  that  oft  times 
He  will  re&ue  his  meat,  and  company, 
To  feast  alone  with  their  most  strong  conceit- 
Ambition  also  cheek  by  cheek  doth  march 
With  that  escesB  of  glory,  both  Biistain'd 
With  an  unlimited  bncy,  that  the  kii^. 
Nor  France  itself,  without  him  caa  suboit. 

JHen'i  Gktriei  edipted  vAen  Ihejf  t»m  TVoifor*. 
As  when  the  moon  hath  comforted  the  night,  -> 
And  s«t  the  world  in  silver  of  her  light, 
The  planets,  asterisms,  and  whole  State  of  Heaveiii 
la  beams  of  gold  descending :  all  the  winds 
Bound  up  in  caves,  charg'd  not  to  drive  abnwl 
Their  cloudy  heads :  an  universal  peace 
(Proclaim'd  in  silence)  of  the  quiet  earth : 
Soon  as  her  hot  and  dry  fumes  are  let  loose. 
Storms  and  clouds  nuxing  suddenly  put  out 
The  eyes  of  all  those  glories ;  the  creation 
Tum'd  into  Chaos ;  and  we  then  desire. 


BrKOfB  COKBPIRACV. 

S  A»  lie  conceirps  they  look'd  and  were  attired. 
Though  they  were  Dolhiug  so :  so  all  thin^  here 
Half  all  iheir  price  »el  dovin  from  men's  Conceits; 
Whith  make  all  tenns  and  actious  gnood  or  bad, 
*  d  >r«  liul  pliant  and  well-colciur'd  ihrtads 
o  fcigned  inuges  of  Truth. 

Intinvaling  Jl/mtnrri. 

It  ha\-e  tJiesc  lures,  when  we  hawk  for  friends ; 
id  wind  about  them  like  a  subtile  River, 
Hilf  to  run  on  his  course, 
b  yet,  as  he  runs,  and  still  finds  out 
1^  parts  of  entry  on  the  shore, 
6  alf  W  by,  as  scarce  it  touch'd, 
■M  it^  rats  ftumethiu^  in  it. 

Tir  Stan  Kol  abk  Ivfi/reiheie  anii  Tiing. 

'  in  «  Dobler  lubstance  than  the  stars : 

-^  ihall  the  baser  over  rule  the  bett«r  ? 

"f  ITT  ihcy  better  fincc  they  arc  the  bigger  ? 

I  bi'r  a  will,  and  bcultics  of  choice, 

Tq  do  or  not  to  do ;  and  reason  why 

'  4o  or  not  do  this  :  the  stars  have  none. 

Hmt  koow  not  why  they  shine,  more  than  this  Taper, 

Sir  how  lJ»ey  work,  nor  what.     I'll  change  my  course, 

^  fMcc-nMl  poll  the  fnune  of  all  my  thoughts  : 

Aai  *lw«  an  all  your  Caput  Algols  then  ? 

Taor  pbnrts  all  bemg  underneath  the  earth 

At  mj  tMlhrity :  what  can  they  do  ? 

UaG^iBiit  hi  aapecU  I  in  bloody  houses ! 

TV  Maitrr  Spiril. 

me  a  ^arit  that  on  life's  rnngti  sea 
to  have  hi*  uili  fill'd  with  a  lusty  wind, 
dl-yarda  tremble,  his  nuuU  crack, 
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And  hia  rapt  ship  rUD  oa  her  aule  so  low. 
That  she  drinks  water,  and  hi*r  keel  ploi^hs  air. 
'Ittere  is  no  danger  to  a  man,  that  knows 
What  Life  and  Death  a :  there's  not  any  taw 
Exceeds  hb  knowledge  ;  ueithcr  b  it  lawful 
That  he  should  atoop  to  any  other  law : 
He  goes  before  them,  and  commands  tliem  all. 
That  to  himself  is  a  law  rataonol. 

rUe  S'aliu-t,  m  High  Ptacet. 

foolish  Statuaries, 

That  mider  little  Saints,  suppose  *  great  bases, 
Make  less  (to  sense)  the  Munts :  and  ao,  where  foit 
Advanceth  vile  minds  to  states  great  and  noble. 
She  much  the  more  exposeth  them  to  shame ; 
Not  able  to  make  good,  and  fill  their  bases 
With  a  conformed  structure. 

Innocence  Oie  Hanainii/  "J'tiie  FactUtta. 

— . Innocence,  the  sacred  amulet 

Gainst  all  the  poisons  of  infinnity. 
Of  all  misfortune,  injury,  and  death  : 
That  makes  a  man  in  tune  still  in  himself; 
Free  from  the  hell  to  be  his  own  accuser ; 
Ererin  quiet,  endless  joy  enjoying. 
No  strife  nor  no  sedition  in  his  powers ; 
No  motion  in  hit  will  ogunst  his  reason; 
No  thought  'gunst  thought ;  nor,  (as  *twere  in  the  a 
Of  wishing  and  repenting,)  both  possess 
Only  a  wayward  and  tumultnous  peBC« : 
Hut,  all  parts  in  him  friendly  and  secure, 
Fruitful  of  all  best  things  in  all  worst  seasons. 
He  can  with  every  wish  be  in  their  plenty ; 
When  ihe  infections  gmll  of  one  foul  crime 
Dtsiroys  the  free  conicut  of  all  our  lime. 


h  of  Francr  bleuci  the  ;/oung  Dauphin, 

rofaJ  bl«Ming,  and  ihe  King  of  Heaven, 
'^  tbi«  an  aged  and  a  happy  King. 
Hilp.  nurH>,  to  put  mj  »word  into  his  hand. 
liold.  boT>  by  this  i  and  with  it  may  <hy  arm 
vD  A-Qcn  ihy  tree  of  rule  all  Iraitrous  branches, 
Tbu  ttft*e  to  shadow  and  eclipse  thy  glories. 
H»>»  thy  uld  father's  Angel  for  thy  guide, 
Hidoubleil  he  hie  spirit  in  thy  breast : 
^^  «beD  tfaiB  State  nui  like  a  turbulent  sea. 
'b  ciiil  haiM  tuA  bloody  enmity, 
"•Vr  «rathi  and  emiea  (like  so  many  winds) 
^nM  ind  bur«t :  and  like  the  Haleyon's  binh 
■*  ihicw,  to  bring  a  calm  upon  the  shore : 
It  tiucii  Uw  eye*  of  wnr  inny  erer  sleep, 
*•  ww-witdi'd  with  former  massacres, 
"W  guilty  mad  Noblesse  fed  on  Noblesse, 
^tb»  t«a«l  plenty  of  the  rMhn  exhausted ; 
r*" the  nti'd  merchant  wa«  pursued  for  spoil ; 
^>a  the  pow  paauantB  frightett  iierdipn  thieves 
j^  lb«r  pale  leanneis,  nothiug  left  on  them 
^KoVrc  carcucs,  sustained  with  air, 
"■^UMig  like  ^losta  alhnghted  from  their  ^javei : 
r^  wA  the  trftei  and  incessant  suuuds 
*"  *V7  htaaU  bww  tlte  aLaram  bell, 
M  kMriaf  It  ran  bellowing  to  their  home ; 
'  ^^  «Uck  widiiwtiaii  bmiU  and  homicides 
^  Ike  nlipoiu  iword  of  Justice  (ren 
■^  ml  thy  hin^domi,  govem'd  aft^r  me ; 
Wil«i»f  t     Or  if  the  ttunettled  bloo'l  ol  France. 
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With  ease  and  wealthi  renew  her  civil  fiiiiet. 
Let  all  my  powers  be  emptied  in  my  Son; 
To  curb  and  end  them  all  as  I  have  done. 
Let  him  by  virtue  quite  out  off  from  Fortune 
Her  feather'd  Bhoulders,  and  her  winged  shoes. 
And  thrust  from  her  light  feet  her  turning  stone ; 
That  she  may  ever  tarry  by  his  throne. 
And  of  his  worth  let  after  ages  say, 
(He  fighting  for  the  land,  and  bringing  home 
Just  conquests,  loaden  with  his  enemies'  spoils,) 
His  father  past  all  France  in  martial  deeds, 
But  he  his  Father  twenty  times  exceeds. 

W/iat  ive  have,  we  ilight ;  what  we  want,  un  Amt  exeeUeiU. 

as  a  man,  match'd  with  a  lovely  wife, 

When  his  most  heavenly  theory  of  her  beauties 
Is  duli'd  and  quite  exhausted  with  his  practice, 
He  brings  her  forth  to  feasts,  where  he,  alas, 
Falls  to  his  viands  with  no  thought  Uke  others, 
~  "     ii  blest  IT   " 


Pmmori.  and  pains,  though  he  be  ne'er  so  poor, 

Atfc  iDorv  reinurse,  than  the  voluptuous  spleens 

Of  ill  Kings  in  the  world  desene  respect. 

He  tbould  be  bom  grer-headed,  that  will  bear 

The  sttg^ht  of  Empire.     Judgment  of  the  life, 

Vttt  tfXe,  and  reputation,  of  a  Man, 

(If  H  be  ju»t  and  worthy)  dwells  so  dark. 

Thai  it  denies  access  to  »tn  and  moon  : 

The  «ours  eye,  sbaipen'd  with  that  sacred  light 

Of  whom  the  sun  itself  ia  but  a  beam. 

Must  only  give  that  judgment.     O  how  much 

Et  thnw  Kin^  then,  ibat  play  with  life  and  death ; 

^  nothing  put  into  their  serious  states 

la  bumour  and  their  Ingta ;  for  which  done 

Mqi  long  for  kingdoms :  whose  huge  counterpoise 

Id  (ms  and  dangers  could  n  fool  comprise, 

Rr  «ould  not  be  a  King,  but  would  be  wise. 

.TlMSelectiotMitliirh  I  h«ie  made  from  thii  Poet  are  mfficient 
*^ta  idaof  l]»t  "fuIIiiotihdghtPDed  ityle"  vhich  Wehsler 
Ma  duncteTiitic  of  Clwpmui.  Of  >U  the  Engligh  Pliy* 
*Hkn,  dupBun  perlupi  ipproachea  aeunt  to  Shakipeare  in 
fc  IwcrtptlTe  and  didartic.  tn  puciiGei  which  ore  \ei»  pnrelj 
^■^c.    Onautic  [nutation  wu  aot  bii  taleot.     He  could  not 

•  Ml  of  hiiuMlf.  u  ShaJupeare  coatd  ihift  at  pteaiure.  la 
Uva  lad  aolniate  other  uiicencei,  but  in  bimKlf  he  had  an 
ft  M  p«reeire  anil  ■  «>al  to  embrace  all  hrma.  He  would  have 
■at*  a  fnat  Kpic  Poel.  if,  Indeed,  be  has  not  abundanllr  vhown 
tlMMlt  tobc  one;  for  hi*  Homer  U  not  topropeclrsTraDiUikin 

•  tb*  SiDric*  of  AchillM  aad  ITIfnn  re- written.  The  eameitnera 
tat  pttiiM  wbldl  be  baa  put  into  eierj  part  of  thCK  pnmu 
■■«M  ba  botdibla  to  a  raader  of  mere  motlem  traaatatiooa. 
b  etaMal  Giaak  aaal  for  the  honor  of  hi>  heroei  ia  only  panJ- 
Utd  iff  Cbal  tme»  aidrit  of  Hebrew  higoir;.  with  which  Milion, 
M  tf  pwanaaHlHt  oaa  of  (be  Zealnts  of  thr'  old  law,  clothed  hin> 
Mif  wb*«  h«  Mleduwn  to  paini  the  acti  of  Sunpion  againil  (be 
"    Ifwadacd.    Tbe  (feat  obitacle  tn  C'bapoian'i  TtaniUtJona 

C  fMd  la  tbair  aBconqaeTahle  quainiiuw.      He  poon  out  lu 


108  A  CHAJXSNQX  FOR  BKAUTT. 

the  ssme  breath  the  taoU,  jtut  and  iwtiirtU  tnd  the  moft  ndcBt 
and  forced  eipreMioHB.  He  leemi  to  gmp  wtuUcTer  word*  Miine 
tint  to  hand  during  the  iinpetiu  of  ioapiratioD,  ai  if  all  othar 
miut  be  insdeciDate  to  the  divine  meaning.  Bat  pauion  (tike  all 
ID  all  in  Poetry)  ia  eTerywherepreKnt.  railing  the  low,  digniiyiiig 
the  mean,  and  putting  lenie  into  the  abnud.  He  make*  his 
readers  glow,  «e«p,  tremble,  take  any  aflaction  whieh  he  pleatea, 
be  moved  bf  vorda  or  in  spite  of  them,  be  diagnited  and  otct- 
come  their  disguiL  I  have  often  thooght  that  (he  Tolgar  mit- 
coDception  of  Shakspeare,  u  of  ■  wild  irregular  genini  "  in 
whom  great  fiultB  are  rompeniated  by  great  beantiet,"  wotlld  be 
reaily  true,  applied  to  Chapman.  But  there  ii  no  acale  by  whidi 
to  balance  auch  diaproportioDate  enbjecta  aa  the  fanlta  and 
beauties  of  a  great  genius.  To  set  off  the  former  irith  any  fair- 
neu  Bgainet  the  latter,  the  pain  vrhich  they  give  ni  ihonld  be  in 
tome  proportion  to  the  pleaaore  which  we  receire  from  the 
other.  As  these  transport  us  to  the  highett  heairen,  thote  thoiJd 
steep  ui  in  agonies  infemaL] 


A  CHALLENGE  FOE  BEAUTY.     BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 


CnAlXENGE  FOa  BBACTy 
/*rf.   i  p«TPPi»C. 

Itar  rmaog  a  lo  m&ke  mt-  Uiink  you  noble, 
Vndd  joa  persuade  mc  ileem  yoat  frieutl  a  God  ? 
Pqr  only  »i>ch  make  men.     Are  you  a  Gentletnan  ? 
Hy  JfoK/.  Not  )irrci  for  1  am  all  dejcHedncBs, 
^Bmtiv<>  to  fortiiiM',  and  a  slave  lo  want; 
^RaiiDOI  call  these  rluUiM  I  wear  miae  own, 
Tdo  not  «ai  but  at  another's  cost. 
Tin  air  I  bmilhe  is  borrow 'd ;  ne'er  was  man 
So  poor  and  sbjecL     I  have  not  an  much 
ball  this  imivene  as  i  thin^  to  leave. 
Or  a  cDuntn,-  I  can  freely  hoaot  h  miue. 
%  tttcncD  and  my  bpiiijr  is  another's. 
What  dwuld  I  any  }     I  am  not  any  thing : 
Aad  I  |Hw»Ms  as  Utile. 
Prt.  T«amcthat? 
Cane,  feme  I  know  you  to  be  no  such  nuu 
W  ir*  a  voldier  valiant  and  renown 'd ; 
Vour  camnfre  tried  by  land,  and  prov'd  at  s 
^  ohicb  I  have  beard  such  full  expression, 
Nrt  mntndH-tioD  aax  persuade  you  ]e%s ; 
'n-i  io  thin  fiiilh  I  n 

-Vant.  A  nif«r  worm. 
ln«l  on  by  fvwj'  ftte. 

Ph.  Kaii'd  by  your  merit 
Ta  be  «  nmuoon  ar^m«tit  throufih  Spain, 
AhI  «[>crcfa  at  Princn'  tablcri,  fur  your  worth  : 
Vour  prranicr  whra  you  please  to  expose 't  abroad 
Attmrta  all  i-yes,  aud  draws  ihrm  aft*r  you ; 
KsA  ihoae  that  undtnlAnd  you,  call  their  friends. 
And  {aBBtbif  tbrau^  the  street,  say.  This  is  hi^. 
TU*  i*  lint  bnve  uul  noble  Euglinhmau, 
Wbom  mUmh  ttriw  to  make  tbeir  preccdimt. 


Thi*  V 


a  thrir  wonder. 
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Makes  me  appear  more  abject  to  myMlf, 
Than  all  disease*  I  have  tasted  yet 
Had  power  to  asperse  upon  me ;  and  yet,  Lady, 
I  could  say  Bomethiog,  durst  I. 

Pet.  Speak  't  at  once. 

Mont.  And  yet 

Pet.  Nay,  but  well  admit  no  pause. 

Mont.  I  know  not  how  my  phrase  may  relidi  you, 
And  loth  I  were  to  offend ;  even  in  what's  past 
I  must  confess  I  was  too  bold.     Farewell ; 
I  shall  no  more  distaste  you. 

Pet.  Sir,  you  do  not ; 
I  do  proclaim  you  do  not.     Stay,  I  charge  you ; 
Or,  as  you  say  you  have  been  fortune's  scorn. 
So  ever  prove  to  woman. 

Mont.  You  charge  deeply. 
And  yet  now  I  bethink  me 

Pet.  As  you  are  a  soldier. 
And  Englishman,  have  hope  to  be  redeem'd 


Prt.  PtetlT.  faith. 

Mtrat.  I  look'd  tbus  to  be  taught  at ;  my  estate 
And  fonuncs,  1  confEU,  deaerve  no  less ; 
1W  made  tne  io  unirillmf^  to  denounce 
Mine  cnrn  deriuouA :  but  alaa  !  I  find 
N«  natiaii,  cext  complexion,  birth,  degree, 
Bm  jeat  at  want,  and  mock  at  nusery. 

kPrL  Love  me  ? 
JtoHl.  I  do.  I  do:  and  maugiv  Fatei 
id  spile  of  all  sinister  etil,  shall. 
|d  now  I  charge  you,  by  that  filial  zeal 
is  one  your  father,  by  the  memory 
rymtr  dear  mother,  by  the  joys  you  hope 
bicased  nuuriagr,  by  the  fortunate  issue 
Wnl  io  your  womb,  by  these  and  all  thinp  else 
X\iMt  Ton  nu)  style  with  goodness ;  instantly 
Without  ecuion,  trick,  or  circunistance. 
Nay,  liaxi  premeditation,  answer  me, 
AAmI  you  me,  or  no  ? 
Pa.  How  speak  you  that  ? 
MimL  Without  demur  or  yaaae. 
Prt.  Girc  me  but  time 
Tc.  ilwp  upon  't. 

.Voni.  I  pardon  you  no  minule;  not  so  much, 
t>  to  apparel  the  least  iihrase  you  speak. 
^9ink  in  the  shorl*»t  seuteiici-. 

Pit.   You  have  vanqoiEh'd  tne, 
\i  mine  own  weapon  :  noble  sir,  I  love  you : 
lad  whai  my  heart  durst  never  tell  my  tongiie. 
Lot  ii  should  bUb  my  thoughts,  at  Ust  1  sjii-ak, 
And  iterate;  I  \o\t  you. 

V'ml.  Oh,  my  happiness ! 
U'ltat  will  tbon  feel  me  still  ?  ut  thou  sol  wstry 
c  thy  May-game,  I 
k,to«)uure's  mighty  magaaiiie,  ^ 
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Not  suffer  me  to  enjoy  it ;  tone  with  thi*  han^. 
With  that  to  give 't  another? 

Pet.  You  are  sad,  Sir; 
Be  ao  no  more ;  if  you  have  bewi  dejected. 
It  Ues  in  me  to  mount  you  to  that  height 
You  could  not  aim  at  greater.     I  am  yours. 
These  Ups,  that  only  witness  it  in  air, 
Now  with  this  truth  confirm  it.  f  Xuti 

Mont.  I  was  bom  to  't ; 
And  it  shall  out  at  once. 

Pet.  Sir,  you  seem  passionate ; 
As  if  my  answer  pleas'd  not. 

Mont.  Now  my  death  ; 
For  mine  own  tongue  must  kill  me :  noble  L«dyt 
You  have  endear'd  mo  to  you,  but  my  vow 
Was,  ne'er  to  match  with  any,  of  what  state 
Or  birth  soever,  till  before  the  contract 
Some  one  thing  I  impose  her. 

Pet.  She  to  do  it  ? 
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MomL  Yoa  shafl  then 

Pet  111  do  it,  M  I  am  a  Virgin : 
Lie  it  within  mortality,  111  do  it 

Mani,  Yoa  shall 

Pet  I  win :  thai  which  i^peara  in  you 
So  terrible  to  speak,  IH  joy  to  act ; 
Aad  take  pride  in  performance. 

MomL  Then  yoa  shall 

Pet  What,  soldier,  what? 

MomL  —  lore  noble  Valladaura ; 
Aad  at  hb  soonest  i^ypointment  marry  him. 

Ptt  Thenlam 


«  Miracle  of  Beauty, 

I  remember*, 
There  Hved  a  Spanish  Princess  of  our  name, 
Ab  Isabella  too,  and  not  long  since. 
Who  finom  her  palace  windows  stedfastly 
Gaiiiig  iqwn  the  Son,  her  hair  took  fire. 
SoHie  angurs  held  it  as  a  prodigy  : 
I  mthcr  think  she  was  Latona's  brood. 
And  that  Apollo  courted  her  bright  hair ; 
Ebe,  coTying  that  her  tresses  put  down  his. 
He  soorcht  them  off  in  envy :  nor  dare  I 
(FnMD  her  derir'd)  expose  me  to  his  beams ; 
lest,  as  he  bums  the  Phoenix  in  her  nest. 
Made  of  the  sweetest  aromatic  wood. 
Either  in  love,  or  envy,  he  agree 
To  Qse  the  like  combustion  upon  me. 

*  A  proud  Spanish  PrinccM  reUtea  this. 
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KobU  Tnator. 

A  Perakn  HiatoTjr 
I  read  of  lat«,  how  the  great  Sophy  once 
Flying  a  noble  Fal»>n  at  the  Heroei 
In  comes  by  chance  an  Eagle  sousitig  by: 
Which  when  the  Hawk  espies,  leave*  her  firat  ganw. 
And  boldly  ventures  on  the  King  of  Birdi ; 
Long  tugg'd  they  in  the  air,  till  at  the  length 
The  Falcon  (better  breath'd)  seiz'd  on  th^Eagle, 
And  struck  it  dead.     The  Barons  prais'd  the  Bird, 
And  for  her  courage  she  was  peerless  held. 
The  Emperor,  after  some  deliberate  thoughts. 
Made  her  no  less  ;  he  caus'd  a  crown  of  gold 
To  be  new  ihim'd,  and  fitted  to  her  head. 
In  honour  of  her  courage  :  then  the  Bird. 
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A  WOMAN  KILLT)  WITH  KINDNESS :    A  TRAGEDY. 
BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 

Mr.  FrmJtford  di$coveri  that  hit  fVtfe  hat  been  unjmi^i  Ut 


Mr$.  Fro.  O  by  what  words,  what  title,  or  what  luune 
SUl  I  entreat  your  pardon  ?     Pardon  I  oh ! 
I  amis  &r  firom  hoping  such  sweet  grace. 
At  Loafer  from  heaven.     To  call  you  husband  I 
(0  me  moat  wretched  I)  I  have  lost  that  name, 
I  am  00  more  yoor  wife. 

Fnm.  Spore  thou  thy  tears,  for  I  will  weep  for  thee, 
Asd  keep  thy  countenance,  for  1*11  blush  for  thee. 
^HNr,  I  protest,  I  think,  'tis  I  am  tainted. 
For  I  am  moat  asham'd ;  and  'tis  more  hard 
For  me  to  look  upon  thy  guilty  face, 
Tkn  oo  the  son's  dear  brow :  what  wouldst  thou  speak  ? 
Mrs.  Fro*  I  would  I  had  no  tongue,  no  ears,  no  eyes, 
Xo  apprehension,  no  capacity. 
When  do  you  spurn  me  like  a  dog  ?  when  tread  me 
Usder  feet  ?  when  drag  me  by  the  hair  ? 
Tko'  I  deaerre  a  thousand  thousand  fold 
More  than  you  can  inflict :  yet,  once  my  husband. 
For  wooumhood,  to  which  I  am  a  shame, 
Tboogfa  once  an  ornament ;  even  for  his  sake 
That  hath  redeemed  our  souls,  mark  not  my  face, 
Xor  hack  me  with  your  sword :  but  let  me  go 
Perfect  and  undeformed  to  my  tomb. 
1  im  not  worthy  that  I  should  prevail 
In  the  least  suit ;  no,  not  to  speak  to  you, 
Nor  look  oo  you,  nor  to  be  in  your  presence : 
Yet  as  an  abject  this  one  suit  I  crave. 
This  rrontcdt  I  am  ready  for  my  grave. 

i2 
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Fran.  My  God,  with  patience  aim  me !  rise,  ni 
And  I'll  debate  with  thee.     Was  H  for  want 
Thou  plaid'st  the  strumpet  P     Wu't  thou  not  tap\ 
With  everjr  pleasm^  fiuhion,  and  new  toy ; 
Nay  even  beyond  my  calling  ? 

Mrt.  Fro.  1  was. 

Fran.  Was  it  then  disability  in  me  ? 
Or  in  thine  eye  »ee»i'd  he  a  properer  man  7 

Mrs.  Fra.  O  no. 

Fran.  Did. not  I  lodge  thee  in  my  bosom? 
Wear  thee  in  my  heart? 

Sfra,  Fro.  You  did. 

Fran.  I  did  indeed,  witness  my  tears  I  did. 
Go  bring  my  infants  hither.     O  Nan,  O  Nan ; 
If  neither  fear  of  shame,  regard  of  honour, 
The  blemish  of  my  house,  nor  my  dear  love. 
Could  have  with-held  thee  from  so  leud  a  fact, 
Yet  for  these  infants,  these  young  harmless  souls. 
On  whose  white  brows  thy  ghame  is  character'dt 
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*1aim  humilirv  torment  thy  soul. 
AnJ  kiil  thee  ercn  wiUi  Ainrf».«*. 

fW  ,Mr.  Fnuikfonl. 

Fran.  Good  ror.  Cfanwtl. — Woman,  hear  ihy  judp- 

tls  mtke  thee  rvaAj  in  thy  best  attire ; 

III*  with  the*  All  thy  piwns,  oil  thy  apparel ; 

Mi»»  outliiiig  that  did  ever  call  thee  mistress, 

w  bj  whouc  light,  being'  left  here  in  the  hoiuc, 

'  Wy  mDember  such  a  woman  waa. 

'*u*  thiw  a  bed  and  hangings  for  thy  chamber; 

^ilf  with  thee  ever)-  thing  which  hath  thy  mark, 

^Di)  p4  th«(!  to  my  manor  seven  miles  off; 

'^Ti(TT  live ;  'lb  thine,  1  freely  (five  it  thee, 

Vi  lefuau  by  shall  furnish  thee  with  wains 

r«  fWTj-  all  thy  stuff  within  two  hours ; 

^'^  longer  will  I  limit  thee  my  sighL 

'^>uie  whiidi  of  all  my  serrauts  thou  lik'»t  best, 

'.u!  tliey  arc  thino  to  attend  thee. 
Mn,  Fra.  A  mild  smtpnoe. 

f'nm.  Bm  as  thon  hop'st  for  heaven,  as  thou  belie v'st 
Tly  aaaic'i  recorded  in  the  book  of  life, 

I  ^wge  thev  never  afUr  this  sad  day 
T»  M  aw  or  to  meet  roc ;  or  tu  send 
b  mri,  or  writing,  gift,  or  olhervrbe, 
Tft  lomv  me,  by  tkyiclf,  or  by  thy  friends ; 
Kor  rbaHwigT  uiy  pan  in  my  two  ehildren. 
&  hivweO,  Nan ;  for  we  will  henceforth  be 
4*  ««  had  never  M>vn,  nr'er  murr  shall  see. 

Vn.  Frm.  How  fiiU  my  heart  is,  in  mini'  eyes  appears : 
^1^  wmatii  in  words,  1  will  fiijiply  in  tears. 

frvau  Come,  take  your  coach,  your  «tuff;  alt  nmsi 

s  aoA  all  make  muly.  all  be  gone. 
■  tkjr  hasd  cot  tvo  bcArts  out  of  one. 
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Crahwsl,  FRANKFOKD,an(f  Nicholas,  a  Servant. 

Cran.  Why  do  you  search  each  room  about  your  houae. 
Now  that  you  have  dispatch'd  your  wife  awav? 

Fran.  O  sir,  to  see  that  nothing  may  be  left 
Tliai  eier  was  my  wife's :  I  lor'd  her  dearly, 
And  when  1  do  but  think  of  her  unkindness, 
My  thoughts  are  all  in  hcH ;  to  avoid  which  torment,  ] 
I  would  not  have  a  bodkin  nor  a  eufF. 
A  bracelet,  necklace,  or  rebato  wire, 
Nor  auy  thiog  that  ever  was  call'd  her's. 
Left  me,  by  which  I  might  remember  her. 
Seek  round  about. 

.Vi<;.  Here's  her  lute  flung;  in  a  comer. 

frail.  Her  lute  ?  Oh  God  1  upon  this  instrument  1 
Hec  fingers  have  ran  quick  division. 
Swifter  than  that  which  now  divides  our  hearts. 
These  frets  have  made  me  pleasant,  that  have  now, 
Frets  of  my  heart'Strings  made.  O  master  Cranwel,  I 
Oft  bath  she  made  this  melaDcholy  wood 
(Sow  mute  and  dumb  for  her  disastrous  cbimce) 
Speak  sweetly  mjmy  a  note,  sound  many  a  stran 
To  her  own  ravishing  voice,  which  being  well  strun^tl 
What  pleasant  strange  airs  have  they  jointly  rung! 
Post  with  it  after  her ;  now  nothing's  left ; 
Of  her  and  her's  I  am  at  once  bereft. 


Nicholas  overtakes  Mt».  Frankpord  o*  kerjoi 
and  delivers  the  Loite. 

Mri.  Fra.  I  know  the  lute ;  oft  hove  I  sung  to  ll 
U'e  both  are  out  of  tune,  both  out  of  time. 

ifk.  My  master  eomroenda  him  unto  ye  i 
There's  all  he  can  find  that  waa  ever  yours. 
He  prays  you  to  forget  him,  and  so  he  bi(U  you  (t 
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htm.  he  is  kmd,  and  ever  was. 
All  JOB  thai  luir*  true  fecliug  of  ray  grief, 
TbM  koirir  my  low,  and  have  relenting  hearts, 
Ciml  mr  about;  and  help  me  with  your  tears 
To  «iijj  njy  "potted  sins :  my  luie  shall  groan ; 
[l  ctDGot  «rr]i.  but  liliall  UoicDt  my  moan. 
If  tDu  rvbim  unto  your  matter,  «ay, 
(Tho'  not  from  me,  for  I  am  wnworthy 
To  Mut  hi»  uune  »o  with  a  strumpet's  tongue) 
TW  yon  have  seen  me  weep,  wish  myself  dead. 
"•J  jTW  may  say  loo  {for  ray  vow  is  ]mat) 
Lu  Di([ht  Ton  Mw  me  eat  and  ilrink  my  last. 
TW  to  your  master  you  may  ssy  and  swear : 
Fw  it  is  writ  in  heaven,  umI  decreed  liert-. 
^  Imtk  tbii  lute  an  my  coach>  wheel, 
A>  the  Wt  mitnc  thai  I  e'er  shall  make ; 

»"«  M  my  husfaand't  gift,  but  my  larewell 
Ta  ill  nmh's  joy ;  and  to  your  master  tell. 
A'k,  111  do  your  commendations. 
3tM.Frt^  Onoi 
\ittr  iMt  •o  presmou :  nor  to  my  ehildrm ; 
I  m  declaim'')  in  both,  alas,  I  am. 
"  arvpf  teach  them,  when  they  come  to  :|teak, 
Ta  namp  the  name  of  mother :  ehidt-  their  tongue 
If  they  by  chanee  light  on  that  hated  word ; 
Tell  thetn  'lis  naught,  fur  when  thnt  word  thrv  ntuni 
(Penr  pretty  Mmis)  they  harp  on  (heir  own  shame. 
■■    lion  tmto  my  eo«ch,  thwi  to  my  home, 

to  my  dcatb-bed ;  for  trtrm  this  sad  hour, 
i  ;i-Tpf  will  nor  eat,  nor  drink,  nor  taste 
<H  any  caiea  that  may  preserve  my  life  ; 
I  never  will  nor  smile,  nor  sleep,  nor  rest. 
Ihtt  wbea  my  t«ar«  hare  wash'd  my  bkek  soul  whil< 
~         Savioor  lo  ihy  hands  I  yield  my  sprite. 


^kwt  Saviotu 
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Mrt.  Frankford  (dying).  Sir  Francis  Acton 
(her  brot/ier).  Sir  Charles  Mountfokd.  Mr. 
Malbv,  and  other  ofh«r  hutban^ijriauli. 

MaL  How  fare  you,  mra.  Fnnkford? 

Mrs.  Fra.  Sick,  sick,  o  nek ;  give  me  srane  air.   1 
pray 
Tell  me,  oh  telLme,  where  is  mr.  Frankfiird. 
Will  he  not  deign  to  see  me  e'er  I  die  ? 

MaL  Yes,  mra.  Frankford :  divers  gentlemen 
Your  loving  neighboura,  with  thftt  just  request 
Have  mov'd  and  told  him  of  your  weak  estate : 
Who,  tho'  with  much  ado  to  get  beUef, 
Examining  of  the  general  circumstance, 
Seeing  your  sorrow  and  your  penitence, 
And  hearing  therewithal  the  great  desire 
You  have  to  see  him  ere  you  left  the  world, 
He  gave  to  us  hia  faith  to  follow  u 
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^UM  to  Rte  you,  but  my  brawb,  you  see, 
Mrk  into  Utan,  and  1  must  weep  by  thee. 
Ilm>  mr.  Fnuikford  now. 

Mr.  Franrfors  enters. 
Fran.  Good-moiTow.  brother ;  morrow,  gentlemen  : 
ijiii,  that  luth  Uid  this  cross  upon  our  beads, 
^fieht  (bad  he  pleag'dj  have  made  our  cause  of  meetiitff 
*)n  a  mnre  fair  and  more  contented  ground : 
Bui  hf>  that  made  us,  made  us  lo  this  woe. 
itfrj,  Fra.  Aad  is  he  come  ?  mcthinks  that  voice  1 

Fnn.  How  do  you,  woman  ? 

.Ifp..  Fra.  Well,  mr.  Frankfonl,  well ;  but  shall  be 
better 
'  lio[w  witliui  this  hour.     Will  you  vouchsafe 
llfnt  of  Tour  grate,  and  your  humanity) 
To  tt^  a  ipotted  atrumpot  by  the  haud  ? 

Fnm.  TUa  hand  once  held  my  heart  in  faster  bonds 
fW  DOW  'ti*  grip'd  by  nie.     God  pardon  thein 

iUu  Blade  ui  first  break  hold. 
Mrt.  Fra,  Amen,  amen. 
I      ^  tf  Biy  mal  to  heaven,  whither  I'm  now  bound, 
'  *w  M  impudent  to  «i»h  you  here ; 
-Ud  oDoe  more  beg  your  pardon.     Oh !  good  num. 
loi  btbrr  to  my  children,  pardon  me. 
HMmi,  O  prdun  me :  my  fault  bo  heinous  is, 
fW  if  you  in  lliiii  world  forgive  it  not, 
'ieaien  wiD  not  clear  it  in  the  world  to  come. 
''tinotna  hath  m  uaurp'd  upon  tiiy  knees 
Tku  kiterl  1  caiwot :  hut  on  my  heart's  kncei 
Ml  prtMtnte  loul  Ues  thrown  down  at  your  feet 
To  baf  y^nir  graciutw  pardon.     Fardon,  O  pardon  me  ! 
Frmn.  A*  &raly  fnim  the  low  depth  of  my  soul 

Buy  Rodeenwr  hath  for  us  given  his  di-aih. 
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I  pardon  thee  ;  I  will  shed  tear*  for  thee ; 
Pray  with  thee : 

And,  in  mere  pity  of  thy  weak  estate, 
I'll  wish  M>  die  with  thee. 

All.  So  do  we  all. 

Fran.  Even  as  I  hope  for  pardon  at  that  day, 
When  the  great  judge  of  heaven  in  scarlet  aiti^ 
So  be  thou  pardon'd.     Tho'  thy  rash  offence 
Divorc'd  our  bo(Ues,  thy  repentant  tears 
Unite  our  bouIs. 

Char.  Then  comfort,  mistrese  Frankford  ; 
You  see  your  hushand  hath  foi^veo  your  fall ; 
Then  rouic  your  spirits,  and  cheer  your  fainting  so 

Susan.  How  is  it  with  you  ? 

Arlon.  How  d'ye  feel  yourself  ? 

Mrs.  Fro.  Not  of  this  world. 

Fran.  I  see  you  are  not,  and  I  weep  to  see  it. 
My  wife,  the  mother  to  my  pretty  babes ; 
Both  those  lost  names  I  do  restore  thee  back. 
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THE  ENGLISH   TRAVELLER.    BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 

yong  GenUdme  comes  home  from  his  Travelt,  and  findt  hu 
PkigfeUow^  that  should  have  been  his  Wife^  married  to  old 
WimcotL  The  old  Gentleman  receives  him  hospitably^  as  a 
Friend  of  las  Father's  ;  takes  delight  to  hear  him  tell  of  his 
Travels^  and  treats  lam  in  all  respects  Hhe  a  second  Ftiher  ; 
hn  House  being  always  open  to  him.  Young  Geraldme  and 
the  Wife  agree  not  to  wrong  the  old  Gentleman, 

Wife.    Geraldtne. 

Ger.  We  now  are  left  alone. 

Wife.  Wby,  say  we  be ;  who  should  be  jealous  of  us  ? 
This  is  not  first  of  many  hundred  nights. 
That  we  two  have  been  private,  from  the  first 
Of  our  acquaintance ;  when  our  tongues  but  clipt 
Oar  mother's  tongue,  and  could  not  speak  it  plain, 
H>  knew  each  other :  as  in  stature,  so 
locreast  our  sweet  society.     Since  your  travel, 
And  my  late  marriage,  through  my  husband's  love, 
Mid-night  has  been  as  mid-day,  and  my  bed-chamber 
As  free  to  you,  as.your  own  (kther*s  house, 
And  vou  as  welcome  to  it. 

m 

Ger.  I  must  confess, 
It  IS  in  you,  your  noble  courtesy ; 
In  him,  a  more  than  common  confidence, 
Atid,  in  his  age,  can  scarce  find  precedent. 

Wife.  Most  true :  it  is  withal  an  argument, 
That  both  our  virtues  are  so  deep  imprest 
In  his  good  thoughts,  he  knows  we  cannot  err. 

Ger.  A  villain  were  he,  to  deceive  such  trust, 
Or  (were  there  one)  a  much  worse  character. 
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wye.  And  she  no  less,  whom  either  beauty,  youth. 
Time,  place,  or  opportunity  could  tempt 
To  injure  such  a.  husband. 

Ger.  You  deserve, 
Even  for  his  sake,  to  be  for  ever  young  ; 
And  he,  for  yours,  to  have  his  youth  renew'd: 
So  mutual  is  your  true  conjugal  love. 
Yet  had  the  fates  so  pleas'd — 

Wife.  I  know  your  meaning. 
It  was  once  voic'd,  that  we  two  should  have  niatcht ; 
The  world  so  thought  and  many  tongues  so  spake ; 
But  heaven  hath  now  dispos'd  us  other  ways : 
And  being  as  it  is  (a  thing  in  roe 
Which  I  protest  was  never  wisht  nor  sought) 
Now  done,  I  not  repent  it. 

Ger.  In  those  times 
Of  all  the  treasures  of  my  hopes  and  love 
You  were  th'  Exchequer,  they  were  stored  in  you  ; 
And  had  not  my  unfortunate  Travel  crost  tht-m. 


Grr.  That's  tlie  thiug  I  crav«, 
■I  only  lluit ;  to  have  ft  pli 
yiyir.   I'rrsiinie  on  thot  already,  but  perhaps 
0  »tM*tch  it  Further. 
I  Ger.  Only  thus  far : 

Vnur  biuhand'a  old:  to  whom  my  aoul  does  wish 

A  Swtor's  age,  to  much  he  merits  from  me  : 

Vn  if  (M  proof  and  nature  diuly  leach. 

Mm  cannot  alnays  live,  especially 

^ich  01  are  old  and  crazed ;)  he  be  called  hence, 

Fiirly,  in  full  maturity  of  time. 

And  irr  two  be  reserv'd  to  after  life  ; 

W'lil  yon  confer  your  widow-hooil  on  me  ? 

ff^r.  You  a&lc  the  tJiinf;  I  was  about  to  beg  ; 
Vnvrtoo^e  bath  spoke  mine  own  thoughts. 

(irr.  'Tut  enough,  that  word 
Alone  initalea  me  happy  :  now,  so  please  you, 
^»  «ll  divide  ;  you  to  your  private  chamber, 
I  In  6nd  out  my  friend. 
H^ft.  You  are  now  my  brother ; 
^bAm  tbtn,  my  teoond  fauiband. 
^^H  L  77iey  part. 

^H^  GtTMUmeabitnUkinufy/ro'Hiir  H-rnif  of  Mr.  »'imvlt 

^^^  i^rr   lAaa  it  MiatU  to  him.      THr  •M  Geatlfman  mdi  fur 

^  Utjlmd  out  lAr  muBn.^ltf  plmdi  lui  FaUter't  commands. 

WiNcoTT.    Geraldine. 
Grr.  VTith  i]ue  aclinowledgiuent 
Of  all  your  more  tban  many  cuuitesics  : 
Vm  have  been  my  lecond  father,  nnd  your  wife 
^ly  DoUe  and  chastf  mislreai ;  all  your  servants 
At  my  command :  and  this  yi>ur  bounteous  table 
A>  free  aiul  commiou  aa  my  fathvr's  house : 
NMtbvr  'gainrt  any  or  the  lewt  of  these 
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Win.  What  might  then  be 
The  cause  of  this  coDBtraint,  in  thui  Absenting 
Yourself  from  Buch  as  love  you  P 

Ger.  Out  of  many, 
I  will  propose  some  few :  the  care  I  have 
Of  your  (as  yet  unblemisheil)  renown; 
The  untoucht  honour  of  your  virtuous  wife ; 
And  (which  I  value  least,  yet  dearly  too) 
My  own  fair  reputation. 

IVin.  How  can  these 
In  any  way  be  question'd  ? 

Ger.  Oh,  dear  sir, 
Bad  tongues  have  been  too  busy  with  ue  all ; 
Of  which  I  never  yet  had  time  to  think. 
But  with  sad  thoughts  and  griefs  unspeakable. 
It  hath  been  whisper'd  by  some  wicked  ones. 
But  loudly  thunder'd  in  ray  father's  ears. 
By  some  that  have  malign'd  our  happiness  ; 
(Heaven,  if  it  can  brook  slander,  pardon  them) 
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To  flop  the  wont  thst  scmdtl  coald  inflict. 
And  to  preyent  fklae  rumoara,  cluurgM  me, 
Tlie  cause  remov'dy  to  take  away  the  effect ; 
Wludi  only  could  be»  to  forbear  your  house : 
And  thb  opoo  his  blessing.    You  hear  all. 

Wm.  And  I  of  all  acquit  yon :  this  your  absence, 
With  which  my  love  most  catrill'd,  orators 
la  jour  behalf.     Had  such  things  pass'd  betwixt  you, 
Not  threats  nor  chiding^  could  have  driv*n  you  hence  ; 
h  pleads  in  your  behalf,  and  speaks  in  her^s ; 
And  arms  me  with  a  double  confidence 
Both  of  your  friendship  and  her  loyalty. 
I  an  happy  in  you  both,  and  only  doubtful 
WUdi  of  you  two  doth  most  impart  my  love. 
Yon  ihall  not  hence  to-night. 
Gtr.  Fray,  pardon,  sir. 
Wm.  You  are  in  your  lodging. 
GfT.  But  my  father's  charge. 
Win^  My  conjuration  shall  dispense  with  that ; 
YoQ  may  be  up  as  early  as  you  please, 
fo  hoM^e  to-night  you  shall  not. 
Ger.  You  are  powerfiiL 

TVttvellen^  Stories. 

Sir,  my  husband 
^itk  took  much  pleasure  in  your  strange  discourse 
ixNit  Jerusalem  and  the  Holy  Land  ; 
o«  the  new  city  differs  from  the  old ; 
hat  ruins  of  the  Temple  yet  remain  ; 
d  whether  Sion,  and  those  hills  about, 
h  these  adjacent  towns  and  villages, 
p  that  proportion 'd  distance  as  we  read : 
then  in  Rome,  of  that  great  Pyramis 
'd  in  the  front,  on  four  hons  mounted ; 
ina&j  of  those  Idol  temples  stand, 
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First  dedicated  to  their  heathen  gods, 
Which  niiii'd,  which  to  better  use  repair'd  ; 
Of  their  Pantheon,  and  their  Capitol ; 
What  Btructures  are  demolish'd,  what  remain. ' 

And  what  more  pleasure  to  an  old  man's  eari 

That  never  drew  save  his  own  countiy'a  air, 
Than  hear  such  things  related  ? 

Shipwreci  hy  Drink, 
This  Gentleman  and  I 
Past  but  just  now  by  your  next  neighbour's  houset 
Where,  as  they  say,  dwells  one  young  Lionel, 
An  unthrift  youth :  his  father  now  at  sea. 

There  this  night 

Was  a  great  feast. 

In  the  height  of  tbeir  carousing,  all  their  brains 

Warm'd  with  the  heat  of  wine,  discourse  was  oflfer'd 

Of  ships  and  storms  at  sea :  when  suddenly. 

Out  of  his  giddy  wildness,  one  conceives 

ITie  room  wherein  they  quaff"d  to  be  a  Pinnace, 
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Imi  for  Uie  boal«wiiin :  one  lies  Etn 
a*  if  he  swum  for  life  ; 
the  base-viol  for  tlie  cock-boat, 
Mly  cin't,  luboitrs,  and  n 
!  ("  OM.  the  Blick  willi  wliich  the  fidler  plaid : 
f'lurib  liMtriilet  his  fellow,  thiaking  to  scape 
\i  iliit  Anon)  on  the  dolphin's  back, 

StUl  fuBbliDg  on  a  j;^ttern. The  nide  multitude, 

Watdun^  williciut,  and  gaping  for  the  spoil 
Chi  from  the  windows,  went  by  th'  ears  about  it ; 
iTU  Conitablc  is  mll'd  to  atone  the  broil ; 
■h  done,  and  healing  such  a  noi«c  within 

sbip-KTeck,  enters  th'  bouse,  and  finds  lliem 
tlb*  confusion :  they  adore  his  Staff, 
^  tkink  it  Neptune's  Trident;  and  that  he 
itww  with  his  Tritons  (so  they  call'd  his  watch) 
>i  cxlm  the  trmpcst  and  appease  the  wares : 
^  at  thu  point  we  left  them. 

[lb  fdcci!  of  plcaunt  ciui^nlion  {whicb,  for  itt  life  am: 
^*nimt(bt  lu«c  bean  tolil,  or  acted,  hv  Petraci: 
t*»  lit  M  thr  lillr  uf  CHwIey'*  L«bo  PUj,  Niu/ngium 
^'nlwT,  lad  fumuhcnl  Ihf  ld(m  «f  the  but  aeear  in  it — 
'!<^>od'*  Pnf*«  lo  Ebb  FUy  ia  inurcgdng,  u  it  ihoin  tbe 
'TBt  taditntore  bIjouI  piinlerity.  which  some  of  tht»e  great 
''^^trt  ■••«■  tu  bair  f»ll.  Tbrrc  te  ■  nugiiudmity  id  Authorfbip 
'  I*  ctvrjtliitig  (Usi 

'  If  Bni^fT  tkou  but  of  thii  pUj  b«en  an  Auditor,  therr  ia 
■«  apubicT  to  be  UMd  bgr  Inlrrjitiag  Ih;  padencc.  Thia  Tngi- 
"amij  <bci«g  t>iw  rewnml  atnungst  220  in  which  1  had  rithcr  an 
'  >Ui*  boul,  ur  >l  tlw  leut  a  main  bog^r)  camiag  u-ciilenlal);  lii 
•  pcBW,  aai  1  ha*lBg  Intdllgcnce  tbtnuf.  thought  it  uol  At 
-a  tl  ibo«lil  pui  la  fiJioa  pop^,  ■  Bastard  wiihool  «  fitbfr  lo 
•ckanrUci  tl :  Inic  it  la  that  mjr  fityt  m  not  «1]kihiI  lo  tlie 
"arid  ia  iQlann,  to  bnr  tii»  tiUe  of  work»  (ai  othrti  *  i :  one 
-■caaoa  i«,lhM  nasjr  ofikFtDbf  alxiftingaDdrhaiigrof  comruiln. 

I  *  B«  nma  lo  glian  ti  Ben  Juiuon. 
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hsTe  been  negligent!;  lost.  Othen  of  them  are  itill  retained  in 
the  hands  of  same  acton,  vho  think  it  againat  their  peculiar 
prolit  to  have  Ibem  come  in  print,  and  ■  third  that  it  aerer  waa 
any  great  ambition  in  me  to  be  in  thii  kind  Toluminoual;  read- 
All  that  I  hare  Turther  to  saj  at  this  time  ia  onlj  thii :  ceninre 
I  eiiireat  as  favourably  aa  it  ie  eipoKd  to  thy  view  frcelr- 
"  Ever 
' '  StodioDB  of  thy  Pleainre  and  Profit 

"  Th.  Hrtvoob." 
or  the  220  pieces  which  he  here  apeaki  of  having  been 
concerned  in,  only  25,  as  enumerated  by  Dodiley,  have  come 
down  to  ua,  for  the  reasons  asaigned  in  the  preface.  The  ra«t 
haie  perished,  eipoaed  to  the  cainaldei  of  ■  theatre.  Heywoodi 
ambition  Beemi  to  liave  been  confined  to  the  pleaanre  of  hearing 
the  Players  speak  hii  lines  while  he  lired.  It  doea  not  appear 
that  be  ever  contemplated  the  possibility  of  being  read  by  after 
ages,  niiat  a  slender  pittance  of  fame  was  motiTe  mffleient 
to  the  production  of  such  Ptaya  as  the  English  TranHer,  the 
Challenge  for  Beauty,  and  the  Woman  Killed  with  Kindneaal 
Posterity  is  bound  to  take  care  that  a  Writer  losei  Dothiog  by 
such  a  noble  modesty.] 
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CnwMTe  my  age»  O  tmie,  to  my  first  thread ; 
Let  me  lose  fifty  yesjrs»  in  ignorance  spent ; 
Tliaty  being  made  an  inAmt  once  again, 
I  may  begin  to  know*     What,  or  where  am  I, 
To  be  thus  lost  in  wonder  ? 

Wifi.  Sir. 

Gem,  Amasement  still  pursues  me,  how  am  I  chang*d, 
Or  broogbt  ere  I  can  understand  myself 
Into  this  new  world  I 

Rok,  You  wiU  believe  no  witches  ? 

Gem,  Tliis  makes  me  believe  all,  aye,  any  thing ; 
And  that  myself  am  nothing.     Prithee,  Robin, 
Lay  me  to  myself  open;  what  art  thou, 
Or  this  new  transform*d  creature  ? 

Rob.  I  am  Robin ; 
And  this  your  wife,  my  mistress. 

Gen,  Ted  me,  the  earth 
Shall  leave  its  seat,  and  mount  to  kiss  the  moon ; 
Or  that  the  moon,  enamour'd  of  the  earth, 
Shall  leave  her  sphere,  to  stoop  to  us  thus  low. 
^liat,  what's  this  in  my  hand,  that  at  an  instant 
Can  from  a  four-legg'd  creature  make  a  thing 
So  like  a  wife  ? 

RfkL  A  bridle ;  a  jugling  bridle.  Sir. 

Gem.  A  bridle  I    Hence,  enchantment. 
A  iriper  were  more  safe  within  my  hand. 
Than  this  charm'd  engine. — 
A  witch !  my  wife  a  witch ! 
The  more  I  strive  to  unwind 
Mvself  from  this  meander,  I  the  more 

« 

Therein  am  intricated.     Prithee,  woman. 
Art  thou  a  witch  ? 

Hlfe,  It  cannot  be  denied, 
I  am  such  a  curst  creature. 

Gem.  Keep  aloof: 
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And  do  not  come  too  near  me.     O  my  trust ; 
Have  I,  siace  first  I  understood  myself, 
Been  of  my  soul  so  chary,  still  to  study 
What  best  was  for  its  health,  to  renounce  all 
The  works  of  that  black  fieud  with  my  best  force ; 
And  hath  that  serpent  twined  me  so  about, 
That  I  must  lie  so  often  and  bo  long 
With  a  devil  in  my  bosom? 

Wife.  Pardon,  Sir.     ZShe  looks  tJOKOt.] 

Gen,  Pardon  I  can  such  a  thing  as  that  be  hoped  ? 
Lift  up  thine  eyes,  lost  woman,  to  yon  hills ; 
It  must  be  thence  expected :  look  not  down 
Unto  that  horrid  dwelling ;  which  thou  hast  sought 
At  such  dear  rate  to  purchase.     Prithee  tell  me, 
(For  now  I  can  belicTe)  art  thou  a  witch? 

Wife.  I  am. 

Gen.  With  that  word  I  am  thunderstruck, 
And  know  not  what  to  answer;  yet  resolve  me. 
Hast  thou  made  any  contract  with  that  fiend. 
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Gen.  Why,  hast  thou  any  hope  ? 

Wifi.  Yes,  sir,  I  have. 

Gen.  Make  it  appear  to  me. 

Wife.  I  hope  I  never  hargain'd  for  that  fire, 
Further  than  penitent  tears  have  power  to  quench. 

Gen*  I  would  see  some  of  them. 

Wtfim  Yon  behold  them  now 
(If  joQ  look  on  me  with  charitable  eyes) 
TiDctor'd  in  blood,  blood  issuing  from  the  heart. 
Sir,  I  am  sorry ;  when  I  look  towards  heaven, 
I  beg  a  gracioas  pard<m;  when  on  you, 
Methinks  your  native  goodness  should  not  be 
Less  pitiful  than  they :  *gainst  both  I  have  err'd ; 
From  both  I  beg  atonement. 

Gen.  Maj  1  presume  't  ? 

Wife.  I  kneel  to  both  your  mercies. 

Gen.  Knowest  thou  what 
A  witch  is? 

Wife.  Alas,  none  better ; 
Or  after  mature  recollection  can  be 
More  sad  to  think  on't. 

Gen.  Tell  me,  are  those  tears 
As  full  of  true-hearted  penitence, 
As  mine  of  sorrow  to  behold  what  state, 
What  desperate  state,  thou  r't  fain  in? 

If  1^  Sir,  they  are. 

Gen.  Rise ;  and,  as  I  do  you,  so  heaven  pardon  me ; 
We  all  offend,  but  from  such  falling  off 
Defend  us !     Well,  I  do  remember,  wife, 
Wlien  I  first  took  thee,  'twas^br  good  and  bad: 
O  change  thy  bad  to  g^ood,  that  I  may  keep  thee 
(As  then  we  past  our  faiths)  *till  Death  us  sever. 
O  woman,  thou  hast  need  to  weep  thyself 
Into  a  fountain,  such  a  penitent  spring 
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As  may  have  power  to  quench  invisible  flamei  ; 
In  which  my  eyes  shall  aid :  too  little,  all  *. 

Prani  Hotjulaiity, 
Gentlemen,  welcome ;  'tis  a  word  I  use  ; 
From  me  expect  no  further  compliment ; 
Nor  do  I  name  it  often  at  one  meeting ; 
Once  spoke,  to  those  that  miderstand  me  best, 
And  know  I  always  purpose  as  I  speak, 
Hath  ever  yet  sufficed :  so  let  it  you. 
Nor  do  I  love  that  common  phrase  of  guest^ 
As,  we  make  bold,  or,  we  are  troublesome, 
We  take  you  unprovided,  and  the  like ; 
1  know  you  understanding  Gentlemen, 
And  knowing  me,  cannot  persuade  yourselves 
With  me  you  shall  be  troublesome  or  b<Jd..  — — 
Nor  shall  you  find 

Being  set  to  meat,  that  111  excuse  your  fare, 
Oi-  say,  I  am  sorry  it  falls  out  so  poor, 
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A  PAIR  QUARREL:  A  COMEDY.  BY  THOMAS  MIDDLETON 
AND  WILLIAM  ROWLEY. 

Capiam  Ager  in  a  diipule  vM  a  Colonel  fat  friend^  receives  from 
the  Cohntl  the  appellation  of  Son  of  a  Whore,  A  challenge 
it  given  and  accepted :  but  the  Captaiuy  before  he  goet  to  the 
/eld,  it  wil&ng  to  be  confirmed  of  hit  mother't  honor  from  her 
own  lipt.  Lady  Ager,  being  quettioned  by  her  Son,  to 
prevent  a  duel,  faUely  tlandert  htrtelf  of  unchattUy.  The 
Captain,  thinking  that  he  hat  a  bad  caute,  refutet  to  fight, 
Bui  being  reproached  by  the  Colonel  unth  cowardice,  he 
etteemt  that  he  hat  now  a  tufficient  caute  for  a  quarrel,  in  the 
rindicating  of  hit  honor  from  that  atpertion ;  and  drawt,  and 
ditmrmt  Ait  opponent. 

Lady.     Captain,  Iter  Soiu 

La,  Where  left  you  your  dear  friend  the  Colonel  ? 

Cap.  Oh  the  dear  Colonel,  I  should  meet  him  soon. 

La.  Oh  fail  him  not  then,  he*s  a  Gentleman 
The  fiune  and  reputation  of  your  time 
Is  much  engag'd  to. 

Cap,  Yes,  and  you  knew  all,  mother. 

La,  I  thought  I'd  known  so  much  of  his  fair  goodness, 
More  coold  not  have  been  look*d  for. 

Cap,  O  yes,  yes.  Madam : 
And  this  his  last  exceeded  all  the  rest. 

La,  For  gratitude's  sake  let  me  know  this  I  prithee. 

Cap.  Then  thus  ;  and  I  desire  your  censure  freely. 
Whether  it  appeared  not  a  strange  noble  kindness  in  him. 

La,  Trust  me,  I  long  to  hear'u 

Cap.  You  know  he's  hasty ; 
That  by  the  way. 

La,  So  are  die  best  conditions : 
Your  fiither  was  the  like. 
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Cap.  I  be^in  now 
.    To  doubt  me  more :  why  am  not  I  so  too  then  ? 
Blood  follows  blood  through  forty  geaeratioDfl ; 
And  I've  a  slow-pac'd  wrath :  a  shrewd  dilemmR. — 

(amir.) 

La,  Well,  as  you  were  saying,  Sir. 

Cap.  Marry,  thus,  food  Madam. 
There  was  ia  company  a  foul-mouth'd  Tillain         ■ 

Stay,  stay, 

Who  should  I  liken  him  to  that  you  hare  seen  ? 

He  comes  so  near  one  that  I  would  not  match  him  with, 

Faith,  just  o'  the  Colonel's   pitch  :  he's  ne'er  the  wone 

man; 
Usurers  have  been  compar'd  to  magistrates. 
Extortioners  to  lawyers,  and  the  like, 
But  they  all  prove  ne'er  the  worse  men  for  that. 

La.  That's  had  enough,  they  need  not. 

Cap.  This  rude  fellow, 
A  shame  to  all  humanity  and  manners, 
Urrnlhrs  from  tlio  rDlti'niic'.s  ill'  lii-  [.'all  und  n 
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Wh  J  what's  the  quarrel,  speak.  Sir,  that  should  rise 
Sodi  fearful  douht,  my  honor  hearing  part  on*t  ? 
The  words,  whate'er  Uiey  were 

Cop.  Son  of  a  whore. 

La*  Thou  liest : 
And  were  my  love  ten  thousand  times  more  to  thee. 
Which  is  as  much  now  as  e'er  mother's  was. 
So  thoQ  shouldst  feel  my  anger.     Dost  thou  call 
That  quarrel  douhtfiil  ?  where  are  all  my  merits  ? 

{^Strikes  him.'] 
Not  one  stand  up  to  tell  this  man  his  error  ? 
TlioQ  might'st  as  well  call  the  Sun's  truth  in  question, 
As  tfaj  hirth  or  my  honor. 

Cap.  Now  hlessings  crown  you  for 't ; 
It  is  the  joyfuU'st  hlow  that  e'er  flesh  felt 

Iau  Nay,  stay,  stay,  Sir ;  thou  art  not  left  so  soon : 
This  is  no  question  to  he  slighted  off. 
And  at  your  pleasure  closed  up  feir  again, 
As  though  you'd  never  touch'd  it,  no ;  honor  doubted, 
Is  honor  deeply  wounded ;  and  it  rages 
More  than  a  commoo  smart,  being  of  thy  making. 
For  thee  to  fear  my  truth  it  kills  my  comfort. 
Where  should  feme  seek  for  her  reward,  when  he 
That  is  her  own  by  the  great  tye  of  blood 
U  ferthest  off  in  bounty :  O  poor  Goodness, 
That  only  pay'st  thyself  with  thy  own  works ; 
For  nothing  else  looks  towards  thee.     Tell  me,  pray^ 
Hliich  of  my  loving  cares  dost  thou  requite 
With  this  vile  thought  ?  which  of  my  prayers  or  wishes  ? 
Many  thou  ow'st  me  for.    This  seven  year  hast  thou 

known  me 
A  widow,  only  married  to  my  vow ; 
Thai's  no  small  witness  of  my  feith  and  love 
To  him  that  in  life  was  thy  honour'd  father : 
And  live  I  now  to  know  that  good  mistrusted  ? 
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Cap.  No,  it  shall  appear  that  my  belier  is  chearful  I 
For  never  was  a  mother's  reputation 
NobUer  defended ;  'tis  my  joy  and  pride 
1  have  a  finnness  to  bestow  upon  it. 

La,  What's  that  you  said,  Sir? 

Cap.  'Twere  too  bold  and  soon  yet! 
To  crave  forgiveness  of  you.     I  will  earn  it  first. 
Dead  or  alive  I  know  I  shall  enjoy  it. 

La.  What's  all  this,  Sir? 

Cap.  My  joy's  beyond  expression ; 
I  do  but  think  how  wretched  I  had  been, 
Were  this  another's  quarrel  and  not  mine. 

La.  Why,  is  it  your's? 

Cap.  Mine  ?  think  me  not  so  miserable, 
Not  to  be  mine :  then  were  I  worse  than  abject, 
More  to  be  loath 'd  than  vileness,  or  sin'a  dunghill : 
Nor  did  1  fear  your  goodness,  faithful  Madam, 
But  came  with  greedy  joj  to  be  confirm'd  in  't. 
To  give  the  nobler  onset :  then  shines  valour. 
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Id  put  him  off  an  hour :  why,  the  whole  world 
Has  Dot  chains  strong  enough  to  bind  me  from  it : 
The  strongest  is  mj  Reverence  for  you, 
Which  if  jou  force  upon  me  in  this  case, 
I  most  be  forced  to  break  it. 

LfO.  Stay,  I  say. 

Cap>  In  any  thing  command  me  but  in  this,  Madam. 

La.  'Las,  I  shall  lose  him.     You  will  hear  me  first  ? 

Capm  At  my  return  I  will. 

La.  Youll  never  hear  me  more  then. 

Cap.  How ! 

Leu  Come  back,  I  say  I 
YoQ  may  well  think  there's  cause,  I  call  so  often. 

C€ip.  Ha !  cause  ?  what  cause  ? 

La,  So  much,  you  must  not  go. 

Cap.  Must  not  ?  why  ? 

La.  I  know  a  reason  for 't ; 
Miluch  I  could  wish  you  d  yield  to,  and  not  know : 
If  not,  it  must  come  forth.     Faith,  do  not  know ; 
And  yti  obey  my  will. 

Cap,  Why,  I  desiipe 
To  know  no  other  than  the  cause  I  have. 
Nor  should  you  wish  it,  if  you  take  your  injury ; 
For  one  more  great  I  know  the  world  includes  not 

La.  Yes;   one    that  makes  this   nothing:  —  yet  be 
ruled. 
And  if  you  understand  lyot,  seek  no  further. 

Cap.  I  must,  for  this  is  nothing. 

La.  Then  take  all ; 
And  if  amongst  it  you  receive  that  secret 
Thai  will  offend  you,  though  yon  condemn  me, 
Yet  blame  yourself  a  little,  for  perhaps 
I  would  have  made  my  reputation  sound 
Upon  aDother*8  hazard  with  less  pity  ; 
Bol  opoD  Toart  I  dare  not. 
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Cap.  How  ? 

La.  I  dare  not : 
'Twos  your  own  Beekingf,  this. 

Cap.  If  you  mean  eviltf, 
I  cannot  understand  you,  nor  for  aU  the  richet 
This  life  has,  would  I. 

La.  Would  yon  never  might  I 

Cap.  Why,  your  goodness,  that  I  joy  to  fight  f<n 

La.  In  that  you  neither  right  your  joy  nor  me. 

Cap.  What  an  ill  orator  has  virtue  got  here  I 
Why,  ahnll'I  dare  to  think  it  a  thing  possihle. 
That  yon  were  ever  false  ? 

La.  Oh,  fearfully ; 
As  much  as  ymi  come  to. 

Cap,  Oh  silence  cover  me  ; 
I've  felt  a  deadlier  wound  than  man  can  ^ve  me. 
False? 

La.  I  was  betray'd  to  a  most  sinful  hour 
By  a  corrupted  soul  I  put  in  trust  once, 
A  kinawoman. 
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a  fudt  a  noble  quarrel,  vou'il  ha'  died 
EiT  jou'd  h*'  yielded,  for  the  sin's  half?  firet, 
Nmi  lur  the  h»i«  of  this  hour's  cowardice. 
Ctmt  be  the  h«al  that  lost  me  sui'h  a  cause, 
A  work  that  I  was  maile  for.     Quench,  my  spirit. 
And  out  Willi  hunor's  flaming  lights  within  thee : 
Be  dark  nod  di>nd  lo  all  respects  of  manhood  : 
I  nrrer  »h«ll  have  use  of  valour  more, 
(Nit  off  your  vuw  for  shamo  :  why  should  you  hoard  u]) 
Stwh  justice  for  a  barren  widowhood, 
Thu  was  HO  injurious  lo  the  faith  of  wedlock  ? 
I  hboald  lie  dead :  for  alt  my  life'n  work's  ended. 
I  <brr  nut  fight  a  stroke  now,  nor  engage     [£!rif  Lad<i. 
TV  ooble  resolution  of  my  friends  ; 

Enltr  two  Friendi  of  Captain  Acer's. 
ThU  weT»  (nor«  vile.   They're  here.    Kill  me,  my  shame. 
I  m  not  for  the  fellowihip  of  honor. 
1.  /•'riaid'  Capt&in,  &e,  come.  Sir :  we've  been  seeking 
for  you 
Very  late  to-day  ;  tlib  was  not  wont  to  be, 
Toot  Rirmy'ft  in  the  field. 
Caft.  Tnitb  enters  chearfully. 

11 S.  Frirttd.  Good  faith,  Sir,  you've  a  roynl  quarrel  on'l. 

I^^B  Ci^.  Yn,  in  some  other  country.  Spain  ur  llal}, 
^^Bvonld  be  held  hi. 
^^Pl.  FritniL  How  I  and  is't  not  here  so? 
^^^  Cit/k  Tis  not  «i  contumcliously  rccwv'd 
Is  tbcsc  parti,  and  you  nurk  it. 

I.  Friend.  Not  in  lliese  ? 
Vihj  prttbcc  whut  Ik  more,  ur  can  be  ? 

Cap.   Ves: 
That  ordinary  Commotioner  At  It/e 
J»  Subcr  of  moat  qtiamU  in  ihia  climate, 
i  hM  Warn  ctpitkl,  and  you  gu  to  that. 
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S.  Fritnd.  But,  Sir,  I  hope  you  will  not  go  to  tlut. 
Or  change  your  own  for  it ;  ton  of  a  tohort ! 
Why  there's  the  lye  .down  to  posterity ; 
The  lye  to  birth,  the  lye  to  honesty. 
Vihy  would  you  cozen  yourself  so  and  beguile 
So  brave  a  cause,  Manhood's  best  master  piece  ? 
Do  you  ever  hope  for  one  so  brave  agun  ? 

Cap.  Consider  then  the  man,  the  Colonel, 
Exactly  worthy,  absolutely  noble, 
However  spleen  and  rage  abuses  him : 
And  'Us  not  well  nor  manly  to  pursue 
A  man's  infirmity. 

1.  Friend-  0  miracle  I 
So  hopeful  valiant  and  complete  a  Captain 
Fossest  with  a  tame  devil :  come  out,  thou  spoilest 
The  most  improv'd  young  soldier  of  seven  kingdoms, 
Made  Captain  at  nineteen  ;  which  was  deserv'd 
The  year  before,  but  honor  comes  behind  still : 
('□me  out,  I  say  :  this  was  not  wont  to  be, 
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1.  Friend.  Our  wills  ?  our  loves,  our  duties 
To  hoDour*d  fortitude :  what  wills  have  we 
But  our  desires  to  nobleness  and  merit. 
Valour's  advancement,  and  the  sacred  rectitude 
Doe  to  a  valorous  cause  ? 

Cap,  Oh,  that's  not  mine. 

2.  Friend,  War  has  his  Court  of  Justice,  that's  the 

field. 
Where  all  cases  of  Manhood  are  determined, 
And  jour  case  is  no  mean  one. 

Cap,  True,  then  'twere  virtuous : 
But  mine  is  in  extremes,  foul  and  unjust. 
Well,  now  ye've  got  me  hither,  ye  are  as  far 
To  seek  in  your  desire  as  at  first  minute  : 
For  by  the  strength  and  honor  of  a  vow 
1  wiD  not  lift  a  finger  in  this  quarrel. 

1.  Friend.  How  I  not  in  this  !  be  not  so  rash  a  sinner. 
M^liT,  Sir,  do  you  ever  hope  to  fight  again  then  ? 
Take  heed  on't,  you  must  never  look  for  that. 
Hlnr,  the  universal  stock  of  the  World's  injury 
HUl  be  too  poor  to  find  a  quarrel  for  you. 
GiTe  up  your  right  and  title  to  desert,  Sir ; 
If  you  &il  virtue  here,  she  needs  you  not 
All  your  time  after ;  let  her  take  this  wrong, 
Aad  never  presume  then  to  serve  her  more : 
Bid  fiunewell  to  the  integrity  of  Arms, 
And  let  that  honourable  name  of  soldier 
Fall  from  you  like  a  shiver'd  wreath  of  laurel, 
Bv  thunder  struck  from  a  desertless  forehead 
That  wears  another's  right  by  usurpation. 
Good  Captain,  do  not  wilfully  cast  away 
At  one  hour  all  the  fame  your  life  has  won. 
This  is  your  native  seat.     Here  you  should  seek 
Most  to  preserve  it ;  or  if  you  will  doat 
So  much  on  life,  poor  life,  which  in  respect 
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Of  life  in  honor  is  bnt  detitli  and  darkness. 

That  you  will  prove  n^tectful  of  yourself 

(Which  is  to  me  too  fearful  to  imagine) 

Yet  for  that  virtuous  Lady's  cause,  your  Mother, 

Her  reputation,  dear  to  nobleness. 

As  grace  to  penitence  ;  whose  fair  memory 

E'en  crowns  fame  in  your  issue :  for  that  blessedness, 

Give  not  this  ill  place,  but  in  spite  of  hell 

And  all  her  base  fears  be  eiactly  valiant. 

Cap.  Oh  1  oh  I  

2.  Friend.  Why,  well  said ;  there's  lair  hope  in  that. 
Another  such  a  one. 

Cap.  Came  they  in  thousands, 
"lis  all  agunst  you. 

1.  Friend.  Then  poor  fiiendless  Merit, 
Heav'n  be  good  to  thee,  thy  Professor  leaves  ihee. 

Enter  Colonel  and  his  two  Friends. 


He's  come ;  do  you  but  draw ;  well  6ght  it  for  you. 
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i  ohra  I've  wish'd  contenl  Tve  wbh'H  your  friendship. 
I  [  came  not  lijlti^r.  Sir,  for  ao  encomium. 
e  proTidrd 

onan  anil  tempt'sts,  and  Uie  foulest  season 
■ver  ngp  let  forth,  or  blew  in  wildncss 
D  the  incenied  prison  of  num's  blood. 

"Tb  otherwise  with  me  :  1  come  with  mildness, 
!■,  constant  amity,  and  calm  for^vrnesH, 
e  we«ther  of  ■  Christian  uid  a  ^cnd. 
.  FrvtuL  Give  mei  a  valiant  Turk,  though  not  worth 
tvDpeoce. 
.  Yrt,  Sir,  the  world  will  judge  the  injury  mine, 
mine,  inini'  beyond  injury, 
HDiU  luvp  mode  a  less  wrang  reach  to  hell, 
C  Rnd  rejoyc'd  in  his  most  endless  vengeance 
K  inwinble  triumph  though  a  just  one) 
I  when  I  call  to  memory  our  long  friendship, 
~  inks  h  cannot  be  too  great  a  wrong 
That  Uioi  I  abould  not  pardon.     Why  ihould  Man 
For  a  poor  hast;  syllable  or  two 
(Awl  vented  only  in  fotgetfiil  fury) 
Quid  all  the  hopes  and  riches  of  his  soul 
To  the  revenge  of  that  ?  die  lost  for  ever  ? 
For  be  that  makes  his  hut  peace  with  his  Maker 
U  mgcr,  aoj^er  is  bia  peace  el«nially  : 
He  mu*)  expect  the  same  return  a^n. 
Wbow  *mtujv  is  decdtfitl.     Must  he  not.  Sir  ? 

CoL  I  see  what  I  must  do,  fairly  put  up  again. 
Foe  her*  11  lie  notliing  tlonc,  I  [Nrceivc  that. 

Cap.  What  shall  be  done  in  wich  o  worthless  husinese 

ft  ta  be  sorry  and  to  be  forgiven  ? 
0.  Sir,  to  bring  repentance  ;  and  I  pardon. 
Cot  1  bring  repentance,  Sir  ? 
Citf.  if  't  be  too  much 
To  i^.  npotaaea ;  call  it  what  you  please,  Sir 
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Chiue  yonr  own  word,  I  know  jou're  rorry  for  it, 

And  ttut's  as  good. 

CoL  I  sorry  P  by  fame's  honor,  I  am  wroi^'d : 
Do  you  seek  for  peace  and  draw  the  quarrel  larger  ? 

Cap.  Then  'tis  I  'm  sorry  that  I  thought  you  so. 

1.  Friend.  A  Captain  I  I  could  gnaw  his  title  off. 

Cap.  Nor  is  it  any  misbecoming  Tirtue,  Sir, 
In  the  best  manliness,  to  repent  a  wrong : 
Which  made  me  bold  with  you. 

1.  Friend.  I  could  cuff  his  head  off. 

2.  Friend.  Nay,  pish. 

CoL  So  once  again  take  thou  thy  peaceful  rest  then ; 
ZTo  his  Sword. 
But  as  I  put  thee  up,  I  must  proclaim 
This  Captain  here,  both  to  his  friends  and  nuoe. 
That  only  came  to  see  fEur  ralor  righted, 
A  base  submissive  Coward :  bo  I  leave  him. 

Cap.  Oh,  heaven  has  pitied  ray  excessive  patience, 
And  sent  me  a  Cause :  now  I  have  a  Cause  : 
A  Cos 
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Made  an  invectiTe  lately  against  fighting, 

A  thing  in  truth  that  mov'd  a  little  with  me ; 

VtaX  up  a  fouler  contumely  fiur 

Than  thousand  Cowards  came  to,  and  grew  thankful. 

Cap,  Blessed  remembrance  in  time  of  need : 
I'd  lost  my  honour  else. 

2.  F'rietuL  Do  you  note  his  joy  ? 

Cap*  I  never  felt  a  more  severe  necessity  : 
Then  came  thy  excellent  pity.     Not  yet  ready  I 
Have  you  such  confidence  in  my  just  manhood 
Thai  you  dare  so  long  trust  me,  and  yet  tempt  me 
Beyond  the  toleration  of  man's  virtue  ?. 
Why,  would  you  be  more  cruel  than  your  injury  ? 
Do  you  first  take  pride  to  wrong  me,  and  then  think  me 
Not  worth  your  fiiry  ?  do  not  use  me  so : 
I  shall  deceive  you  then  :  Sir,  either  draw. 
And  that  not  slightingly,  but  with  the  care 
Of  your  best  preservation,  with  that  watchfulness 
As  you'd  defend  yourself  from  circular  fire. 
Your  sin's  rage,  or  her  Lord  (this  will  require  it) 
Or  youHl  be  too  soon  lost :  for  I've  an  anger. 
Has  gmther'd  mighty  strength  against  you ;  mighty. 
Yet  you  shall  find  it  honest  to  the  last. 
Noble  and  fiiir. 

CoL  111  venture  it  once  again. 
And  if 't  be  but  as  true  as  it  is  wondrous, 
I  shall  have  that  I  come  for.     Your  leave,  Gentlemen. 

[  The^  /ght' 

1.  Friend.  If  he  should  do't  indeed,  and  deceive  us  all 

now 

Stay,  by  this  hand  he  offers ;  fights  i'faith ; 
Fi^ts :  by  this  light,  he  fights,  Sir. 

2.  Friend.  So  methinks,  Sir. 

1.  Friend.  An  absolute  Punto,  ha  ? 

2.  Friend*  *Twas  a  Passado,  Sir. 

l2 
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1 .  Friend.  Why,  let  it  pass,  and  'twas  ;  I'm  sore  'twu 

somewb^ 
What's  that  now  P 

2.  Friend.  That's  a  Punto. 
1.  Friend.  O  go  to  then, 

I  knew  'twas  not  fer  off :  What  a  world's  this  1 
Is  Coward  a  more  Btirring  meat  than  Bastard  P 

• ho  !  I  honor  thee : 

'Tis  right  and  fair,  and  he  that  breathes  against  it. 
He  breathes  against  the  justice  of  a  man  ; 
And  man  to  cut  hun  off,  'tis  no  injustice. 
Thanks,  thanks,  for  this  most  unexpected  nohleness. 

(  T7te  Colonel  it  duarmed.) 

Cap.  Truth  never  &ils  her  servant.  Sir,  nor  leaves  him 
With  the  day's  shame  upon  him. 

1.  Friend.  Thou  'st  redeemed 
Thy  worth  to  the  same  height  'twas  first  esteem'd. 


[The  insipid  levelliDg  morality  to  which  the  mixleni  stage  ii 
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pueat  b  to  be  defended,  yet  to  shake  and  tremble  nnder  a  pioiu 
covmrdice  when  that  ark  of  an  honest  confidence  is  found  to  be 
fraU  aad'tottering,  to  feel  the  true  blows  of  a  real  disgrace  blunting 
that  fword  whkh  the  imaginary  strokes  of  a  supposed  false  impu- 
titkm  had  pat  so  keen  an  edge  upon  but  lately :  to  do,  or  to 
inagiDe  this  done  in  a  feigned  story,  asks  something  more  of  a 
■oral  aense,  somewhat  a  greater  delicacy  of  perception  in  ques- 
tioBS  of  right  and  wrong,  than  goes  to  the  writing  of  two  or  three 
hsdiaeyed  sentences  about  the  laws  of  honour  as  opposed  to  the 
lavs  of  the  land,  or  a  common  place  against  duelling.  Yet  such 
thinga  w«iild  stand  a  writer  now  a  days  in  fur  better  stead  than 
Cn^tlw  Ager  and  his  conscientious  honour  ;  and  he  would  be  con- 
mitnd  as  a  fiur  better  teacher  of  morality  than  old  Rowley  or 
Middkton  if  they  were  liTing.] 


ILL'S  LOST  BY  LUST :  A  TRAGEDY.     BY  WILLIAM 

ROWLEY. 

ilod^r^  King  of  Spam,  taket  the  opportumty  to  violate  the 
Ikmgkier  of  JuUanut,  while  that  old  General  is  fighting  his 
BmUkt  against  the  Moors.  Jacmta  seeks  her  Father  in  the 
Camp,  at  the  moment  of  Victory, 

JuLiANUs.     Servant, 

Ser.  Sir^  here's  a  Woman  (forc*<l  by  some  tide  of 
sorrow) 
Witfa  tears  intreats  your  pity,  and  to  see  you. 

JuL  If  any  Soldier  has  done  violence  to  her, 
htfood  our  military  discipline, 
Death  shall  divide  him  from  us :  fetch  her  in. 
I  have  myself  a  Daughter,  on  whose  face 
But  thinking,  I  must  needs  be  pitiful : 
And  when  I  ha'  told  my  conquest  to  my  King, 
My  poor  girl  then  shall  know,  how  for  her  sake 
I^ooepioiisact:  ; 
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Servant  ratwju  with  Jacinta  veiled. 

Is  this  the  creature  ? 

Serv,  Yes,  mjr  Lord,  and  a  sad  one. 

JuL  Leave  ua.     A  sad  oae  I 
The  down-cast  look  calls  up  compassion  in  me, 
A  corse  going  to  the  grave  looks  not  more  deadly. 
Why  kneel'st  thou  ?  art  thou  wrong'd  by  any  Soldier  ? 
Rise :  for  this  honor  is  not  due  to  me. 
Mast  not  a  tongue  to  read  thy  sorrows  out? 
This  book  I  understand  not. 

Jacin.  O  my  dear  father  t 

Jul.  Thy  father,  nho  has  wrong'd  him  7 

Jacin.  A  great  Commander. 

Jul.  Under  me  ? 

Jacin.  Above  you. 

Jul.  Above  me  1  who's  above  a  general  ? 
None  but  the  general  of  all  Spain's  armies  ; 
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For  sndi  my  injuries  must  exact  from  you. 
As  yoa  would  for  your  own. 

JmL  And  so  they  do ; 
For  whilst  I  see  thee  kneeling,  I  think  of  my  Jacinta.  ^ 

Jaem,  Say  your  Jacinta  then,  chaste  as  Uie  rose 
Coming  on  sweetly  in  the  springing  bud, 
And  ne'er  felt  heat,  to  spread  the  summer  sweet ; 
But,  to  increase  and  multiply  it  more, 
Did  to  itsdf  keep  in  its  own  perfume ; 
Ssy  that  some  rapine  hand  had  pluck*d  the  bloom  *, 
Jadnta,  like  that  flower,  and  ravish'd  her. 
Defiling  her  white  lawn  of  chastity 
With  i^y  blacks  of  lust :  what  would  you  do  ? 

JuL  O  *tis  too  hard  a  question  to  resolve. 
Without  a  solemn  council  held  within 
Of  man's  best  understanding  iiEu^ulties : 
There  must  be  love,  and  fatherhood,  and  grief, 
And  rage,  and  many  passions  :  and  they  must  all 
Beget  a  thing  call*d  vengeance :  but  they  must  sit  upon't. 

Jaem*  Say  this  were  done  by  him  that  carried 
The  Purest  seeming  fiice  of  friendship  to  yourself. 

Jul.  We  should  &11  out. 

Jaem.  Would  you  in  such  a  case  respect  degrees  ? 

Jul.  I  know  not  that 

Joan.  Say  he  were  noble. 

JuL  Impossible:  the  act*s  ignoble.  The  Bee  can  breed 
No  poison,  though  it  suck  the  juice  of  hemlock. 

Jacim.  Say  a  king  should  do  it ;  were  the  act  less  done. 
By  the  greater  power  ?  does  majesty 
Extenuate  a  crime  ? 

Jul.  Augment  it  rather. 

Jacm.  Say  then  that  Roderick,  your  king  and  master, 

•  **  Cropt  this  ftir  Rom,  &c.— Oftvajf. 
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To  quit  the  honors  you  sre  bringing  borne. 
Had  rafisli'd  your  Jadnla. 

Jid.  Who  has  sent 
A  Fury  in  this  foul-iair  shape  to  vex  me  ? 
I  ha'  seen  that  face  methinks  yet  know  it  not : 
How  darest  thou  speak  this  treason  'gainst  my  king  ? 
Durst  any  man  in  the  world  bring  me  this  Uot 
By  this,  he  had  been  in  hell :  Roderick  a  Tarquin  I 

Jacia.  Yes,  and  thy  daughter  (had  she  done  her  part) 
Should  be  the  second  Lucrece.     View  me  well : 
I  am  Jacinta. 

Jul.  Ha  I  . 

Jacin.  The  king  my  nvisher. 

Jul.  The  king  thy  ravisher  I  oh  unkingly  sound. 
He  dares  not  sure ;  yet  in  thy  sullied  eyes 
I  read  a  tragic  story. 

Antonio,  Alojjzo,  and  other  O^ert,  enter. 
Jul.  O  noble  friends, 

Our  wara  arc  vw\f<\.  iirp  thnv  nm  ? 
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Jfd.  To  ask  thee  pardon  that  I  did  beget  thee. 
I  hrougfat  thee  to  a  shame,  stains  all  the  way 
Twixt  earth  and  Acheron :  not  all  the  clouds 
(The  skies'  large  canopy)  could  they  drown  the  seas 
MTith  a  perpetual  inundation, 
Can  wadi  it  erer  out :  leave  me,  I  pray. 

\_Fall9  down. 
Alom*  His  fighting  passions  will  be  o'er  anon, 

And  all  will  be  at  peace. 
AnL  Best  in  my  judgment 

We  wake  him  with  the  sight  of  his  won  honors. 

Can  up  the  army,  and  let  them  present 

Ks  prisoners  to  him :  such  a  sight  as  that 

^  lirook  no  sorrow  near  it. 
JmL  Twas  a  good  doctor  that  prescribed  that  physic. 

ni  be  your  patient.  Sir ;  shew  me  my  soldiers, 

And  my  new  honors  won :  I  will  truly  weigh  them 

Vith  my  full  griefs,  they  may  perhaps  o'ercome. 
Atom.  Why  now  there's  hopes  of  his  recovery. 
JmL  Jacinta  welcome,  thou  art  my  child  still : 

^'0  forced  stain  of  lust  can  alienate 

Our  consanguinity. 
Jaem.  Dear  fiither. 

Recollect  your  noble  spirits :  conquer  grief. 

The  manly  way  :  you  have  brave  foes  subdued. 
Then  let  no  female  passions  thus  o'erwhelm  you. 

JuL  Mistake  me  not.  my  child,  I  am  not  mad, 
Kor  must  be  idle  ;  for  it  were  more  fit 
(If  I  could  purchase  more)  I  had  more  wit. 
To  help  in  these  designs  :  I  am  grown  old : 
Yet  I  have  found  more  strength  within  this  arm. 
Than  (without  proof)  I  durst  ha*  boasted  on. 
Roderick,  thou  king  of  monsters,  couldst  thou  do  this, 
And  for  thy  lust  confine  me  from  the  court  ? 
There's  reascm  in  thy  shame,  thou  shouldst  not  see  me. 


154  ALL'S  LOST  BY  LUST. 

Ha  1  they  come,  Jacinta,  tbey  come,  hark,  hark ; 
Now  thou  ahalt  see  what  cause  I  have  giTen  my  Vmg. 

Vanqtathed  Moot'*  addreu  to  the  Sun. 
Descend  thy  sphere,  thou  bummg  Deity. 
Haste  from  our  shame,  go  blushing  to  thy  bed ; 
Thy  sons  "  we  ate,  thou  everlasting  Ball, 
Yet  never  shained  these  our  impressive  brows 
Till  now  :  we  that  are  stampt  with  thine  own  seal. 
Which  the  whole  ocean  cannot  wash  away. 
Shall  those  cold  ague  cheeks  that  Nature  moulds 
Within  her  winter  shop,  those  smooth  white  skins, 
That  with  a  palsy  hand  she  paints  the  limbs, 
Make  us  recoil  ? 

Maifi  Heart. 
I  would  fain  know  what  kind  thing  a  man's  heart  is. 

At  Barber  Surgeons'  Hall  to  see  a  dissecdoo  ? 
I  will  report  it  to  you  :  'tis  a  thing  framed 
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Are  aomeUmes  lopt  off,  or  of  themselves  wither ; 
And  new  shoot  in  their  rooms  :  as  for  example  ; 
Your  friend  dies,  there  appears  sorrow,  but  it  quickly 
Withers ;  then  is  that  branch  gone.     Again,  you  love  a 

friend; 
There  affection  springs  forth  ;  at  last  you  distaste ; 
Then  that  branch  withers  again,  and  .another  buds 
In  his  room. 


A  NEW  WONDER:     A  WOMAN  NEVER  VKXT. 
A  COMEDY.     BY  WM.  ROWLEY 

TV  Wowuin  never  Vext  states  her  Case  to  a  Divine, 

Widow.    Doctor. 

Doc.  You  sent  for  me,  gentlewoman  ? 

WitL  Sir,  I  did,  and  to  this  end. 
I  have  some  scruples  in  my  conscience ; 
Some  doubtful  problems  which  I  cannot  answer. 
Nor  reconcile ;  I'd  have  you  make  them  plain. 

Doc.  This  is  my  duty ;  pray  speak  your  mind. 

IFm/.  And  as  I  speak,  I  must  remember  heaven 
That  gave  those  blessings  which  I  must  relate  : 
Sir.  vou  now  behold  a  wonderous  woman ; 
You  only  wonder  at  the  epithet ; 
I  can  approve  it  good :  guess  at  mine  age. 

Doc.  At  the  half  way  'twixt  thirty  and  forty. 

Uld,  Twas  not  much  amiss  ;  yet  nearest  to  the  last. 
How  think  you  then,  is  not  this  a  Wonder, 
That  a  Woman  lives  full  seven  and  thirty  years. 
Maid  to  a  wife,  and  wife  unto  a  widow. 
Now  widow'd,  and  mine  own ;  yet  all  this  while, 
From  the  eztremest  verge  of  my  remembrance, 
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Even  from  my  weanii^  hour  unto  thig  minote. 

Did  never  tute  what  was  calamity. 

I  know  not  yet  what  grief  is,  yet  have  sought 

A  hundred  ways  for  his  acquaintance :  wil^  me 

Prosperity  hath  kept  so  close  a  watch, 

That  even  those  things  that  1  have  meant  a  crosSt 

Have  that  way  turn'd  a  blessing.     Is  it  not  stzange  ? 

Doc,  Unparallel'd ;  this  gift  is  singular, 
And  to  yon  alone  belonging :  you  are  the  moon, 
For  there's  but  one,  all  women  else  are  stars, 
For  there  are  none  of  like  condition. 
Full  oft  and  many  have  I  heard  complain 
Of  discontents,  thwarts,  and  adversities ; 
But  a  second  to  yourself  I  never  knew. 
To  groan  under  the  superflux  of  blessings, 
To  have  ever  been  alien  unto  sorrow. 
No  trip  of  fate  ?  sure  it  is  wonderful. 

Wid.  Aye,  Sir,  'tis  wonderful,  but  is  it  well  ? 
For  it  is  now  my  chief  affliction. 
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A  ccwpfortable  revelation  prompts  me  then. 
That  husband  (whom  in  life  I  held  so  dear) 
Had  chang'd  a  frailty  to  unchanging  joys : 
Methongfat  I  saw  him  stellified  in  heaven, 
And  singing  hallelujahs  *mongst  a  quire 
Of  white  sainted  souls  :  then  again  it  spake. 
And  said,  it  was  a  sin  for  me  to  grieve 
At  his  best  good,  that  I  esteemed  best : 
And  thus  this  slender  shadow  of  a  grief 
Vanish'd  again. 

Doc  All  this  was  happy,  nor 
Can  you  wrest  it  from  a  heavenly  blessing.     Do  not 
Appoint  the  rod :  leave  still  the  stroke  unto 
The  magistrate  :  the  time  is  not  past,  but 
You  may  feel  enouglu — 

Wa,  One  taste  more  I  had,  although  but  little, 
Yet  I  would  aggravate  to  make  the  most  on't : 
HTwas  thus :  the  other  day  it  was  my  hap, 
In  crossing  of  the  Thames, 
To  drop  that  wedlock  ring  from  off  my  finge;. 
That  once  conjoined  me  and  my  dear  husband : 
It  sunk ;  I  prized  it  dear ;  the  dearer,  'cause  it  kept 
Still  in  mine  eye  the  memory  of  my  loss : 
Tet  I  grieved  the  loss ;  and  did  joy  withal, 
That  I  had  found  a  grief.     And  this  is  all 
The  sorrow  I  can  boast  of. 

Doc*  This  is  but  small. 

IFm/.  Nay  sure  I  am  of  this  opinion, 
That  had  I  suffered  a  draught  to  be  made  for  it. 
The  bottom  would  have  sent  it  up  again ; 
I  am  so  wondrously  fortunate. 

Fotier^  a  wcaltkif  Merchant,  has  a  profligate  Brother^  Stephen^ 
whm  Robert,  Son  to  Foster,  relieves  out  of  Prison  with  some 
if  kit  Faiker's  Money  entrusted  to  him.  For  this,  his  Father 
temff  km  out  of  doors  and  dinnherits  him.    Meantime  by  a 
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reerrte  of  fortune,  SlepAen  become$  rich  i  and  Fatter  ^  Lotta 
in  TVaiie  it  Ihrvam  into  lie  lame  PritoH  [L'iid^ite)fTom  imUqI 
Mi  Brothrr  had  been  reiiered,  Stephen  adoplt  hit  Nephew, 
ua  the  condition  that  he  thali  not  luriil  or  go  near  hit  Father: 
but  JlHal  piety  pretedU,  above  the  comideration  either  of  Ut 
Uncie't  ditpleantre,  or  of  lot  Falher't  late  laJAtdi^ui  and 
he  viiiii  hit  Father  in  Prixon. 

Foster.     Robert. 

Foi.  0  torment  to  my  soul,  what  mak'st  thou  here? 
Cannot  the  picture  of  roy  misery 
Be  drawn,  aud  hung  out  to  the  eyes  of  men, 
But  thou  must  come  to  scorn  and  laugh  at  it  ? 

Rob.  Dear  Sir,  I  come  to  thrust  my  back  under  your 

To  make  the  burthen  lighter. 

Fo>.  Hence  from  my  »ght,  dissembling  villain,  go : 
Thine  uncle  sends  defiance  to  my  woe. 
And  thou  must  bring  it :  hence,  thou  BasiUsk, 
That  kill'at  me  with  thine  eyes.     Nay,  never  kneel : 


I 
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And  hear  thy  father,  an  old  wretched  man, 
Thai  yesterday  had  thousands,  h^  and  cry 
To  get  a  penny :  Oh,  my  misery. 

Rob.  Dear  Sir,  for  pity  hear  me. 

Fos.  Upon  my  curse  I  charge,  no  nearer  come ; 
I'D  be  no  father  to  so  vile  a  son. 

Bob.  O  my  abortive  fate. 
Why  for  my  good  am  I  thus  paid  with  hate  ? 
From  this  sad  place  of  Ludgate  here  I  freed 
An  ancle,  and  I  lost  a  father  for  it ; 
Now  is  my  father  here,  whom  if  I  succour, 
I  thee  must  lose  my  uncle's  love  and  favour. 
My  Cither  once  being  rich,  and  uncle  poor, 
I  him  relieving  was  thrust  forth  of  doors, 
Bafled,  reviled,  and  disinherited. 
Now  mine  own  father  here  must  beg  for  bread. 
Mine  uncle  being  rich ;  and  yet,  if  I 
Feed  him,  myself  must  beg.     Oh  misery : 
How  bitter  is  thy  taste ;  yet  I  will  drink 
Thy  strongest  poison ;  fret  what  mischief  can, 
in  feed  my  &ther ;  though  like  the  Pelican, 
I  peck  mine  own  breast  for  him. 

Hu  Faiker  appears  above  at  the  Grate,  a  Box  hanging  doum, 

FoM.  Bread,  bread,  one  penny  to  buy  a  loaf  of  bread, 

for  the  tender  mercy. 
Rob.  O  me  my  shame  I   I  know  that  voice  full  well ; 
in  help  thy  wants  although  thou  curse  me  still. 

He  standi  where  he  is  unseen  by  his  Father* 

Fo$.  Bread,  bread,  some  christian  man  send  back 
Your  charity  to  a  number  of  poor  prisoners. 
One  penny  for  the  tender  mercy — 

^Robert  puts  in  Money. 
The  hand  €i  heaven  reward  you,  gentle  Sir, 
Never  may  you  want,  never  feel  misery ; 
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Let  blesungB  in  mmumber'd  measure  grow. 
And  fall  upon  your  head,  where'er  you  go. 

Sob.  O  happy  comfort ;  curses  to  the  ground 
First  struck  me :  now  with  bleaaings  I  am  crown'd  •. 

foi.  Bread,  bread,  for  the  tender  mercy,  one  penny 
for  a  loaf  of  bread. 

Rob.  I'll  buy  more  blessings :  take  thou  all  my  store ; 
I'll  keep  no  coin  and  see  my  father  poor. 

Foi.  Good  angels  guard  you.  Sir,  my  prayers  shall  be 
That  heaven  may  bless  you  for  this  charity. 

Rob.  If  he  knew  me,  sure  he  would  not  say  so: 
Yet  I  have  comfort,  if  by  any  means 
I  get  a.  bleaaing  from  my  father's  hands. 
How  cheap  are  good  prayers !  a  poor  penny  buys 
That,  by  which  man  up  in  a  minute  flies 
And  mounts  to  heaven. 

Enter  Stephen. 


■     » 
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Siep*  LttDb  me  no  lambs,  Sir. 

Bob^  Good  Qocle,  lasi  yoa  know,  when  you  lay  here, 
I  tiieeoar*d  you :  so  let  me  now  help  him. 

SUp.  Yes,  as  he  did  me ; 
To  langh  and  trimnph  at  my  misery. 
Too  freed  me  with  his  gold,  bat  'gainst  his  will : 
For  him  I  might  hare  rotted,  and  lain  stilL 
So  shall  he  now. 

Rob.  Alack  the  day  t 

Step.  If  him  thoa  pity,  'tis  thine  own  decay. 

Poi.  Bread,  bread,  some  charitable  man  remember 
the  poor 
Prisoners,  bread  for  the  tender  mercy,  one  penny. 

Roh,  O  listen,  uncle,  that*s  my  poor  father's  voice. 

Step*  There  let  him  howL     Get  you  gone,  and  come 
not  near  him. 

Rob.  Oh  my  soul, 
What  tortures  dost  thou  feel !  earth  ne*er  shall  find 
A  son  so  true,  yet  forc'd  to  be  unkind. 

Robert  ditobeyt  hit  Uncle* s  Injunctions,  and  again  vitiU  hit 

Father. 

Foster.  Wife.  Robert. 

Foi.  Ha  I  what  art  thou  ?     Call  for  the  keeper  there, 
And  thrust  him  out  of  doors,  or  lock  me  up. 

Wife.  O  'tis  your  son. 

Foi.  I  know  him  not. 
I  am  no  king,  unless  of  scorn  and  woe. 
Why  kneel'st  thou  then,  why  dost  thou  mock  me  so  ? 

Rob.  O  my  dear  father,  hither  am  I  come, 
Not  like  a  threatening  storm  to  increase  your  wrack. 
For  I  would  take  all  sorrows  from  your  back. 
To  lay  them  all  on  my  own. 

Fo9.  Rite,  mischief,  rise ;  away,  and^get  thee  gone. 

WOL.  1.  M 
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Jiob.  O  if  I  be  thus  hateful  to  your  eyet 
I  will  depart,  and  wish  I  soon  may  die ; 
Yet  let  your  blessiog,  Sir,  but  fall  on  me. 
Fos.  My  heart  stiU  hates  thee. 
Wife.  Sweet  husband. 
Fot.  Get  you  both  gone ; 
That  misery  takes  some  rest  that  dwells  alone. 
Away,  thou  villain. 

Rob.  Heaven  can  tell ; 
Ake  but  your  fing«r,  I  to  make  it  well 
Would  cut  my  hand  off. 
Fos.  Hang  thee,  hang  thee. 
Wife.  Husband. 

Foi.  Destruction  meet  thee.    Turn  the  key  there,  ho. 
Hob.  Good  Sir,  I'm  gone,  I  will  not  stay  to  grieve  you. 
Oh,  knew  you,  for  your  woes  what  pains  I  feel, 
You  would  not  scorn  me  so.      See,  Sir,  to  cool 
Your  heat  of  burning  sorrow,  I  have  got 
Two  hundred  pounds,  and  glad  it  is  niy  lot 


KRW  WONDER,    »c, 

D  thi^  the  beavcDS  mine  eye-balU  tnru, 

a  right  to  look  iiptm  that  face, 
t  remains  wiili  pilj,  duty,  grace. 
)Dged  boy. 
tioh.  Gladness  oVrwhelms 
My  heart  with  joy ;  I  cannot  sipeak. 

Wifii.  Crosses  of  this  foolish  world 
Did  nevtr  grieve  my  heart,  with  tortnenls  more 
Tban  it  ii  non  grown  light 
WHh  joy  and  romibrt  of  this  happy  tight. 

ftW  1^  plif-writcn  are  dEitinguithed  b;  an  hontsC  baldDeat 
ol  catuUdini.  thr;  ibcw  titcj  thing  nilbout  being  cOumed. 
U  ■  rmne  in  foctnue  be  the  tbiog  to  be  |)ErBonige4,  they  furly 
hrlai  M  to  ttiE  pmoD-pRle  iinil  the  aimi-buket.  A  }HH>r  rou 
■•  Mir  ttag«  ii  aln^  >  f^ntlcmiu.  he  nu]r  be  known  bjr  « 
p«r«|yr  nealDeii  of  Bp|i*ni.  and  bj  weiring  black.  Onr 
iriW^7i  ta  &cl.  furbiiU  th«  druuBtiiing  of  Distreu  nt  *ll.  It 
!•  acTvt  abmi  ia  it*  uieotial  [irnpertiea*;  it  appears  Init  >h 
ibc  a^ioei  Id  >ome  virtue,  a>  lometlung  wbicli  ia  to  be  relined, 
Iron  tlw  B|i|itiib*lion  of  wbith  relief  the  fpectalors  are  to  Jerhe 
■  nrtaJB  •outbisg  of  inlf-refcrrcd  ntisfactiuD.  We  toni  awaj 
fraB  lb*  r«l  eawnret  of  things  lu  bunt  after  their  relative 
,  Boral  daliea:  whomu,  if  the  tmtb  of  chiogt  wen 
oMalcd.  the  rclatiie  duiiet  might  he  nfcl;  trailed  to 
I,  aad  noral  pbiloMpbr  loie  the  lunie  of  a  Kience.] 


*  liai^M  4c  Alftnehe  Id  thai  fooi  old  booli  "  The  Sfwuah 
Bile,'  ha*  mniiDed  up  a  lew  of  the  piuptnii*  of  [wvenj — ""  that 
fBwm;.  mhtii,  l>  Bsi  the  daugbiei  of  Iha  tfitU,  i>  but  ibo  molbct  at 
itamm  aad  »|*mel> ;  It  I*  ■  dlacpuUIioD  thai  drnimt  all  ibe  other 
farf  pn*  iIbI  ir  in  man ;  il  it  a  diipaaitioD  tu  til  kind  of  evil ;  it  ta 
^'>  oinM  Ibti  Uiia  lr|ai>;  Aitl  of  anguUhi  il  iaa  nr  dial  l«d> 
■■(•  WD :  Il  ia  a  OB  nbmhi  oar  ttulmce  i*  DTenrhdnrd.  nui  hooat 
•  ^■a^aad,  osi  Inn  im  nnl'il,  iiiul  our  Mala  aro  ntlolt  laal  Mid 

nn*Bt;  Ifci   -  >  i  v-e'i  thai ;  the  nJIteDa  of  the 

poflr;  ilir    1  wimpled  ondiir  foul  and  Uira 
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Livia,  the  Dake't  creature,  a^ei  a  poor  Widow  tvili  tie  appem 
onre  'fif  HoijataUtj/  and  luigUiovrlt/  Atteniioai,  Hal  lit  mag 
get  her  Daagliter-in-Laui  {who  if  left  m  l&e  Motie^t  care  M 
the  Son'i  tA$erux)  into  her  traiiu,  to  terve  the  Dvi^i  pUatmv. 

LiviA.     Widow.     A  Gentleman,  Livia' t  gmeiL 
Lie.  Widow,  come,  come,  I  have  a  great  quarrel  to  you, 
Faith  I  must  chide  you  that  you  must  be  sent  Tor ; 
You  make  yourself  so  strange,  nerer  come  at  tu, 
And  yet  so  near  a  neighbor,  and  so  unkind; 
Troth,  you're  to  blame ;  you  cannot  be  more  welcome 
To  any  house  in  Florence,  that  111  tell  you. 

W«i.  My  thanks  must  needs  acknowledge  so  much, 


Liv.  How  can  you  be  bo  strange  then  7  I  sit  here 
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Ik  I  M  well  atSect  as  thai  of  youn. 
I  know  ytiu'i*  alone  too ;  why  should  not  we 
lik*  two  kind  ncigfaboun  thi-n  supply  the  wants 
Ofune  aoolher,  having  tongueilist^ourac, 
CiperiaKw  in  lite  world,  atid  such  kind  helpa, 
To  langb  down  tiniL-  and  meet  age  merrily? 

mL  Age,  nuuUin  !  you  tpeak  mirth :  'tis  at  my  door, 
BM  k  long  journey  from  your  Ladyship  yet. 

Im.  My  (aith,  I'm  nine  and  thirty,  every  stroke,  wench : 
And  'ta*  a  gdQvral  (ibscrration 

'Maagnt  knights ;  wives,  or  widows,  we  account  ourscli  es 
Thn  old,  when  young  men's  eves  lenre  looking  at  ua. 
CoOM,  now  I  have  thy  eompany,  I'll  not  part  willi  it 
^JBl  »tUt  mpper. 

^^^IPmL  Ym,  I  must  crave  pardon,  madnm. 
^^^KpB.    I  iwear   you   shall    6tay  supper  -.  we  have  no 
^^P  atrangers,  woman. 

None  but  my  sojourut^rs  and  I,  thin  gentleman 
■Kad  the  young  heir  his  ward ;  you  know  your  company. 
iVid.  Some  othor  time  1  will  moke  bold  with  you, 

madam. 
Ue.  Failli  ehe  shall  not  go. 
Da  jaa  ibink  I'll  be  Tursworn  ? 

WU.  'Tw  n  great  while 
TiD  lupper  time ;  111  uke  my  leave  then  now,  madam. 
And  eomc  again  in  the  evening,  since  your  ladyship 
Win  have  it  *o. 

Ltr.  la  thrmningl  by  my  troth,  wench, 
m  kCTT>  joa  uliile  I  have  you  ;  you've  great  husincsR  surt. 
To  Kt  ftlonc  at  borne:  I  wonder  strangely 
WTiai  pieacarc  you  lake  m't.     Were't  to  mr  now, 
'.  ihooU  be  nvr  at  one  neighbour's  house 
'  <r  other  all  day  long;  having  no  iliorge, 
'  )r  MNIB  10  elude  you,  if  you  go,  ur  »ay, 
Wiig  Buy  U»e  merrier,  aye,  or  mure  at  heart's  eaw? 
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Come,  well  to  chess  or  draughts,  there  ore  an  hundred 

To  drive  out  time  till  supper,  never  fear't,  wench. 

(A  chess-board  ia  aetJ) 

Wid.  I'll  but  make  one  step  home,  and  return  atraight. 
nutdaiD. 

Zitc.  Come,  I'll  not  trust  you,  you  make  moi 
To  your  kind  friends  than  ever  I  knew  any. 
What  business  can  you  have,  if  you  be  sure 
You've  lock'd  the  doors  ?  and,  that  being  all  you  han 
I  know  you're  careful  on*t :  one  afternoon 
So  much  to  spend  here  t  say  I  should  entreat  you  noi 
To  lie  a  night  or  two,  or  a  week,  with  me, 
Or  leave  your  own  house  for  a  month  together ; 
It  were  a  kindness  that  long  neighbourhood 
And  (nendship  might  well  hope  to  prevail  in: 
Would  you  deny  Guch  a  request  ?  i'failh 
Speak  truly  and  freely. 

H'id.  I  were  then  uncivil,  madam. 

Lit:  Go  to  then,  set  your  men:    we'll  have 
nights 
Of  mirth  together,  ere  we  be  much  older,  wench. 

Wid.  An  good  now  tell  her  then,  for  she  will  know  it ; 
I've  always  found  her  a  moat  friendly  lady.  (^iMib.)'  ■ 

Lii:  Why,  widow,  where's  your  mind  ? 

Hid,  I'roth,  even  at  home,  madam. 
To  tell  you  truth,  I  left  a  gentlewoman 
Cven  sitting  all  alone,  which  a  uncomfarta,ble. 
Especially  to  young  bloods. 

/.iv.  Another  excuse. 

Wid.  No,  as  I  hope  for  health,  madam,  that's 
Please  you  to  send  and  see. 

Lip.  What  gentlewoman  ?  pish. 
Wid.  Wife  to  my  son  indeed. 

iw'.  Now  I  heshrew  yoti. 
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d  you  b«  so  uDkind  to  her  aiid  me, 

le  »nil  not  bring  her?  faith,  'tis  not  friendly. 
.  1  fbar'd  to  be  («o  liold. 
■  Too  bold  1   Oh  what's  become 
o  Iron  hearty  luvc  was  wont  to  be 
t  npighbours  in  old  time  ? 
,  And  she's  a  atranger,  madam. 
•r.  The  more  should  be  her  welrome ;  when  is  courtesy 
r  practice,  than  when  'tis  employ'd 
■lainin^  strangers.     I  could  chide  yc  in  faith, 
c  brr  behind,  poor  gentlewoman,  alone  too ! 
n  some  amends,  and  send  for  her  betimes,  go. 
IfiJ.  Kease  you  command   one   of  your   servants, 
madam. 
.  Within  there.  — 

A  thif  f^tlewomon. • 

BrOHcAa  retitU  the  Dnkri  allnvpl. 

.  Oh  treachery  to  honor  I 
,  Prithee  tremble  not. 
y  breast  shake  like  a  turtle  panting 
Ctidi-r  a  loving  hand  that  maJtea  much  on't. 
Why  art  no  fparful  ? 
J9rnM.  Oh  my  enircmity  ! 
r  Lord,  "hat  seek  you? 
"        .   Love. 

.  Tis  gone  already : 
r  a  binlnnd. 

li*.  That'*,  a  single  comfort  i 
a  friMid  to  him. 
^Bram.  Th»fs  a  double  mischief ; 
'Or  dM  tberv'i  no  religion. 

*  Tte  ta  «>*  er  thnK  ■nnm  vli\cit  liu  lh<  *ir  el  biinf  u 
».      I.ivli  ilio  -pHiJ  ntijhbBui"  hi 
■  «  -iw  rf  Cb>u 
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Duke.  Do  not  tremble 
At  fears  of  thy  own  making. 

Sran.  Nor,  great  lord. 
Make  me  not  bold  with  death  and  deeds  of  ruin. 
Because  they  fear  not  you ;  me  they  must  fright ; 
Then  am  I  best  in  health ;  should  thunder  apeftk 
And  none  regard  it,  it  had  lost  the  name^ 
And  were  as  good  be  still.     I'm  not  like  those 
That  take  their  soundest  sleepi  in  greatest  tempests ; 
Then  vake  I  most,  the  weather  fearfullest. 
And  call  for  strength  to  virtue. • — • 

Winding  SieeL 
— -■  ■  to  have  a  being,  and  to  live  'mongst  men. 
Is  a  fearful  living  and  a  poor  one ;  let  a  man  truly  think 

on't. 
To  have  the  toil  and  griefs  of  fourscore  years 
Put  up  in  a  white  sheet,  tied  with  two  knota ; 
Methinks  it  should  strike  earthquakes  in  adulterers. 


*  a  dUh  of  irat<*r : 


—  prithee  forgive  met       I 
d  tiat  chide  in  jest :  the  bext  lovea  usq  it 
n  edge  upon  affi-clion. 
best  friends  to  a  feast. 
Tit  not  all  f  wpctmeats  that  we  set  before  Vm ; 
TWv's  tomelhin^  Bharp  and  «itlL,  botli  to  whet  appetite. 
And  malte  'cm  ta-tt*  their  wine  well :  to  methinki, 
Afttr  a  friimdljr  ihorp  and  uvory  chiding, 
A  km  taitos  wcmdraoi  well,  and  full  o'  the  grape. 

a  the  ripe  time  of  man's  misery,  wedlock ; 
0  all  his  thoughts  like  over-laden  Irt'cs 
li  with  the  fruita  they  bear,  in  cares,  in  jealousies, 

a  fruit  that  ripens  hastily, 
r  'ti«  knit  to  marriage ;  it  biggins, 
■  MOD  as  the  saa  shines  upon  the  hride, 
e  to  shew  color. 

^  M<-  AdHllrreti.  thr  Ifiuband  itnui 

«  enough  to  wn-lcbi?d  nuiii, 
It  bind  himself  in  chains  to't  ?  worse  t 

1,  that  iminat^ulalc  robe  of  honor, 
I  Virtue  glorious,  lair,  and  fruitful, 
nt  master,  be  now  made  the  garuient 
y  and  foulness?  is  this  penitence. 
Ta  Mnctih-  hot  lust  ?  what  is  it  olhcrways 
Than  aonhip  donp  to  drviU  ?  is  ihis  the  best 
AiDTDdi  that  sill  can  make  aftrr  her  riut*  ? 
A»  if  n  dniDkard,  to  appeas«  heaven's  wrath, 
Slmild  oA*f  up  hia  rarfeit  for  a  »acrifice : 
If  tkai  be  comvly,  then  lust's  offerings  arc 
Od  wtdloek**  ncrrd  altar. 


Oricpi 
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when  the  heart's  above,  the  body  walks  here 

But  Uke  an  idle  Bervingniaa  below, 

Gaping  and  waiting-  for  his  master's  coming. 

He  that  lives  fourscore  years,  is  but  like  one 

That  stays  here  for  a  friend :  when  death  cornea,  theo 

Away  he  goes,  and  is  ne'er  seen  again. 

Loviag  a  Woman. 

of  all  the  frenzies 

That  follow  flesh  aod  blood, 

The  most  ridiculous  is  to  fawn  on  women  ; 
There's  no  excuse  for  that :  'tis  such  a  madness. 
There  is  no  cure  set  down  for't;  no  physician 
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Tlie  memory  of  her  seren  years  deceas'd  Lord 

Springs  yet  into  her  eyes,  as  fresh  and  full 

As  at  the  seventh  hour  after  his  departure. 

What  a  perpetual  fountain  is  her  virtue  ! 

Too  much  to  afflict  yourself  with  ancient  sorrow 

b  not  so  strictly  for  your  strength  required : 

Your  TOW  is  charge  enough,  believe  me  'tis,  Madam ; 

You  need  no  weightier  task. 

Duefu  Religious  Sir, 
You  heard  the  last  words  of  my  dying  Lord. 

Lord  Card.  Which  I  shall  ne'er  forget. 

Duck.  May  I  entreat 
Yoor  goodness  but  to  speak  'em  over  to  me, 
As  near  as  memory  can  befriend  your  utterance : 
That  I  may  think  awhile  I  stand  in  presence 
Of  my  departing  Husband. 

Lord  Card*  What's  your  meaning 
In  this,  most  virtuous  Madam  ? 

Dueh.  *Tu  a  courtesy 
I  stand  in  need  of,  Sir,  at  this  time  especially  ; 
Urge  it  no  fEirther  yet :  as  it  proves  to  me. 
You  shall  hear  from  me ;  only  I  desire  it 
Effectually  from  you,  Sir,  that's  my  request. 

Lord  Card.  I   wonder ;   yet   I'll  spare  to   question 
fiurther ; 
You  shall  have  yoiur  desire. 

Duck.  I  thank  vou,  Sir : 

m 

A  blessing  come  along  with  it. 
Lord  Card,  [repeats']  "  You  see,  my  Lords,  what  all 
earth's  glory  is, 
''  Rightly  defined  in  me,  uncertain  breath : 
"  A  dream  of  threescore  years  to  the  long  sleeper, 
^  To  most  not  half  the  time.     Beware  ambition  ; 
**  Heaven  is  not  reach'd  with  pride,  but  with  submission. 
**  And  yea  Lord  Cardinal  labor  to  perfect 
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"  Good  purposes  b^un,  be  what  you  seem, 
"  Stedfast  and  uncoirupt,  your  actions  noble, 
"  Your  g6odne3S  simple,  without  gain  or  art ; 
"  And  not  in  vesture  holier  tbaa  in  heart. 
"  But  'tis  a  pain  more  than  the  pangs  of  death 
"  To  think  that  we  must  part,  fellows  of  life. — 
'*  Thou  richness  of  my  joys,  kind  and  dear  Piincess, 
"  Death  had  no  sting,  but  for  our  separation  ; 
"  'Twould  come  more  calm  than  an  evening's  peace* 
"  That  brings  on  rest  to  labours  :  Thou  art  so  preciou*, 
"  I  should  depart  in  everlasting  envy 
"  Unto  the  man,  that  ever  should  enjoy  Uiee. 
"  Oh  a  new  torment  strikes  his  force  into  me, 
"  When  I  but  think  on't,  I  am  rack'd  and  torn 
"  (Pity  me)  in  thy  virtues." 
Duch.  "  My  lov'd  Lord, 
"  Let  your  confirm'd  opinion  of  my  life, 
"  My  love,  my  iaithful  love,  seal  an  assurance 
"  Of  quiet  to  your  spirit,  that  no  forgetfuluess 
0  .Icaillv 
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k/hirA.  "  Then  here  I  vow,  never " 

IXorrf  Card.  Why,  Mndnm 

■/WA.  I  can  go  no  further. 
MZord  Card.  What,  have  you  forgot  pur  vow  ? 
I/WA.  1  have,  too  cvruinlvt 

flMrd  Card.  Vourvow?  thatcannolbe;  itfollowsnow. 
It  whrrr  I  IrfL 

hich.  My  frailty  gets  before  it : 
ing  prevails  but  ill. 
W-Xiirrd  Card.  W*hat  ail  you,  Madam  ? 
f  Jturk.  Sir.  fm  in  lore. 


NO   WIT  I 
IIKLP  f 
A  COMKtlY.     Dy  THOMAS  MIDDLKTON. 


\  UKE  A  WOMAN'S. 


Vtrluout  Foivrly. 

*-  had  he  not  hi«  answer?  whol  strange  impudeiwe 
Govmu  in  man,  when  luel  is  lord  of  him  I 
Tlimlu  be  me  mad  ?  'cause  1  have  no  monies  on  earth, 
TW  ni  go  forfeit  tny  estati?  iu  hrnven, 

rliv«  otvmal  bpggar  P  he  shiiU  pardon  roe  : 
fl  toy  »«i1'b  jointure ;  Ml  BtorTp  ere  1  sell  that. 

—  fauKband, 

Wake,  flalcr,  and  let  not  patience  keep  thee  poor, 
ItouM  up  thy  spirit  from  this  falling  slumber  t\ 
^I*k*  ihy  distn.'SH  seem  but  a  weeping  drenm, 
A  nii  tfaif  the  opt-uiug  morniii);  of  thy  coioforta 
\'''Htt  Urn  aalt  dew  from  olT  thy  careful  eyes, 
.Aad  drink  a  draught  of  ginilnpas  next  tliy  heut 
"^m  a^d  tbe  iaftctioo  of  all  poisonous  vorrows. 
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Good  and  lU  Fertwte. 

O  my  blessing  I 
I  feel  a  lund  of  mercy  lift  me  up 
Out  of  a  world  of  waters,  and  now  sets  me 
Upon  a  mountain,  where  the  sua  plays  most, 
To  cheer  my  he«ft  even  as  it  dries  my  limbs. 
What  deeps  I  see  beneath  me  1  in  whose  falls 
Many  a  nimble  mortal  toils, 

And  scarce  can  feed  himself:  the  streams  of  fortune, 
'Gainst  which  he  tugs  in  vain,  still  beat  him  down. 
And  will  not  suffer  him  (past  hand  to  mouth) 
To  lift  his  arm  to  his  posterities'  blessing. 
I  see  a  careful  sweat  run  in  a  ring 
About  his  temples,  but  all  will  no^  do : 
For  till  some  happy  mctms  relieve  his  state. 
There  he  must  stick  and  bide  the  wrath  of  fate. 
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Hulk.  You  havt' lold  me  that  nlrcady  ;  prav.  wliatis't  :* 
ITt  lie  BO  grrat.  my  pvofcnt  state  refuse  it, 
I  »]iall  bo  nblpr,  ihrn  roniinaiKl  aud  UBe  it. 
U1iii«»«  'i  Iw,  \r\  me  have  warning  to  provide  for  't. 

PhiJip,  Provide  forgiveness  then,  for  that's  the  want 
Ml  oomtriencp  fe*U.     O.  my  wrild  jouth  hna  led  me 
Iiiio  unnatural  wrongs  agniniil  your  freedom  once. 
I  cpent  ihe  rauium  which  my  father  sent, 
To  wt  mj  pIcMurcs  free ;  while  yoa  lay  captive. 

Molh.  ADd  i«  tliis  all  now  r 

ru  itte  me  Itlce  a  »trauger :  pray,  stand  up. 
Philip.  Rather  foil  flat :   I  shajl  deserve  yet  worse. 
Koth.  WhaU'vT  your  faults  are,   esteem  me  titill  n 

Or  rW  you  wrong  mc  more  in  asking  pardon 
Than  when  you  did  the  wrong  you  ask'd  it  for; 
And  uDt¥  you  have  prepar'd  me  to  forgive  you. 
Play  let  me  know  for  what ;  the  first  foult's  nothing. 
PhUip'   Here  comes  the  wrtmg  then  that  drives  home 

I  HW  a  face  at  Antwerp,  that  quite  drew  me 
FfWB  eoniicH-nee  and  obedience  :  in  that  fray 
1  b(t  m\  b«nrt,  I  must  needs  lose  my  way. 
There  wimt  the  ransDm<-,  to  redeem  my  mind  ; 
>wwd  of  thr  money,  I  brought  over  her ; 
\iid  to  coft  mists  before  my  father's  eyes, 
d  iitm  U  was  my  sifter  (luttl  so  long) 

il  yuurxelf  was  dead. — You  see  the  wrung. 

.  TU>  is  but  youthful  still — 

s  thou  ihdst  it.     For  aks, 
•  may  bv  cali'd  good  dealing,  to  some  piuts 
d  yvnth  play*  daily  among  sous. 
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THE  WITCH  :    A  TRAGI-COMEDY.     BY  THOMAS 

MIDDLETON. 

Hecate,  and  the  other  Witches,  at  their  Chamu, 

Hec.  Titty  and  Tiffin,  Suckin 
And  Pidgen,  Liard,  and  Robin  ! 
White  spirits,  black  spirits,  grey  spirits,  red  spirits. 
Devil-toad,  devil-ram,  devil-cat,  and  devil-dam. 
Why  Hoppo  and  Stadlin,  Hellwain  and  Puckle  I 

Stad,  Here,  sweating  at  the  vessel. 

Hec.  Boil  it  well. 

Hop.  It  gallops  now. 

Hec,  Are  the  flames  blue  enough. 
Or  shall  I  use  a  little  seeten  *  more  ? 

Stad.  The  nips  of  Fairies  upon  maids'  white  hips 
Arc  not  more  perfect  azure. 

Hec.  Tend  it  carefully. 
Send  Stadlin  to  me  with  a  brazen  dish. 
That  I  may  fall  to  work  upon  these  serpents. 
And  squeeze  'em  ready  for  the  second  hour. 
WTiy,  when  ? 

Stad,  Here's  Stadlin  and  the  dish. 

Hec,  Here  take  this  unbaptized  brat : 
Boil  it  well — preserve  the  fat : 
You  know  tis  precious  to  transfer 
Our  'nointed  flesh  into  the  air, 
In  moonlight  nights,  o'er  steeple  tops. 
Mountains,  and  pine  trees,  that  like  pricks,  or  stops, 
Seem  to  our  height :  high  towers,  and  roofs  of  princes. 
Like  wrinkles  in  the  earth :  whole  provinces 

*  Seething. 
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Appear  to  our  sig^kt  then  eren  like 
A  nuuet-mole  upon  some  lady's  eheek. 
When  hundred  leagues  in  air,  we  feast  and  aing, 
Dance,  kiss,  and  coll,  use  every  thing : 
What  young  man  can  we  wish  to. pleasure  us, 
But  we  enjoy  him  in  an  Incuhus  ? 
Thou  know*st  it,  Stadlin  ?* 
Siad,  Usually  that's  done. 
Ac  Away,  in. 
Go  feed  the  vessel  for  the  second  hour. 
SiatL  Where  be  the  magical  herbs  ? 
Hec,  They're  down  his  throat*, 
His  mouth  cramm'd  full ;  his  ears  and  nostrils  stufi. 
I  thrust  in  Eleaselinum,  lately 
Accnutum,  frondes  populeas,  and  soot. 
You  may  see  that,  he  looks  so  black  i'  th'  mouth. 
Then  Sium,  Acharum,  Vulgaro  too, 
Dentaphillon,  the  blood  of  a  flitter-mouse, 
Solanum  somnificum  et  oleum. 
Stad.  Then  there's  all,  Hecate. 
Hec.  Is  the  heart  of  wax 
Stuck  fiill  of  magic  needles  ? 
Stad.  'Tis  done,  Hecate. 
Hec.  And  b  the  farmer's  picture,  and  his  wife's, 
Laid  down  to  the  fire  yet  ? 

Stad  They  are  a  roasting  both  too. 
Hec.  Good ; 
Then  their  marrows  are  a  melting  subtilly. 
And  three  months'  sickness  sucks  up  life  in  'em. 
They  denied  me  often  flour,  barm,  and  milk, 
Gooae  grease  and  tar,  when  I  ne*er  hurt  their  chumings. 
Their  brew-locks  nor  their  batches,  nor  forespoke 
Any  of  thdr  breedings*     Now  I'll  be  meet  with  'eat. 
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Seren  of  their  yomig  pigs  I  hare  be«itcii*d  ilrcaJj 

Of  the  hat  fitter,  mne  dncklings,  thirtcca  gosfii^  and 

Fell  lame  hat  Sunday,  after  even-song  toow 
And  mark  hem  thdr  sheep  prosper ;  or  what  soap 
Each  mOch-kme  g:iTes  to  th*  pail :  IH  smd  these  snakes 
:^3iall  milk  *em  all  before  hand :  the  dev*d  skirted  dairy 


Shall  stroke  dry  dog?  (or  this,  and  go  home  cursing : 
rU  mar  their  siUabobs*  and  swarthy  feastings 
Under  cows'  bellies,  with  the  parish  youths. 

Skbastias  ctmtuks  the  Witch  for  a  Charm  to  be 
rereng'ed  om  his  succettful  /?ira/. 

Ht^*  Unrhins^  elves*  hags,  satires,  pans,  fiiwns,  sil«ice. 
R:t  with  the  candlestick  :  tiitons  centaurs,  dwarfe,  imps. 
The  <pocin.  the  man?,  the  man  i'  th*  oak.  the  hellwain,  the 
firvnirake.  the  puckle.      A.  ab  hur.  hus. 

Si^  Heaven  knows  with  what  unwillingness  and  hate 
I  enter  this  dunn*d  place  :  but  such  extremes 
iX  «7v>nir?  in  love  n^ht  *eainst  religion's  knowledge^ 
ThAt  «vre  I  led  bv  this  disease  to  deaths 

m 

As  numberless  as  creatures  that  must  die, 
I  iVMild  not  shun  the  wav. — I  know  what  *tis 
To  pity  mad  men  now  :  they're  wretched  things 
ThAT  ever  were  created,  if  thev  be 

* 

i>f  soman's  makinir  and  her  £uthless  vows. 
I  fear  they're  now  a  kissing :  what's  a  clock  ? 
'  Tis  now  but  supper  time :  but  night  ^ill  come^ 
And  all  new-married  couples  make  short  suppers. 
What  e  er  thou  art.  I  have  no  spare  time  to  fear  thee  ; 
My  horront  arv  so  strong  and  great  already 
lliat  thou  seem'st  nothing :  Up  and  laze  not : 
lladst  thou  niv  business,  thou  couldst  ne*er  sit  so ; 
*7^in>uld  £rk  thee  into  air  a  thousand  mile. 


i 
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s:  I  would  I  were  read 
thv  black  pow'r,  as  miae  owa  griefa. 
need  of  hel|) :  wilt  give  me  aaj  ? 
Thy  boldness   takes    me    bmvely ;    we  are  all 

Til  nrcU  (or  such  a  epiril :  Bce ;  I  regard  thee, 

I  ike,  aDd  bid  ihee  welcome.     Wimt's  thy  wiali  ddw  ? 

Sri.  Oh  my  hcnrl  Bwells  with't.     I  must  take  breath 
first. 

Bee.  It't  to  confound  some  enemy  on  the  leaf  ? 
b  majir  be  doue  to-night.     Staillin's  within : 
She  niacs  all  your  suddco  niinous  storms 
ThM  ahiiiwrcck  barks ;  and  tears  up  growing  oaks  ; 
Flic*  over  bouses,  and  takes  Anno  Domini 
Chil  ofa  rich  man's  chimney  (a  avfeet  place  fort. 
He  wonld  be  haog'd  ere  be  would  set  bis  own  yenrs 

thej  aaut  be  chamber 'd  in  a  6ve  pound  picture, 
A  gnat  silk  curtain  drawn  before  the  eyes  on't. 
Hi*  rotten  diaca^'d  years)  !     Or  dost  thou  envy 
TTir  &t  prosperity  of  any  neighbour  ? 
[11  cail  fonh  Hoppo,  and  her  incantation 
Can  Biraight  destroy  the  young  of  all  his  cattle: 
Bla*t  *iiie-yards,  orchards,  meadows ;  or  in  one  night 
TrOHport  his  dung,  hay,  com,  by  reeks,  whole  stacks, 
IMm  tUne  own  ground. 

Stt.  This  would  corae  most  richly  now 
To  many  a  country  grazier:  Uiil  my  envy 
LaH  not  N  low  a*  cattle,  com,  or  wines : 
TwiU  tniuble  your  best  pow'rs  to  give  me  ease 

//«c.  b  It  to  starve  U|i  genera^on  ? 
To  ilrikK  a  barrmness  in  itaua  or  woman  ? 

Sti.  lUhl 

Jltc-  Hah  !  Did  you  feel  roc  there  ?  I  knew  your  grief. 

&k  Cao  there  be  such  things  done  ? 
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Hec.  Are  these  the  skina 
Of  serpents  ?  these  of  snakes  ? 

Seb.  I  see  they  are. 

H«c.  So  sure  into  what  house  these  are  convey'd 
Knit  with  these'charms,  and  retentive  knots, 
Neither  the  man  begets,  nor  woman  breeds. 
No,  nor  performs  the  least  desire  of  wedlock. 
Being  then  a  mutual  duty ;  I  could  ^ve  thee 
ChiroconiU,  Adincantida, 
Arcfaimadon,  Marmaritin,  Cslicia, 
Which  1  could  sort  to  villainous  barren  ends ; 
But  this  leads  the  same  way:  More  I  could  instance  : 
As  the  same  needles  thrust  into  their  pillows 
That  sow  and  sock  np  dead  men  in  their  sheets  : 
A  privy  grissel  of  a  man  that  hangs 
After  sun  set :  Good,  excellent :  yet  all's  there.  Sir. 

Seh.  You  could  not  do  a  man  that  special  kindness 
To  part  them  utterly,  now  ?  Could  you  do  that  ? 

^t  do't ;  wo  f  iinnol  disjoin  wedlock ; 
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Hecate,  Stadlin,  Hoppo,  with  the  other  Witches, 
preparing  for  their  midnight  journey  through  the 
Air.    Firestone,  Hecate's  Son. 

Hee.  The  moon's  a  gallant ;  see  how  hrisk  she  rides. 

Stad.  Here's  a  rich  evening,  Hecate. 

Hec  Ay,  is't  not,  wenches. 
To  take  a  journey  of  five  thousand  mile  ? 

Hop.  Ours  will  be  more  to-night. 

Ac  Oh  'twill  be  precious. 
Heard  you  the  owl  yet  ? 

Siad.  Briefly  in  the  copse, 
As  we  came  through  now. 

Hte.  'Tb  high  time  for  us  then. 

Siad.  There  was  a  bat  hung  at.  my  lips  three  times 
As  we  came  through  the  woods,  and  drank  her  fill. 
Old  Ihickle  saw  her. 

Ac  YoQ  are  fortunate  still : 
Ife  very  screech  owl  lights  upon  your  shoulder, 
Aad  wooes  yon  like  a  pigeon.     Are  you  fumish'd  ? 
Hate  you  your  ointments  ? 

Siad.  AIL 

Hee.  Prepare  to  flight  then : 
in  orertake  you  swiftly. 

Siad.  Hie  thee,  Hecate  : 
We  shall  be  up  betimes. 

Hee.  Ill  reach  you  quickly. 

[  The  other  Witches  mawU. 

Fire.  They  are  all  going  a  birding  to-night.  They  talk 
of  fowls  m  the  air,  that  fly  by  day  :  I  am  sure, 
theyll  be  a  company  of  foul  sluts  there  to-night. 
If  we  have  not  mortality  offer'd*.  Til  be  hanged; 
for  they  are  able  to  putrify  it,  to  infect  a  whole 
region.     She  spies  me  now. 

*  PreUblj  the  true  readiikfb^flr«r*l. 
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Hee,  What,  Firestone,  our  sweet  son  ? 

Fire.  A  little  sweeter  than  some  of  ;ou ;  or  a  dunghill 

were  too  good  for  me. 
Hec.  How  mtu^  hast  here  ? 
Fife.  Nineteen,  and  all  hrave  plump  ones ;  besides  ns 

lizards,  and  three  serpentine  eggs. 
Htc.  Dear  and  sweet  boy  :  what  herhs  hast  thou  ? 
Fire.  I  hare  some  Marmartin  and  Mandragon. 
Hen,  Marmaritin  and  Mandragora  thou  wouldst  say. 
Fire.  Here's  Pannax  too :  I  thank  thee,  my  pan  akes 
I  am  sure 
With  kneeling  down  to  cut  'em. 

Hee,  And  Selago, 
Hedge  hysop  too :  how  near  be  goes  my  cuttings  t 
Were  they  all  cropl  by  moon-light? 

Fire.  Every  blade  of 'em,  or  I  am  a  moon-calf,  mother. 
ffec.  Hie  thee  home  with  'era. 
Look  well  to  the  house  to-uight:  I  am  for  aloft. 

Fir.  Aloft,  quoth  you  ?  I  would  you  would  break  your 
irklv. 


THB  WITCH.  188 

[^Aiave.^ Here : 

And  Hoppo  too,  and  Hellwain  too : 
We  lack  but  you ;  we  lack  but  you : 
Come  away,  make  up  the  count. 

JGTee.  I  will  but  'noint,  and  then  I  mount. 

(A  Spirit  like  a  Cat  descends.) 

[^Abave.'] There's  one  come  down  to  fetch  his  dues ; 

A  kiss,  a  coll,  a  sip  of  blood : 

And  why  thou  stay'st  so  long,  I  muse,  I  muse, 

Since  the  air  s  so  sweet  and  good. 

Hec*  Oh  art  thou  come  ? 
What  news,  what  news  ? 

iS^ptrt^.  All  goes  still  to  our  delight : 
Either  come,  or  else 
Refiue,  refuse. 

Ac  Now  I  am  fumish'd  for  the  flight. 

Pkre.  Hark,  hark,  the  Cat  sings  a  brave  treble  in  her 
own  language. 

Hee*  [  Going  up."]  Now  I  go,  now  I  fly, 
Malkin  my  sweet  Spirit  and  I. 
Oh  what  a  dainty  pleasure  'tis 
To  ride  in  the  air 
When  the  moon  shines  fair. 
And  sing,  and  dance,  and  toy,  and  kiss : 
Over  woods,  high  rocks,  and  mountains. 
Over  seas  (our  mistress'  fountains) 
Orer  steep  towers  and  turrets. 
We  fly  by  night  'mongst  troops  of  Spirits. 
No  ring  of  bells  to  our  ears  sounds, 
No  howls  of  wolves,  no  yelps  of  hounds ; 
No,  not  the  noise  of  water 's-breach, 
Or  cannon's  throat,  our  height  can  reach. 

[^Abave.'] No  ring  of  bells,  &c. 

Firg.  Well,  mother,  I  thank  your  kindness;  you 
moat  be 
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Gamboling  in  the  air,  and  leave  me  to  walk  bve  like  a 
fool  and  a  mortal.    ••••••• 

A  Ducheu  cauaiU  the  Witdt  aSoal  mfiieting  a  ndden  OtM. 

Duchess.    Hecate.    Firbbtonk 

Hee.  Wbat  death  is  't  you  deure  for  Almachildea  ? 

Duch.  A  midden  and  a  subtle. 

Hee.  Then  I  've  fitted  yon. 
Here  lie  the  gifla  of  both  ;  sudden  and  subtle : 
His  picture  made  in  wax,  and  gently  moHen 
By  a  blue  fire,  kindled  with  dead  men's  eyes, 
Will  waste  him  by  degrees. 

Duch.  In  what  time  prithee  P 

Hec.  Perhaps  in  a  moon's  progress. 

DwA.  What,  a  month  ? 
Out  upon  pictures,  if  they  be  so  tedious : 
Give  me  things  with  some  life. 

ffec.  Then  seek  no  farther. 

Duch.  This  must  be  done  with  speed,  disp&tch'd  this 
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l^pereas  mmpo  verbis  et  carmine  fauces ; 
£t  sylras  moveo,  jabeoque  tremiscere  monies, 
Et  mugiere  solum,  manesque  exire  sepulchris. 
Te  quoque,  Luna,  traho. 
Can  jou  doubt  me  then,  daughter ; 
Tliat  can  make  mountains  tremble,  miles  of  woods  walk  : 
Whole  earth's  foundation  bellow,  and  the  spirits 
Of  the  entomb'd  to  burst  out  from  their  marbles  ; 
Nay,  draw  yon  Moon  to  my  involv'd  designs  ?' 
Fire*  I  know  as  well  as  can  be  when  my  mother's  mad, 
and  our 
Great  cat  angry ;  for  one  spits  French  then,  and  the  other 
spits  Latin. 
Duch.  I  did  not  doubt  you,  mother. 
ffec.  No  !  what,  did  you  ? 
My  power's  so  firm,  it  is  not  to  be  question'd. 
Duch.  Forgive  what's  past ;  and  now  I  know  th*  offen- 
siveness 
That  vexes  art,  I'll  shun  the  occasion  ever. 

Hec.  Leave  all  to  me  and  my  five  sisters,  daughter. 
It  shall  be  convev'd  in  at  howlet-time. 
Take  you  no  care.     My  spirits  know  their  moments : 
Raven  or  screech-owl  never  fly  by  the  door 
Bat  they  call  in  (I  thank  'em)  and  they  lose  not  by't. 
I  give  'em  barley  soak*d  in  infant's  blood  : 
They  shall  have  semina  cum  sanguine, 
Their  gorge  cramm'd  full,  if  they  come  once  to  our  house : 

We  are  no  niggard. 

Fre.  They  fare  but  too  well  when  they  come  hither  : 

they  ate  up  as  much  the  other  night  as  would 

have  made  me  a  good  conscionable  pudding. 

ffec.  Give  me  some  lizard's   brain,  quickly,  Firestone. 

Where's  grannam  Stadlin,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  sisters  ? 

Fire.  All  at  hand,  forsooth. 

(  The  other  Witches  appear.) 


186  THE  WITCH. 

Hec.  Give  me  Mannaritin ;  some  Bear-breech :  wben  ? 

Fire*  Here's  Bear-breech  and  luard's-brain,  forsooth. 

Hec>  Into  the  vessel ; 
And  fetch  three  ounces  of  the  red-hair'd  girl 
I  kill'd  last  midnight. 

Fire.  Whereabout,  sweet  mother  ? 

Hec,  Hip ;  hip,  or  flank.     Wliere's  the  Acopus  ? 

Fire.  You  shall  have  Acopus,  forsooth. 

Hec.  Stir,  stir,  about ;  whilst  I  begin  the  charm. 

A  Charm  Song  about  a  Vend. 

Hec.  Black  siurits  and  white,  red  spirits  and  grey ; 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,  you  that  mingle  may. 
Titty,  Tiflin,  keep  it  stiff  in ; 
Fire-drake,  Puckey,  make  it  lucky ; 
Liard,  Robin,  you  must  bob  in. 
Round,  around,  around,  about,  about ; 
All  111  come  nmning  in,  all  Good  keep  out. 

First  Witch.  Here's  the  blood  of  a  bat, 

Hec.  Put  in  that,  oh,  put  in  that. 

Sec.  Witch.  Here's  libbard*8-bane. 

Hec.  Put  in  again. 

First  Witch.  The  juice  of  toad ;  the  oil  of  adder. 

Sec,  Witch.  Those  will  make  the  younker  madden 

Hec,  Put  in,  there's  all,  and  rid  the  stench. 

Fire.  Nay,  here's  three  ounces  of  the  red-hair'd  wench. 

All,  Round,  around,  around,  &c. 

Hec.  So,  so,  enough  :  into  the  vessel  with  it. 
There ;  't  hath  the  true  perfection  :  I  am  so  light* 
At  any  mischief,  there's  no  villainy 
But  is  a  tune  methinks. 

Fire.  A  tune  I  'tis  to  the  tune  of  damnation  then,  I 
warrant  you, 
And  that  song  hath  a  villainous  burthen. 

•  Ligfat-hearted. 
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ff«r.  Come  my  sweet  sbters,  let  the  air  strike  our 
tune  ; 
WhUst  we  show  reTerence  to  yon  peeping  moon. 

[  7^  Witches  dance,  et  Exeunt, 

[Tlioiigli  lome  resemblance  may  be  traced  between  the  Charms 
ii  Macbeth,  and  the  Incantations  in  this  Phiy,  which  is  supposed 
to  hare  preceded  it,  this  coincidence  will  not  detract  much  from 
the  ori^nality  of  Shakspeare.  His  Witches  are  disting^shed 
from  the  Witches  of  Middleton  by  essential  differences.  Thes« 
are  creatures  to  whom  man  or  woman  plotting  some  dire  mischief 
■i^t  resort  for  occasional  consultation.  Those  originate  deeds 
ef  blood,  and  begin  bad  impulses  to  men.  From  the  moment  that 
their  eyes  first  meet  with  Macbeth's,  he  is  spell-bound.  That 
—— »«*>g  sways  his  destiny.  He  can  never  break  the  fascination. 
llieae  Witches  can  hurt  the  body ;  those  have  power  over  the 
Mil. — Hecate  in  Middleton  has  a  Son,  a  low  buffoon :  the  hags 
of  Shakspeare  have  neither  child  of  their  own,  nor  seem  to  be 
descended  from  any  parent.  They  are  foul  Anomalies,  of  whom 
we  know  not  whence  they  are  sprung,  nor  whether  they  have 
beginning  or  ending.  As  they  are  without  human  passions,  so 
tiiey  seem  to  be  without  hunuui  relations.  They  come  with  thunder 
and  lightning,  and  vanish  to  airy  music.  This  is  all  we  know  of 
them.  —  Except  Hecate,  they  have  no  names ;  which  heightens 
Aeir  mytteriousness.  Their  names,  and  some  of  the  properties, 
which  Middleton  has  given  to  his  Hags,  excite  smiles.  The 
Weird  Sisters  are  serious  things.  Their  presence  cannot  co-exist 
with  mirth.  But,  in  a  lesser  degree,  the  Witches  of  Middleton 
are  fine  creations.  Their  power  too  is,  in  some  measure,  over 
the  mind.  They  raise  jars,  jealousies,  strifes,  like  a  thick  scurf 
•V/i/e.] 
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THE  WITCH  OP  EDMONTON.    A  TRAQI-COMEDY. 

BY  WILLIAM  ROWLEY.  THOMAS  DECKER. 

JOHN  FORD,  iu:. 

Mother  Sawyer,  {befbrt  »h«  tumt  Witch)  aione. 

Saw.  And  why  on  me?  why  should  the  envious  world 
Throw  all  their  scandalous  malice  upon  me? 
'Cause  I  am  poor,  deform'd,  and  i^orant, 
And  like  a  bow  buckled  and  bent  together 
By  some  more  strong  in  mischiefs  than  myself; 
Must  I  for  that  be  made  a  common  sink 
For  all  the  filth  and  rubbish  of  men's  toi^es 
To  fall  and  run  into  ?     Some  call  me  Witch, 
And  being  ignorant,  of  myself,  they  go 
About  to  teach  me  how  to  b<;  one :  urging 
That  my  bad  tongue  (by  their  bad  osage  mode  so) 
Forespeaks  their  cattle,  doth  bewitch  their  com, 
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8am.  Ton  won*t  ?  churl,  cut-throat,  miser :  there  they 
be.  Would  they  stuck  cross  thy  throat,  thy 
bowels,  thy  maw,  thy  midriff 

BanJcMn  Say'st  thou  me  so  ?     Hag,  out  of  my  ground. 

Saw.  Dost  strike  me,  slave,  curmudgeon  ?     Now  thy 
bones  aches,  thy  joints  cramps. 
And  cooTulsions  stretch  and  crack  thy  sinews. 

Banks.  Cursing,  thou  hag  ?  take  that,  and  that. 

lExit. 

Saw.  Strike,  do:  and  wither'd  may  that  hand  and  arm 
Whose  blows  have  lam*d  me,  drop  from  the  rotten  trunk. 
Abase  me  I  beat  me !  call  me  hag  and  witch  I 
What  is  the  name,  where,  and  by  what  art  leam'd  ? 
What  spells,  or  charms,  or  invocations, 
Mmj  the  thing  call'd  Familiar  be  purchased  ? 
------^— — — — —  I  am  shunned 

And  hated  like  a  sickness :  made  a  scorn 

To  all  degrees  and  sexes.     I  have  heard  old  beldams 

Talk  of  Familiars  in  the  shape  of  mice. 

Rats,  ferrets,  weasels,  and  I  wot  not  what. 

That  have  appeared ;  and  suck'd,  some  say,  their  blood. 

But  by  what  means  they  came  acquainted  with  them, 

Im  now  ignorant.     Would  some  power  good  or  bad 

Instruct  roe  which  way  I  might  be  reveng'd 

Upon  this  churl,  I'd  go  out  of  myself, 

And  give  this  fury  leave  to  dwell  within 

This  ruin*d  cottage,  ready  to  fall  with  age : 

Abjure  all  goodness,  be  at  hate  with  prayer. 

And  study  curses,  imprecations. 

Blasphemous}  speeches,  oaths,  detested  oaths. 

Or  any  thing  that's  ill ;  so  I  might  work 

Revenge  upon  this  miser,  this  black  cur. 

That  barks,  and  bites,  and  sucks  the  very  blood 

Of  me,  and  of  my  credit.     'Tis  all  one 

To  be  a  witch  as  to  be  counted  one. 
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Sht  get*  a  FamSar  aMeh  tenet  her  at  the  likeneu  o/a 
Blade  Dog. 

MoTRXR  Sawybr.     Famiiiar. 

Sate.  I  am  dried  up 
With  cursing;  and  with  madness ;  and  luiTe  yet 
No  blood  to  moisten  these  sweet  lips  of  thine. 
Stand  on  thy  hind-legs  up.     Kias  me,  m j  Tommy ; 
And  rub  away  some  wrinkles  on  my  brow, 
By  making  my  old  ribs  to  shrug  for  joy 
Of  thy  fine  tricks.    What  hast  thou  done?    Let's  ticUe. 
Hast  thou  struck  the  horse  lame  as  I  bid  thee  F 

Famil.  Yes,  and  nipt  the  sucking-child. 

Saw,  Ho,  ho,  my  dainty. 
My  little  pearl.     No  lady  loves  her  hound. 
Monkey,  or  parakeet,  as  I  do  thee. 

Famil,  The  maid  has  been  churning  butter  nine  hours, 
but  it  shall  not  come. 
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IK  an  on  fire  (even  in  the  midst  of  ice) 
Xsliiag  m;  hlood  up,  till  my  shrunk  knees  feel 
Thy  niri'd    head   leaiung   on  them.      Come  then,   mv 

darling. 
If  ID  the  lir  thnii  hover'st,  fall  a]ioii  me 
In  »ome  dark  cloud ;  and,  as  I  oil  have  seen 

tDngom  aiid  xerpents  in  the  elements, 
Appear  thou  notr  so  to  roe.     Art  thou  i'the  sea  ? 
]ftut«r  up  sll  the  roonsters  from  the  deep, 
.And  be  the  ugliest  of  them  :  so  that  my  bulch 
ttew  but  his  swarth  check  to  me,  let  earth  cleave, 
And  break  from  hell,  I  care  not :  could  I  run 
like  a  iwift  powder-mine  beneath  the  world, 
Dp  wonld  I  blow  it,  all  to  find  out  thee, 
Thou^  I  by  niin'd  in  it. — Not  yet  come  ? 
I  nraat  then  fall  to  my  old  prayer:  lanetibicettr  tii 


Hte 


.  niiUe. 


'  SoK.  ViYiy  dost  thou  thus  appear  to  me  in  white, 
I  if  thou  wert  the  (;ho»t  of  my  dear  love  ? 
I  FimtU.  I  am  dogged,  list  not  to  tell  thee,  yet  to  torment 
iface, 

H  puts  thee  in  miud  of  thy  winding  sheet 
.  Am  I  near  dratli  ? 
.  Ue  blartcd  with  the  news. 
■  a  day'*  footboy.  a  fore-runner  to  light,  which 
tlwws  thy  old  rivcl'd  fkco :  villainie*  are  itript 
Bokvd,  the  witch  must  be  beaten  out  of  her 
Bockptt. 

jr  tA  mice  ryrs  art  thou  a  flag  of  Inice  ? 
•  with  none ;  *tis  the  black  color, 
I  flghl  under :  I  do  not  liko 
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[Mather   Sawyer    differ*    from  the  hige  of'HidiUeton  or 

Shakspeve.  She  ii  the  plain  traditiooal  old  iranum  Witch 
of  OUT  anceston ;  poor,  deformed,  and  iguonnt ;  the  terror  of 
villages,  herself  imenable  to  a  justice.  Thit  ihonld  be  a  hardjr 
sheriff,  nth  the  power  of  the  cnunt;r  at  hia  heeli,  that  would  laj 
handa  oa  the  Weird  Sisters.  They  u-e  of  another  jnritdictioD. 
But  upon  the  common  and  received  opinion  the  anthor  (or 
■nChore)  have  engrafted  strong  fancy.  There  ii  ramethiDf 
frightfully  earnest  id  her  inrocationa  to  the  Familiar.] 


DAmnUle  {the  Alheitt)  u-Uh  the  aid  of  hit  wkked  itulnimaU. 
Borarkio,  -murders  Ait  Brother,  Munlferrert,  for  hii  fjitatf. 
After  Ike  deed  it  done.  Borachio  and  he  talk  together  of 
the  drcamttancci  m/iich  attended  the  murder. 

D'Am.  Here's  a  sweet  comedy,  Ix^ns  with  0  dolentit, 

iK^ludus  Willi  ]]a.  ha.  he. 


.  Tbia  crown'd  tlie  must  judicious  murder,  that 
e  hnin  of  auin  was  e'er  deliver'd  vf. 
fiyAxn.  Aye.  mark  tlie  plot.     Nw  any  circuniBUiite 
~      iUkmI  witliin  llie  reach  of  the  design, 
Of  [wvoas  dis(KisitiaD8,  matUT,  tiiut-, 
Or  pUeCi  but  by  this  brain  of  mine  was  made 
'  p  iiMiruuKiilal  beip ;  yet  nothing  froin 

■  inductiuD  to  the  accomplishment  socm'd  forced, 
t  dent-  o'  purpose,  but  by  accident. 

[^Hrre  thty  reckon  up  the  aeveral  cireumttances. 
.  Then  dorknesi  did 

execution  of  the  work 
h  from  prevention  and  discovery. 
IfAm.  Here  wtu  a  murder  bravely  carried  through 
TV  cyr  of  obwnation,  unobserved. 

Bor.  And  those?  ttiat  saw  the  passage  of  it,  made 
Tlw  isstrumrntit :  yet  knew  not  what  they  did. 

SJfAfu-  That  power  of  rule,  philosophers  ascribe 
Td  htm  ihey  call  the  Supreme  of  the  iilars, 
Uaking  tlwir  influences  (governors 
Of  nibltinary  creatures,  when  iheimelves 
An  smfvless  of  their  operations. 

[  Thunder  attd  lAghtning. 

r!  dofi  start  at  ihimdur?  Credit  my  belief,  'U*  a 
mere  effect  of  natiue,  an  exhalation  hot  and 
dry,  involved  wiiliiu  a  walry  vspour  in  thn 
niddlr  region  uf  the  air,  whose  coldness 
congealing  thnt  thick  moisture  to  a  cloud,  the 
ma^Tj  txhalniion  shut  within  s.  [irisau  of 
contrary  quality,  ctrivcs  to  be  free;  and  with 
the  violent  eruption  through  the  grossneas  cit' 
that  cloud,  makiis  tliia  noisu  we  hear. 
BoT.  Ti*  a  (wrliil  noise. 

IBfAin.  1u  a  brxve  uoiw ;  and,  mcthiaks,  gracM  uur 
VOL.  I.  O 
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accomplished  fottject,  u  %  peal  of  orditanee 
does  a  triumph.  It  spealu  aiconiagemait. 
Now  natare  shews  thee  how  it  brored  our 
performance :  to  fari>ear  this  m>ise  when  we 
set  forth,  hecanse  it  should  not  terrify  my 
brother's  going  home,  which  would  have 
dashed  our  purpose :  to  forbear  this  lighbuog 
in  our  passage,  lest  it  should  ha'  warned  him 
of  the  pitfoll.  Then  propitious  nature  winked 
at  our  proceedings ;  now,  it  doth  express  how 
that  forbearance  &vot*d  our  success.   ♦  •  •  • 


Drowned  Soldier. 

walking  upon  the  fatal  shorei 

Among  the  slaughter'd  bodies  of  their  men. 
Which  the  full- stomach 'd  sea  bad  cast  upon 
The  sands,  it  was  my  unhappy  chance  to  light 

Upon  a  fa<r,  ^>Iu>M.  f.iM.r  vvli.n  il  liinl 
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Ai  if  ii  would  «iak  down  into  the  earth, 
And  hide  itwU  Tur  thamo  o(  such  a  deed  '. 

Maid  Refuted. 
t  entejUin  the  ufler  of  this  match, 
ft'ith  puqioM  ia  cuufimt  it  presently. 
I  ha**  &irt«Mly  inov'd  it  to  my  daughter: 
H«  tctt  vxcune*  savoiir'd  at  the  finit 
Mrthought  but  of  a  modest  innocence 
Of  blood,  whose  unniov'd  stream  was  never  i 
Intii  the  current  of  affection.     But  wh<-n  I 
Rrplird  with  more  familiar  arguments, 
Thitil(in^  to  make  her  apprehension  bold  ; 
Her  modtrst  bluab  fell  to  a  pale  dislike, 
And  she  rrfiis'd  it  nith  such  confidence, 
A«  if  the  had  been  prompted  by  a  love 
Indiiring  firmly  to  lomp  other  man ; 


Kid  in  that  obstinacy  she  remains.  ^^H 

Lovt  tatd  Coaragr.  ^^H 

k  not  wrong  him.     'Tis  a  generous  mind  ^^| 

TW  led  his  disposition  to  the  war ;  ^^| 

Vor  fetilli^  love  and  noble  courage  are  ^^| 

So  nasr  allied,  that  one  begets  another :  ^^H 

Or  lorp  b  sister,  and  courage  is  the  brother.  ^^| 

Cwld  I  affect  him  better  than  before,  ^^| 

Hia  toldieT's  hc«rt  would  make  me  love  him  more.  ^^| 


*  Hh  w«r  «rf  JwtriMkm,  wlikh  kctdi  anorlllinji  am  lo  le 
— "Ua  MMlkc^  wtlhin  fm. 
rUUpHUwT-     Be  mn.  ' 
MtKj  b«— tifcl  liMtiew  tn: 


p«nih«i.. 

*«b 

^•WhlM 

Ulwigblljdr 

ihn 

Bmj  l«  fuuuJ 

kUo 

nr  Iho  KK»Sa.     TI.— 

J 
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THE  REVENGER'S   TRAGEDY.     BY  CYRIL  TOURNEUR. 

Vindici  addretut  the  SetM  ofiit  dead  Lad}/. 
Thou  sallow  picture  of  my  poison'd  love, 
My  study's  ornament,  thou  shell  of  death. 
Once  the  hright  fcce  of  my  betrothed  lady. 
When  life  and  beauty  naturally  fiU'd  out 
These  ragged  imperfectioDB ; 
When  two  heavn-pointed  diamonds  were  set 

In  those  unsightly  rings then  'twas  a  &ce 

So  &r  beyond  the  artificial  shine 
Of  any  woman's  bought  complexion. 
That  the  uprightest  man  (if  such  there  be 
That  sin  but  seven  times  a  day)  brake  custom, 
And  made  up  eight  with  looking  after  her. 
O  she  was  able  to  ha'  made  a  usurer's  son 
Melt  all  his  patrinionv  i 
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DoM  the  •iDc-wonn  eipend  her  yellow  labours 
For  tlicv?  Bar  dice  does  she  undo  herself? 
An  lonichips  sold  to  maintain  ladyships, 
Vot  ihe  poor  benefil.  of  a  liewitching  minute  ? 
Why  does  yon  fellow  fnlsi^  highways, 
And  pill  his  life  hetwMti  the  judge's  lips. 
To  refine  sudi  a  thing?  keep  his  horse  and  men. 
To  btAt  their  valors  for  her  f 
Stmly  we're  all  mad  people,  and  (hey 
Whom  we  think  are,  are  not. 
Does  erery  proud  mid  self-affecting  dame 
CxRphifv  her  bee  for  this  ?  and  grieve  her  maker 
1«  anAd  hMlu  of  milk,  when  riadv  an  infont  starves, 
I'lr  her  superfluous  out-side,  alt  for  this? 
il  Iju  now  bids  twenty  pound  a  Di^ht?  preparer 
'IiiRCt  perfiimes,  and  sweet  meats?  all  are  huuli'd. 
Hiua  may'st  lie  chaste  now !  it  were  fine,  methinks, 
Tu  have  thee  seen  at  revels,  forgetful  feasts. 
And  unclean  hrothels  :  sure  'twould  fright  the  einnN. 
And  make  bim  a  good  coward :  put  a  reveller 
Ont  of  hia  Hitick  amble, 
Aad  cloy  tea  ejneure  with  em;i(y  dishes- 
Here'  might  a  scornful  and  amUtions  woman 
Look  through  and  through   herself. — See  ladies,  witli 

Uae  fcrmi 
You  deceive  meo,  but  cannot  demive  worms  *. 


ittfiatiM  vUrb  W  Un  mmI  rmn  l«n<n 
TUa  4lMwl  ^Wi7,  Isft'.  Iddr  ukI  mi.W, 

Wa*  hnag  wjlh  Skelnoni  orfn-r;  kiml : 
UoMa,  Mil  til  ikM  kamnl  bmnmn  priilc 

TV*Jk»  nad*  t-  tbaj  nwn'i  hlgb  ioonorul  mini. 
r*i  •■  timX  nil  lunp  lie,  too,  Mho  »  ihonght : 

Aa4  Sbr,  JiM  b]r  trim,  oliam  (ImI  tl«  otn)''!. 
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Vindici,  haning  ditguued  Utntelf,  nmtet  trial  of  hit  Si^erCmtiult 
vb-lue!  and  afierwardt,  of  hit  Mo&n'i. 

ViNDICI.      CaSTIZA. 

Vin.  Lady,  the  best  of  wishes  to  your  sex,   - 
Fair  skins  and  new  gowns.  CQ^*  'W  a  L^tr, 

Cast.  Oh  they  shAU  thank  you.  Sir. 
Whence  this? 

Km.  Oh,  from  a  dear  and  worthy  friend. 

Ca4t.  From  whom  7 

Vim,  The  duke's  son. 

CatU  Receivethat.  \^ABoso^theEa.rtolm-BT<^tar. 
I  swore  I  would  put  anger  in  my  hand. 
And  pass  the  virgin  limits  of  myself, 
To  him  that  next  appear'd  in  that  base  office, 
To  be  his  sin's  attorney.     Bear  to  him 
That  figure  of  my  hate  upon  thy  cheek, 
Whilst  'tis  yet  hot,  and  HI  reward  thee  for"! ; 
V  honor  wlinii  ha\ 


R  tongue  could  not  bewitch  her  so. 
t,  fitly  here  ihe  I'onics  !  thanks,  my  disguise — 

TTit  Mother  enteri. 
I.  good  afternoon. 

are  welcome,  Sir. 
.  The  next  of  Jtjy  commends  him  to  you, 
r  mighty  expectation,  the  duke's  ?on. 
Moth.  I  think  myself  much  honor'd,  that  he  pleasen 
To  nnk  me  in  bis  thoughts. 

Vin.  So  may  you,  Udy ; 
One  that  is  like  to  be  our  sudden  duke ; 
The  crowD  gapes  for  him  every  tide ;  and  then 
CoMwnwider  o'er  us  all,  do  but  think  on  him, 
>  blest  were  they  now  that  could  pleasure  him. 
D  with  any  thing  almost  1 
lfo(&.  Ay,  save  their  honor. 

.  Tut,  one  would  let  a  little  of  that  go  too, 
vvr  be  seen  in't,  ne'er  be  seen  in'l,  mark  you, 
tuiiik  and  let  it  go. 
iTiiM.  Marry  but  I  would  not. 

.  Marry  but  1  would,  I  hope,  I  know  you  would  too. 
u'd  that  blood  now  which  you  gave  your  daughter. 
ibef  Indeed  'tis,  this  wheel  comes  about; 
HhI  man  that  must  be  all  this,  perhaps  ere  morning, 
(For  hi*  white  father  does  but  mould  away) 
Has  long  devir'd  your  daughter. 
Math.  Desir'd? 
i  M.  Nay,  but  hear  mo. 
He  dewm  now,  tlial  will  command  hcreafU-r  ; 
Tlwrclare  be  wiic,  I  speftk  as  more  a  friend 
To  you  thsn  him ;  madam,  1  know  you're  poor. 
And  (Uch  the  day  I)  there  are  too  many  poor  ladies 

■Imdy; 
Why  ibould  you  wai  the  number  ?  'tis  despiiod. 
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Live  wealthy,  rightly  understand  the  world. 
And  (Jiidc  away  that  foolish  country  girt 
Keeps  company  with  your  daughter,  Ch&gtity. 
Moth.  O  fie,  fie  I  the  riches  of  the  world  i^annot 
a  mother 
To  such  a  moat  unnatural  task. 

Vin.  No,  but  a  Choustind  angels  can  ; 
Men  have  no  power,  angeU  must  work  voii  to't : 
The  wofid  descends  into  such  liase-bom  evils. 
That  forty  angels  can  make  fouracorc  devils. 
There  will  be  fools  still  1  peneive — still  fool  ? 
Would  I  he  poor,  dejected,  scom'J  of  greatness. 
Swept  Irom  the  palace,  and  see  others'  daughters 
Spring  with  the  dew  of  the  court,  having  mine  owd 
So  much  desir'd  and  lov'd — by  the  duke's  son  ? 
No,  I  would  raise  my  state  upon  her  breast, 
And  call  her  eyes  my  tenauts  ;  1  would  count 
My  yearly  maintenance  upoti  her  cheeks ; 
1'ake  coach  upon  her  Up :  and  all  her  parts 
Should  keep  men  after  men ;  and  I  would  ride 
In  pleasure  upon  pleasure. 
You  took  great  pains  for  her,  once  when  it  was. 
Let  her  requite  it  now,  tho'  it  be  hut  some  ; 
You  brought  her  forth,  she  may  well  bring  yon  hoi 
Moth.  O  heavens  !  this  o'ercomcs  (ne  I 
Vin.  Not  1  hope  already  ?  (^ 

Moth,  It  is  too  strong  for  me ;  men  know  that  kid 
We  are  so  weak  their  words  can  overthrow  ue  : 
He  touch'd  me  nearly,  made  my  virtues  bate. 
When  his  tongue  struck  upon  my  pour  estate.  {A 
\1n.  I  even  quake  to  proceed,  my  spirit  turns  ct 
I  fear  me  she's  unmother'd,  yet  I'll  venture.  {A 
WTiat  think  yon  now, hidy?  speak,  arc  you  wiser? 
What  said  advancement  to  yon  ?  thus  it  said, 
The  daughter's  fall  lifts  up  the  mother's  head  : 


Tm  BBVENGBR'S  TftAGKDY, 

Id  it  not  Madam  ?  but  111  g< 

y  places ;  but  this  age  Tears  n 
Rhame  to  b«  bad,  because  'tis 
Moth.  Aye,  that's  the  eonirort  on'i. 
Vin.  The  comtbrt  on't ! — 
I  k«rp  Uw  best  toT  last.     Can  these  persuade  you 
"a  forget  heaven — and —  (.OJfir»  her  Money. 

I  JfmM.  Ay,  theie  are  they — 

*~  .  Oh! 
YMoA.  I'hat  mcbant  our  aex  ; 

e  meaiK  that  gorem  our  affiecfions, — 
hat  woman 
tl  not  bo  troubled  with  the  mother  long, 
A  Mca  the  tomfortsble  shine  of  you : 
\  t*  Hmk  whjtt  for  your  sakes  I'll  do. 

~    rifering  heaven  I  with  thy  invisible  linger. 
B  at  this  histaat  turn  the  precious  side 


Of  bcAh  Bone  eye-balU  inward,  not  t< 


«  myself. 


(Ajide.) 


M«th.  Luok  you.  Sir. 

»IW  Hollo. 
Uolh.  Let  this  thank  your  pains. 
Vin,  O  vou  are  a  kind  Madam. 
ITofA.  I'll  see  how  I  can  move. 
Vin.  Your  words  will  stin^. 

Motk.  If  she  be  still  chaste,  I'll  ne'er  call  her  ininn. 
^^  Vim.  Spoke  truer  than  juu  oieant  it  I 

^K  JtfodL  Daughter  Cosliut 

^B-Cojf.  (witAm.)  Madam! 
^^P  Vbi.  O  ahe's  yonder,  mwi  her. 
^r'niop"  of  ccUnrtial  soldiers  ^uard  her  heart. 
YoBT  dam  ha*  doils  onougU  tu  take  her  part. 

(CW/irn  rfiMTiu.) 
■  Cm*.  Mtdam  wliat  makw  yon  evil-offir'd  r 
e  of  you? 
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Molh.  Why? 

Cast.  He  latel;  brought 
ImmodeBt  writing  sent  from  the  duke's  b<h1| 
To  tempt  me  to  dbhonorable  act. 

Moth.  Dishonorable  act  ? — good  hoDorable  fooL 
That  nouldat  be  honest,  'cauae  thou  wouldat  be  S0| 
Producing  no  one  reason  but  thy  will ; 
And  it  has  a  good  report,  prettily  commended, 
But  pray  by  whom  P  poor  people :  ignorant  people ; 
The  better  sort,  I'm  sure,  cannot  abide  it. 
And  by  what  rule  should  we  square  out  our  lives, 
But  by  our  betters  actions  ?  ob,  if  thou  knew'at 
What  'twere  to  lose  it,  thou  wouldst  never  keep  it ; 
But  there's  a  cold  curse  laid  upon  all  maids. 
Whilst  others  clip  the  sun,  they  clasp  the  shades. 
Deny  advancement !  treasure  1  the  duke's  son  1 

Call.  I  cry  you  mercy,  lady,  I  mistook  you ; 
Pray  did  you  see  my  mother  ?  which  way  went  you  ? 
Pray  God  I  have  not  lost  her. 

,   Prettily  put  W- i AiiJ>:) 


(A«Je.) 


fualisti 


I'm.  Faith,  bad  enough  in  both, 

I  voadrr,  lady,  your  own  mother's  words 
t  be  taken,  nor  stand  in  full  force. 
I  honeity  you  urge ;  what's  honesty  ? 
Tb  but  hemea't  beggar  ;  and  what  woinar 

to  keep  honesty. 
And  be  nnt  able  to  keep  herself  P  no, 
TinMS  etv  grown  wiser,  and  will  keep  less  charge. 
A  maid  that  has  mial)  portion  now,  intends 
To  bre«k  up  house,  and  live  upon  her  friends. 
|_tIow  blest  are  yon  I  you  have  happiness  alone  ; 
«  most  fall  to  thousands,  you  to  one  ; 
finimt  in  himself  Co  make  your  forehead 
ul»  the  world  with  jewels,  and  pelitiouary  people 
t  your  presence. 
9  think  upon  the  pleasure  of  the  palace  ! 
Rir«d  ease  and  state  !  the  stirring  meats, 

i>  move  out  of  the  dishes,  that  e'en  now  quieken 
(then  they're  eaten  I 

]ncta  abroad  by  torch-light  I  music  I  sports  I 

Ban^-headed  rassals,  that  had  ne'er  the  fortune 
To  keep  on  thrir  own  hats,  but  let  horns  wear  'cm  ! 
KiDr  coadm  waiting — hurry,  hurry,  hurry — 
CatL  Ayo,  to  the  devil — 

I'm.  Are,  to  tlie  devil  I  to  the  duke,  by  my  faith. 
JVo/4.  Aye,  to  tiie  duke.     Daughter,  you'd  scorn  to 

think 
If  tbo  dmil,  and  you  were  there  once. 

.  Who'd  sit  at  home  iu  a  neglected  room, 
p:  her  ahort-Uv'd  beauty  to  tltc  pictures, 
ma*  uaeUaa  as  old  men,  when  those 
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Poorer  in  face  snd  fortune  than  herself 
Walk  with  a  hundred  acres  on  their  bocks. 
Fair  meadows  cut  into  green  fore-parts  ? — 
I^r  trees,  those  cMnely  fbretops  of  the  field. 
Are  cut  to  maintun  h^-tire«  : — ^muefa  untold— 
AU  thrives  but  chaatity,  ihe  lies  cold. 
Nay,  shall  I  come  nearer  to  you  ?  mark  bat  tfaia  i- 
Why  ue  there  so  few  honest  women,  but  beeans*  'tit  die 
poorer  profession  ?  that's  acconntedbest,  that's 
best  foUow'd  ;  least  in  trade,  least  in  bahioB ; 
and  that's  not  honesty,  believe  it ;  and  do  bU 
note  the  low  and  dejected  price  of  it : 
Lose  but  a  pearl,  we  search  and  cannot  brook  it ; 
But  that  once  gone,  who  is  so  mad  to  look  it ' 
Moth.  Troth,  he  says  true. 
Ctut.  False!  I  defy  yoa  both. 
I  have  endur'd  you  with  an  ear  of  fire  ; 
Your  tongues  have  struck  hot  irons  on  my  face. 


E  Bl:%-B!<OXR-B  TKAIil 


7IU  Brolhm.  VisDKi  nn(/Hii>POLiTo,  IhreattMli 
Mather  leilK  Death  for  cumenting  to  the  Difhc 
of  ihrir  Sijl^: 


tta.  O  thou  for  wham  n 
JfofA.  WLat  roean  my  » 


c  ia  bad  enough, 
what,  will  yoo  i 


In*.  Wicked  unnaiunl  parent  I 
^p.  Fpeai  of  women  I 
M*$h.  Oh  !  are  sons  tum'il  mousters  t 
rU.  In  vain. 


help  I 

Math,  fvK  you  ro  barbarous  to  net  irou  nipplet 
L'poa  thr  brra^  that  g'Bvc  you  9uck  ? 

I-M.  That  breast 
!■  lura'd  to  qoarled  poisou. 

SItttk.  Cut  not  your   days   for't.     Am    not    [ 

Vm.  Thou  dost  usurp  that  title  now  by  fraud. 
For  in  that  «bril  of  mother  breeds  a  bawd. 

Math.  A  Uwd  !  O  name  fnr  loathsomer  than  hell  [  | 

flip.  It  Khould  be  BO,  knen'sl  thou  thy  office  well. 

.Vo(A.  I  hate  it. 

Fm.  Ail,  in  it  possible,  you  powers  on  liigb. 
That  women  should  diswmble  when  they  die  ? 

Math.  Ditivoublc! 

Vim.  Did  not  tliu  duke's  son  direct 
A  MJow  of  the  world's  condition  hither. 
That  dill  corrupt  all  that  was  good  in  thee? 
Mailo  the*  uncivilly  forg«t  thyself. 
And  work  nur  aistvr  to  his  purpose  ? 

M^k.  Wh<i  I  ? 
That  hod  boon  monKtrous.     I  defy  titat  man 
For  any  such  intent.     None  hvua  so  pure. 
Bat  ihoU  be  soil'd  with  slander. 
Good  aaiii  believe  it  noU 
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Vm.  Oh,  I'm  in  doubt 
Whetber  I  am  myself  or  no — 
Stay,  let  me  look  agaio  upon  this  face. 
Who  shall  be  saved  when  mothers  have  no  grace  ? 

(_Retumei  hit  Ditgvue.') 

Hip.  'Twoiild  make  one  half  despair. 

Vin.  I  was  the  man. 
Defy  me  now,  let's  see,  do't  modestly. 

Moth.  O  hell  unto  my  soul '. 

Vm.  In  that  disguise,  I,  sent  from  the  duke's  son. 
Tried  you,  and  found  you  base  metal, 
As  any  villain  might  have  done. 

MoA.  O  no, 
No  tongue  but  yours  could  have  bewitch'd  me  so. 

Fin.  O  nimUe  in  damnation,  quick  in  turn  \ 
There  is  no  devil  could  strike  fire  so  soon. 
I  am  confiited  in  a  word. 

Moth.  Oh  sons. 
Forgive  me,  to  myself  I'll  prove  more  true ; 
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a  wt^  ii  to  oTir  «ex  naturally  given  ; 
it  to  VKwp  irulv,  that's  a  gift  froni  heaven. 
VtH,  Nay,  I'll  kisB  you  now.     Kiss  her,  brother: 
'9  marry  her  to  our  souls,  wbercin's  no  lust, 
d  honorably  love  her. 
■"   ..  L.-t  it  he. 

.  Fur  honest  women  are  so  aehi  and  rare, 
i  to  cherish  those  poor  few  that  are. 
f  was  I  do  but  bnagine 
aae  has  left  you,  how  Icprously 
iL  oCce  would  have  cUng'd  unto  your  forehead  [ 
B  tnothcn  that  bod  any  graeeful  hue, 
oold  have  worn  masks  to  bide  their  face  at  you. 
would  have  grown  to  this,  at  your  foul  name 
m-color'd  maitls  would  have  tuni'd  red  with  shainc. 
,  And  then  our  sister,  full  of  hire  and  baseness — 
l^m.  There  had  been  boiling  lead  again  I 
The  ilukc's  sou's  great  concubine ! 
A  drab  of  irtotr,  a  (;loth<o'-silver  slot. 
To  have  her  train  bonio  up.  and  her  soul  trail  in  the  dirt  t 
JVJp.  To  he  great,  miserable;    to  be  rich,  uti-nialU 

wretched. 
Vim.  O  commnn  modni^s  ! 
\ik  bvt  the  ihriving'st  harlot  in  cold  blood, 
•'he'd  give  die  world  to  nuke  her  honor  good. 
i'lrhop*  Tonll  My,  but  only  to  the  duke's  son 
III  private;  why,  she  first  begins  with  one 
^Mmi  afi«rwards  to  thoiuands  proves  a  whore  : 
Qrrok  iicv  iu  one  place,  it  will  crack  in  more. 

.VntA.  ^loiit  crrtninly  applied. 
I  Ififi.  0  brother,  yoii  forget  our  business. 
T'  I'm.  And  well  rcnjeraber'd  :  joy's  a  subtil  elf; 
s  hoppiesi  when  he  forgets  himself. 
ice  dry,  now  lioly-watvr'd  mead  ; 
Our  iMATta  wear  feothcn,  that  before  wore  lead. 
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Moih.  I'll  ^ve  you  this,  thu,  one  I  never  knew 
Plead  better  for,  and  'gainst  the  devil  than  you. 
Vin.  You  wake  me  proud  on't. 
Hip.  Commend  us  in  all  virtue  to  our  qister. 
Vin.  Ay,  for  the  love  of  heaven,  to  that  troe  mail 
Moth,  With  tny  best  words. 
Vin.  Why  that  was  motherly  said  •. 

Outka  term*  to  content  to  her  Molha't  tacked  no&a 

Castiza.    Motubr. 
Cast.  Now,  mother,  you  have  wrought  with  n 
strongly. 
That,  what  for  my  advancement,  as  to  calm 
The  trouble  trf  your  tongue,  I  am  content 
Moth.  Content,  to  what  ? 
Catt.  To  do  as  you  have  wish'd  me ; 
To  prostitute  my  breast  to  the  duke's  son. 
And  put  myself  to  common  usury. 
Moth.  I  hope  you  will  not  so. 


TlIS  kKTENOBR'B  TRACKDY. 

Catt.   Ilow  often  hare  youchfti^'dmeoD  your  bleniiig 
Ta  br  a  rurved  woniM  !  when  you  knew 
Your  blauiitg  had  uo  foK«  to  make  mc  lewd. 
You  Uid  your  cudk  upon  me;  that  did  more  ; 
The  motlirr"*  curwi  u  heavy  j  where  that  fights, 
Saiu  tct  in  ttorm  aiid  daughters  lose  their  lights, 

IMoth.  Good  child,  dear  maid,  if  there  be  any  ipsrk 
tliMVMily  inteUeotual  light  within  thee, 
^  my  breath  revive  it  to  a  flame, 
it  not  all  out  with  woman's  wilfiil  follks. 
I  am  Tpcorer'd  of  that  fotil  diseusp 
Thai  hauntft  ttio  many  mothers  ;  kind,  forgive  me. 
Make  me  not  sick  in  health  I  if  then 
My  «onU  prrvaii'd,  when  ihey  were  wickedDeBs, 
How  much  more  now,  when  they  are  just  and  good  1 
CtttU  I  wonder  what  jou  tocoa  :  ore  not  you  she, 

tr  whow  i&lect  pemiaaious,  I  could  scarce 
wl  out  my  prayers  ;  aod  had  much  ado, 
|hi««  hours'  reading,  to  ontwist  so  much 
tbc  black  Eerpent,  as  you  wound  about  mc  t 
Math.  Th  uufruitful  held,  tedious,  to  repeat  whaf  s  past, 
I'm  now  your  pr«'aent  mother, 

Catt.   Pbh,  DOW  'tin  too  late. 
>  Jfatk.  BHhinl^  agaiu.  thou    know'st  not   what  thou 
»y'it. 

o  !  deny  odianoenietit  I  tieuure  I  the  duke's 
*oa  I 
Moth.  O  sM',   t  spoke  thiec  words,  and  now    the; 
poisoD  mc. 
lU  thv  deed  do  then  ? 

nt  I  tnic  ;  as  high  as  shame  can  pitch  I 
:  who  e'er  kii.'w  a  Hailot  rirh? 
d  by  the  pnrrhaae  of  her  ain 
d  to  koep  their  bMtarda  in  r 
Tbo  dnka'i  lOD  I  oh  ;  when  women  are  young  courtier*, 

VOU  1.  P 
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They  are  sure  to  be  old  beg^re. 

To  know  the  miaeries  most  harlots  t^te, 

Thou'dst  wish  thyself  unborn  when  thou'rt  uiii 

Cast.  O  mother,  let  me  twine  about  your  neck, 
And  kias  jou  till  my  soul  melt  on  your  lips  ■ 
I  did  but  this  to  try  you. 

Moth.  O  speak  truth. 

Casi.  Indeed  1  did  not ;  for  no  tongne  hath  ton 
To  alter  me  from  honest  : 

If  maidens  would,  men's  words  could  have  no  po' 
A  virgin's  honor  is  a  chrystd  tower. 
Which  bring  week  is  guarded  with  good  spirits ; 
Until  she  basely  yields,  no  ill  inherits. 

Moth.  O  happy  child  I    &ith,   and  thy   birth^ 

'Mongst  thousand  daughters,  happiest  of  all  othen 
Buy  thou  a  glass  for  maids,  and  1  for  mothers. 
Evil  liepoFt  after  Death. 
What  is  it  to  have 
A  Battering  false  insculptiun  on  a  tomb, 
And  in  men's  hearts  reproach  ?  the  'Ijowel'd  corpg 
May  be  sear'd  in,  but  (with  free  tougue  I  speak) 
The  faults  of  great  men  through  their  sear-cloiheK 

Batlard: 
Oh  what  a  grief  'tis  tbat  a  man  should  live 
But  once  in  the  world,  and  then  to  live  a  Bastard 
The  curse  of  the  womb,  the  thief  of  nature, 
B^ot  against  the  seventh  commandment. 
Half  damn'd  in  the  conception  by  the  Justice 
Of  that  unbribed  everlasting  law. 

Too  nice-  retpectl  m  CattrliUp. 
Ceremony  has  made  many  fools. 
It  b  as  easy  wny  unto  ti  duohuss 


Jki 


to  *  batted  dame,  if  her  love  answer : 
t  that  by  timorooa  hoDore,  pale  respects, 
e  d^T««i  of  fear,  men  make  their  ways 
1  of  tbcmHslTet. 


I  DETIfS  LAW  CASE ;   OR,  WHEN  WOMEN   00   TO 
ftw.  THK  DEVll,  la  mix  OP  UCSIN'RSS.    A  TRAOl- 
BV  JOUN  WEBSTER. 

IT*miHO  riaUettgft  Ercoli  loJtgAl  uilh  Imafvt  the  pouet- 
ficm  D^JoLBNTA,  whom  thirl)  boili  love: 

|Clm>  Sir :  my  love  to  you  lists  procljiim'd  you  one, 
e  word  w»  itill  led  by  a  noble  thougbt, 
d  that  thonght  foUow'd  by  as  f^  a  deed  : 
Dceeire  Qol  that  opinion  :  wo  were  students 
At  Padua  together,  and  have  loDg 
To  the  world's  eye  sbewn  Kite  friends. 
flat  ii  hnrty  on  your  part  to  me  ? 
m^rt.  L'nfained. 
lCm>  Yoa  are  faUe 
Pthe  good  thought  I  held  of  you;  and  now, 
~B  the  worst  part  of  man  to  you,  your  malice, 
h  Bf^old  thai  Msehood.     Sacred  innocence 

d  your  boiiom.     Signior,  I  must  tell  you  ; 
fcdnw  the  picture  of  unkiudneM  truly, 
■  to  rxprvM  two  that  have  dearly  loved, 
i  urn  at  nrianco.     Tis  a  vroiidiT  to  m 

nutrrst  in  the  fair  Jolfnta, 
it  yon  afcould  love  her. 
Crc  Compani  her  beauty  lunl  ray  youth 
1  you  will  find  the  fur  effects  of  love 
fcairaBle  at  aU. 
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Ctm.  Yes,  it  will  prove 
Prodigious  to  yon :  I  must  stay  your  ny^(e. 

Ere.  Your  wursnt  must  be  m^^. 

Con.  Tis  a  seal 
From  heaveD  to  do  it,  since  you'd  ravish  from  me 
What's  there  intitled  mine ;  and  yet  I  row, 
By  the  essential  front  of  spotless  virtue, 
I  have  compassion  of  both  our  youths ; 
To  approve  which,  I  have  not  tane  the  wn 
Like  an  Italian,  to  cut  your  throat 
By  practice  that  had  giv'n  you  now  for  de«d 
And  never  fr^wn'd  upon  you. 
You  must  fight  with  me. 

Ere.  T  will,  Sr. 

Con.  And  instantly. 

Ere.  I  will  haste  before  you.     Point  whithar. 

Con.  Why,  you  speak  nobly ;  and,  for  this  frir  di 
Were  the  rich  jewel  (which  we  vary  fir) 
A  thing  to  be  divided,  by  n 
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VVIucli  &  great  qntmtity  of  your  best  blood 
Can't  »Llu^. 

Ere.  You  pronuK  well  lo  yourself. 
Stuir*  have  no  seconils  ? 

Con,  None,  for  fear  of  prevention. 

Err.  Tte  length  of  our  weapons- ■ 

Con.  We'll  fit  tbem  b;  the  way : 
So  wketlicT  our  time  calh  lu  to  lire  or  die, 
Lm  oa  do  both  like  noble  geotlemen, 
iVod  tnie  Italians. 

Ere.   For  that,  let  me  embrace  you. 

Can,  Methinks,  being  an  Italian,  I  tnut  yi 
To  come  somewhat  too  n 
But  your  jealousy  gave  thnt  embrace,  to  try 
If  i  were  arm'd ;  did  it  not  ? 

Ere-  No,  believe  me. 
I  take  your  heart  to  he  sufficient  proof 
Without  a  priry  coat :  and,  for  my  part, 
K  taftuy  is  all  the  ihirt  of  mail 
I  am  arm'd  with. 

Cmi.  You  deal  equaUy*. 

Sitting  for  a  Pitlurf. 

Moat  you  have  my  Kcture  ? 
Vou  w31  enjoin  roe  to  a  strange  punishment. 
With  what  a  compell'd  fiu«  a  woman  sits 
While  ahe  b  drawing  I     I  have  noted  divers 
Either  to  bin  nnllea,  or  suck  in  the  lipi. 
To  have  a  little  mouth ;  ruffle  the  cheeks, 
To  have  the  dimple  aeen  ;  and  so  disorder 
The  faae  with  aSeclalion,  at  next  sitting 
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U  has  not  been  the  same :  1  have  kaown  othen 
Have  loHt  the  eotire  fashion  of  their  bee 
Id  half  an  hour's  sitting — 'm  hot  weather — 
The  painting  on  their  face  has  been  no  mellow, 
They  have  lefV  the  poor  man  harder  work  by  half 
To  mend  the  copy  he  wrought  by :  But  indeed, 
If  ever  I  would  have  ntine  drawn  to  the  life, 
I  would  have  a  painter  steal  it  at  such  a  time 
I  were  devoutly  kneeling  at  my  prayers ; 
There  is  then  a  heavenly  beauty  in't,  the  soul 
Moves  in  the  superficies. 

Hnnorablf  En^itoyiiml. 
Oh,  my  lord,  lie  not  idle : 
The  chiefeat  action  for  a  man  of  great  spirit 
1b  never  to  be  out  of  action.     Wc  should  think ; 
The  soul  was  never  put  into  the  body. 
Which  has  so  many  rare  and  curious  pieces 
Of  mathematical  motion,  to  stand  stilL 
Virtue  is  ever  sowing  of  her  seeds ; 
In  the  trenches  for  the  soldier ;  in  the  wakeful  Bti 
For  the  scholar ;  in  the  furrows  of  the  sen 
For  men  of  our  profession  :  of  all  which 
Arise  and  spring  up  honor. 

SeOing  of  Land. 
I  could  wish 
Tliat  noblemen  would  ever  live  in  the  country, 
Hather  than  make  their  visits  up  to  the  city 
About  such  business.     Noble  houses 
Have  no  such  goodly  prospects  any  way 
As  into  their  own  land ;  the  decay  of  that 
( Next  to  their  begging  church-Uod)  is  a  ruin 
Worth  all  men's  pity. 
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Dirge  m  a  Funeral  Pageant, 

An  the  flowers  of  the  spring 
Meet  to  perfume  our  burying : 
These  hare  but  their  growing  prime^ 
And  man  does  flourish  but  his  time. 
Sarrey  our  progress  from  our  birth ; 
We  are  set,  we  grow,  we  turn  to  earth. 
Courts  adieuy  and  all  delights. 
An  bewitching  appetites. 
Sweetest  breath  and  clearest  eye 
(Like  perfumes)  go  out  and  die ; 
And  consequently  this  is  done. 
As  shadows  wait  upon  the  sun. 
Vain  the  ambition  of  kings, 
Who  seek  by  trophies  and  dead  things 
To  leaye  a  living  name  behind. 
And  weave  but  nets  to  catch  the  wind. 


APPim  AMD  TIBORrU. 


APPIUS  AND  riROINU:    A  TRAGEDY.     BT  JOHR 


^jMii,  the  Banum  Dtetrntir,  mal  iemg  «Ur  te  tarrwpl  Mr 
Immctnce  of  rrpaia,  Dam^Ucr  to  Pigmim  M«  Mammk 
General,  and  neabf  married  ta  IcHmi  a  gmutg  oirf  aoUf 
Gentieman ;  to  gel  poueuhm  of  her  ptrtat,  mlim^m  or 
Oadiu*  to  claim  her  at  tie  Daughter  oj  a  deceased  J>jwJ 
ttKmum  of  hu,  oa  the  teitimomf  of  certan  Jinked  wiilingh 
pretended  to  be  the  Oepa^tion  of  Aal  Woman,  on  kr 
deathbed,  confeumg  that  the  CUU  hoi  been  ipmmify 
paued  upon  Firginiia  fir  ku  omm  :  tit  C^me  «  triti  it 
Rome  before  Appna. 

Affids.   ViHOtNiA>   Vitiatiiivs,  her  Father.  IciLlDf, 

her  ffiuband.     Senator  t  of  Rome,     Nwte, 

and  other  Witneuei. 

Virgmiut.  My  Lorde,  believe  not  this  spruce  ontor*. 

Had  I  but  fee'd  him  first,  he  would  have  told 

At  Binooth  a  tale  on  our  aide. 


Twice  f 


Appiut.  Dwid  ?  no,  my  Lor<i.  belike  they  were  of 
counsel 
With  your  dci^eued  Lady,  ond  so  shame^l 
Twice  to  give  color  to  so  vile  an  act. 

se,  obserre  me,  thy  offpnce  already 
li  merit  ponUhment  above  our  cenaure ; 
r  whips  t^wn  thee. 

SuTM.  I  defy  yoar  vhip*,  my  Lord. 

Appmt.  Command  her  silence,  Lictora. 

firgiuiut,  O  injustice  I  you  frown  away  my  witness. 
U  tint  law,  is  this  uprightness  ? 

Appmt.  Have  you  view'd  the  writings  ? 
"Dm  ia  a  trick  to  make  our  slaves  our  faein 
Bcjrmd  javvention. 

Vtrfmiui.   Appius,  wilt  tliou  hew  me  ? 
Yon  have  slander'd  a  twe«l  Lady  that  uow  ileept 
Id  a  moat  noble  monument.     Observe  me ; 
I  would  have  tane  bia  shnple  word  lo  gage 
Before  his  muI  or  thine. 

Apfiitu.  That  makes  tbM  wretched. 
Old  man,  I  am  sorry  for  thee ;  thai  thy  love 
Ry  custom  is  grown  natural,  wluch  by  nature 
Should  be  an  absolute  lothing.     Note  the  sparrow ; 
That  having  hatch'd  a  cuckow,  when  it  sees 
Her  brood  a  monster  to  her  proper  kind, 
F'inakM  it,  and  with  more  fear  shuns  the  nest 
TttwB  «hr  had  care  i'  the  spring  to  have  it  drest. 
Here'*  wiiness,  most  sufficient  witness. 
Think  vimi,  my  Lord,  our  laws  are  writ  in  snow, 
.And  lliat  your  breath  v&n  melt  them  ? 

I'irgimitu.  No,  my  Lord, 
We  hare  not  such  hot  liver* :  mark  you  that  ? 

Pu^fMM.  fUmember  yet  the  god»,  O  Appioi : 
Who  have  do  part  m  this.     Thy  violent  hint 

Klik«  iba  biting  of  th'  invcnoro'd  aspick. 
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Steal  thee  to  helL     So  subtle  are  th;  evils ; 
In  life  they'll  seem  goad  ongela,  in  death  devils. 

Appiui.  Observe  you  not  this  scandal  ? 

Icilitu.  Sir,  tis  none. 
I'll  shew  thy  lettera  full  of  i-iolent  luai 
Sent  to  this  Lady. 

Afipius.  My  Lords,  these  me  but  dilator;  Uufts. 
Sirrah,  1  know  you  to  the  very  heart, 
And  I'll  observe  you, 

Iciliui.  Do,  but  do  it  with  justice. 
Clear  thyself  first,  O  Appiua,  ere  thou  judge 
Out  imperfections  rashly,  fur  we  not 
The  office  of  a  justice  is  perverted  quite 
When  one  thief  hang^  another. 

1.  Senator.  You  are  too  bold. 

Appiui.  LicCors,  take  charge  of  him. 

IcUiut.  'Tis  very  good. 
Will  no  man  view  these  papers*,  what  not  one? 
Jove,  thou  hast  found  a  nval  upon  earth, 
Mis  nod  strikes  all  men  dunih. 
My  duty  to  you. 

The  ass  that  carried  Isis  on  his  back, 
Thought  that  the  superstitious  people  kneel'd 
To  give  his  dulness  humble  reverencii. 
If  thou  thinkst  so,  proud  judge,  I  let  thec  see 
I  bend  low  to  thy  gown  but  not  \o  thee. 

llrginiiu.    TThere's    one    in    hold    already.      I 

Fetters  grace  one,  being  worn  for  speaking  truth. 
I'll  lie  with  thec,  I  swear,  though  in  a  dungeon. 
The  injuries  you  do  ua  we  shall  pardon  ; 
But  it  is  just,  tlie  wrongs  which  we  forgive 
The  gods  are  chorg'd  therewith  to  sec  revenged. 

•  Thp  For^iy. 


I'irgmiuf.  Thy  soul  I 

0  thy  opiqioD,  old  Pythagoras  : 

WliiUifr.  0  whither  should  thy  black  soul  fly. 
Into  what  ravenous  bird,  or  beast  most  vile? 
Only  into  a  weeping  crocodile. 

Thou  lov'st  me,  Appius,  as  the  earth  loves  rain. 
Only  to  swallow  it, 

Appiuf.  Know  you  the  place  you  stand  in  ? 
Virghuiit.  I'll  speak  freely. 
Good  men,  too  much  trusting  their  iunocencc. 
Do  not  betake  them  to  that  just  deTence 
WTiieh  gods  and  nature  gnve  them ;  but  even  wink 
In  the  blaek  tempest,  and  so  fondly  sink. 

Appitu.  Let  us  proceed  to  sentence, 
(ir^ni'iu.   Ere  you  speak, 
Ow  parting  farewell  let  me  borrow  of  you 
To  take  of  my  Virginia. 

Appitu.  Pray,  take  your  course. 
Vir^iniu*,  Farewell,  my  sw«!l  Viiginia:  never,  ne 
Shall  I  taste  fruit  of  the  most  blesseil  hope 

1  had  in  ihee.     Let  me  forget  the  thought 
Of  thy  most  pretty  in&ncy  ;  when  first, 
Bctuming  from  the  wars,  I  took  delight 
Ts  rock  tbee  in  my  target ;  when  my  girl 
Wsuld  kiu  her  lather  in  his  burganet 

If  gUttsring  stwl  hung  bout  his  armed  neck, 
1,  viewing  the  bright  metal,  smile  to  se« 
Mr  fur  \lrginia  smile  on  thee ; 
n  I  first  taught  thee  how  to  go,  to  spe«k  ; 
i  (wlMn  my  wounds  have  smarted)  I  have  aung, 
k  an  wult^ful  yet  a  willing  voice, 

my  giri  asleep.     O  my  VirgiaiA ; 
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When  ve  begun  to  be,  begun  onr  woes ; 

Increasing  Btill,  as  dying  life  still  grows. 

Thus  I  surrender  her  into  the  court 

Of  alt  the  gods.  l^Uth 

And  see,  proud  Appius,  see ; 
Although  not  justly,  I  htve  made  her  free. 
And  if  thy  lust  witii  this  act  be  not  fed, 
Bury  her  in  thy  bowels  now  she's  dead. 


TV  Due^u  of  Ma^  nutrriet  Antomn,  her  SleirarxL 
Duchess.     Cariola,  her  Maid. 
Ouchett.  In  Antonio  come  ? 


^^ 


It'*  fit,  lik«  thrifty  busbtmds,  we  enquire 
niiAl'*  Ifljd  up  for  lo-)uorro». 

Ami.  So  plt^we  yuur  beautcouB  excellence. 
DurA.  B«iiutoou8  uuleed  1  1  thank  you  ;  1  look  young 
Pot  your  sake.     You  h«v*i  tanp  my  carea  upon  you. 
Ant.  I'll    fetch   your  grace  the  particulars  of  your 

n-veouc  and  eipenco. 
Jhieh.   Oh,   you're  an  upright   treasurer:    but  you 
mist4Mk, 
'hen  I  said  I  meant  to  make  enqaiiy 
What'i  laid  up  for  to-morrow,  1  did  mean 
VVhftt*s  laid  up  yonder  for  me. 
Aitt.  Where? 
Duch.  In  heaven. 
In  making  my  will  (as  'ti»  fit  Princes  should,) 
In  perfect  memory  ;  and  I  pray,  sir,  tell  me, 
>t  one  btHier  make  it  smiling,  thus, 
deep  groans  and  terrible  ghastly  looks, 
if  the  gifts  we  part«<d  with  procur'd 
iolent  distraction? 
AtU.  Ob.  mmh  better. 

Dmch.  If  I  had  a  husband  now,  this  care  were  quit. 
I  tatend  to  make  you  overseer ; 
good  diHxl  shall  we  first  remember,  say  ? 
i^at.  Begin   witli   that  first   good   deed,  began  iu  the 
world 

r*  creation,  the  sat-rament  of  marriage. 
VA  hare  Tou  Brut  provide  for  a  good  husband  ; 
Gttr  him  all. 

DiKk.  Au: 

Aid.   Yen,  your  excellent  self. 
Omtk.  in  a  winding  «b«et  'f 
Am.  In  a  couple. 
h    J>tA.  St.  Winifred,  thai  were  a  strange  will. 


att  oncHxas  or  m auy. 

Ant.  Tirere  stnif«r  if  there  were  do  will  in  yon 
To  marry  again. 

DwA.  What  do  you  think  of  marriage  ? 

Ant.  1  take  it,  aa  those  that  deny  purgtinry ; 
It  locally  contain*  or  heaven  or  hell, 
There's  no  third  place  in  'L 

Duch.  How  do  you  affect  it  ? 

AtU.  My  banishment,  feeding  my  melancholy. 
Would  often  reason  thus. 

Dueh.  Pray,  let  us  hear  it. 

Ant.  Say  a  man  never  many,  nor  have  diildren, 
What  takes  that  from  him  ?  only  the  bare  name 
Of  being  a  father,  or  the  weak  delight 
To  see  the  little  wanton  ride  a  cock-horse 
Upon  a  painted  sUck,  or  hear  him  chatter 
Like  a  taught  starling. 

Duch,  Fie,  fie,  what's  all  this  ? 
One  of  your  eyes  is  blood-shot ;  use  my  Ring  to 't 
Thev  s,     "  " 


Thi*  gooHj  roof  of  yours  is  too  low  built ; 
I  nuBot  Btuid  upright  in't  nor  diatoorw. 
Without  I  raise  it  higher :  raise  yourself; 
Or.  if  you  please  my  hanrJ  to  help  you :  so. 

Ant.  Ambition,  Madam,  is  a  great  man's  madness, 
That  is  not  kept  in  chains  and  t^lose-pent  rooms, 

D  bir  lightsome  lodgings,  and  is  girt' 

jVith  tbt'  wild  noise  of  prattling  visitants, 

lich  makes  it  lunatick  beyond  all  cure. 

it  I'm  so  stupid,  but  I  aim 

o  your  &Tors  t«nd :  but  he's  a  fool 

t,  being  a  cold,  would  thruat  his  hands  in  the  fire 

Dueh.  So,  now  the  ground's  broke. 
You  may  discover  what  a  wealthy  mine 
1  nuke  you  Lord  of. 

Ant.  Ob  my  unvorthiness. 

Dtich.  Yon  were  ill  lo  sell  yonrseir, 
Thi*  darkuinf^  of  your  worth  is  not  like  that 
Which  tndesmen  use  in  the  city  ;  their  blse  lights 
Are  lo  rid  bad  stares  off :  and  I  must  tell  you, 
it  you  will  know  where  breathes  a  complete  man 
(1  ipeak  it  without  flattery)  turn  your  eyee. 
And  progress  through  yourself. 

Ant.  Were  there  nor  heaven  nor  hell, 
I  ihauld  be  honest :  I  have  long  serv'd  virtue. 
And  iw"r*r  tane  wages  of  her. — 

JKeh.  Now  she  pays  it. — 
The  auMTy  of  us  that  are  bom  great  T 
W*  «m  forc'd  to  woo,  because  none  dare  woo  us  : 
And  as  a  tyrant  doulilrs  »ith  his  words. 
And  fewAiUy  equivocates ;  so  we 
An*  forced  to  express  oar  vioU^nt  pumona 
1b  riddka.  and  in  dreams,  and  ienrc  tlie  path 
Qt  daolo  TtrtiUi  which  waa  uever  made 
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To  seem  the  thing  it  is  not.     Go,  go,  bn^ 

You  have  left  me  heartless ;  mine  is  in  tout  bowm; 

I  hope  'twill  multiply  love  there ;  yoa  ck>  treoble : 

Make  not  your  heart  so  dead  a  piece  <tf  flesh. 

To  fear  more  than  to  love  me ;  Sir,  be  confident. 

What  is  it  distracts  you  ?  Thie  it  fleih  aad  blood,  Sir* 

"Hb  not  the  figpire  cut  in  alabaster, 

Kneek  at  my  husband's  tomb.     Avakct  ftwako,  man. 

I  do  here  put  off  all  vain  ceremony. 

And  only  do  appear  to  you  a  young  widow  ; 

I  use  but  half  a  Uush  in't. 

Ant.  Truth  speak  for  me ; 
I  will  remain  the  constant  sanctuary 
Of  your  good  name. 

Duch.  I  thank  you,  gentle  love  ; 
And  'cause  you  shall  not  come  to  me  in  debt 
(Being  now  my  Steward)  here  upon  your  lips 
I  sign  your  quietus  ett .-  this  you  should  have  begg'd  nc 
I  have  seen  children  oft  eat  sweetmeats  thus. 
As  fearful  to  devour  them  b 
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Bl»s  heaven  this  sscred  Gordian,  which  let  violence 
Never  untwine. 

Ant-  Anti  may  our  sweet  aSieclionB,  like  the  spheres, 
Be  Mill  in  motion. 

Dueh.  Quickening,  and  niakc 
The  like  soft  music. 

Car.  Whether  the  spirit  of  greatness,  or  of  woman, 
Reign  most  in  her,  I  know  not ;  but  it  shews 
A  fearful  madness :  I  owe  her  much  of  pity. 

7^  Jhichtiii  mamage  «Mh  Antonio  being  dkcovered,  her 
AfuMct-  Fcrdiaimd  lAutt  her  iiji  in  a  Pritoii,  and  tormcali 
her  wilA  variauM  fnalt  of  itudieil  Cruelty.  By  hii  ciimmand 
Batola,  tht  iiulrument  ofhil  Devi^vt,  iheu-t  her  the  BoJiei  of 
her  Hutband  and  Children  counterfeited  in  Wax,  at  dead. 

\         Sot.  He  doth  present  you  this  sad  spectacle, 
^^B^  now  you  know  directly  they  are  dead, 
^^■trcxfter  you  may  wisely  cease  to  grieve 
^^Kor  that  which  cannot  be  recovered.    > 

Duck,  There  is  not  hetweeo  heaven  and  earth  one  wish 
1  stay  for  after  this  :  it  wastes  rae  more 
Tliau  were't  my  picture  fashinn'd  out  of  wax, 
jck  with  a  magical  needle,  and  then  liuried 

!  font  dunghill ;  and  voud's  an  excellent  properly 
t  ft  ^rant,  which  I  would  account  mercy. 
~    .  WTiafs  that  ? 

<teh.  If  they  would  bind  me  to  that  lifeless  trunk, 
1  let  me  bveze  t«  death. 
u  must  live. 

Thii^  being  at  ilie  worst  begin  to  mend. 
The  Bee. 

Mrlien  ho  hath  shot  his  sting  into  your  hand,  ^^ 

Hay  then  play  with  your  eyt-lid.  ^^^| 

Duck.  Good  comfortable  fellow,  ^^H 
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Persuade  a  wretch  that's  hroke  upon  the  wheel 
To  have  all  his  hones  new  set ;  intreat  him  live 
To  he  executed  again.    Who  must  dispatch  me  ? 
I  account  this  world  a  tedious  theatre, 
For  I  do  play  a  part  in't  'gainst  my  will. 

Bos.  Come,  he  of  comfort,  I  will  save  your  life. 

Duck,  Indeed  I  have  not  leisure  to  attend 
So  small  a  business. 
I  will  go  pray. — No :  111  go  curse. 

Sos.  O  fie. 

Duch.  I  could  curse  the  stars : 

Bos.  O  fearful. 

Duch.  And  those  three  smiling  seasons  of  the  year 
Into  a  Russian  winter :  nay,  the  world 
To  its  first  chaos. 

Plagues  (that  make  lanes  through  largest  femilies) 
Consume  them*. 
Let  them  like  tyrants 

Ne'er  be  remember'd  but  for  the  ill  they've  done. 
Let  all  the  zealous  prayers  of  mortified 
Churchmen  forget  them. 

Let  heaven  a  little  while  cease  crowning  martyrs. 
To  punish  them  :  go,  howl  them  this ;  and  say,  I  long  to 

bleed: 
It  is  some  mercy  when  men  kill  with  speed.         [^Ssii. 

Ferdinand  enters. 

Ferd.  Excellent,  as  I  would  wish :  she's  plagued  in  art 
These  presentations  are  but  fram'd  in  wax, 
By  the  curious  master  in  that  quality 
Vincentio  Lauriola,  and  she  takes  them 
For  true  substantial  bodies. 

Bos.  Why  do  you  do  this  ? 

*  Her  Brothen. 
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Ferd.  To  bring  ber  to  despair. 

Bo9.  Faitby  end  here ; 
And  go  no  furtber  in  your  cruelty. 
Snd  ber  a  penitential  garment  to  put  on 
Next  to  ber  delicate  skin,  and  furnish  her 
With  beads  and  prayer  books. 

Perd.  Damn  her ;  that  body  of  her's. 
While  that  my  blood  ran  pure  in*t,  was  more  worth 
Than  that,  which  thou  wouldst  comfort,  call'd  a  soul. 
rO  send  her  masques  of  common  courtezans, 
Have  ber  meat  served  up  by  bawds  and  rufSans, 
And  ('cause  shell  need  be  mad)  I  am  resolv'd 
To  remove  forth  the  common  hospital 
All  the  mad  folk,  and  place  them  near  her  lodging: 
There  let  'em  practise  together,  sing,  and  dance, 
And  act  their  gambols  to  the  full  o*  the  moon. 

She  is  kept  tciMng  mth  noises  of  Madmen :  and,  at 
lasty  is  strangled  by  common  Executioners. 

Duchess.     Cariola. 

Duck.  What  hideous  noise  was  that  ? 

Car.  *Tis  the  wild  consort 
Of  madmen,  Lady :  which  your  tyrant  brother 
Haifa  placed  about  your  lodging :  this  tyranny 
I  think  was  never  practis*d  till  this  hour. 

Duch*  Indeed  I  thank  him;  nothing  but  noise  and 
folly 
Can  keep  me  in  my  right  wits,  whereas  reason 
And  silence  make  me  stark  mad ;  sit  down. 
Discourse  to  me  some  dismal  tragedy. 

Car.  O  'twill  increase  your  melancholy^ 

Duck.  Thou  art  deceived. 
To  bear  of  greater  grief  would  lessen  mine. 

This  is  a  prison  ? 

q2 
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Car.  Yes :  but  thou  sbalt  live 
To  shake  this  durance  off. 

Duck.  Thou  art  a  fool. 
The  Robin-red-breast  and  the  Nightingale 
Never  live  long  in  cages. 

Car,  Pray,  dry  your  eyes. 
What  think  you  of,  Madam  ? 

Zhich.  Of  nothing: 
When  I  muse  thus,  I  sleep. 

Car,  Like  a  madman,  with  your  eyes  open  ? 

Duch,  Dost  thou  think  we  shall  know  one  another 
In  the  other  world  ? 

Car,  Yes,  out  of  question. 

DtAch,  O  that  it  were  possible  we  might 
But  hold  some  two  days  conference  with  the  dead, 
From  them  I  should  learn  somewhat  I  am  sure 
I  never  shall  know  here.     I'll  tell  thee  a  miracle  ; 
I  am  not  mad  yet,  to  my  cause  of  sorrow. 
Th'  heaven  o'er  my  head  seems  made  of  molten  brass, 
The  earth  of  flaming  sulphur,  yet  I  am  not  mad : 
I  am  acquainted  with  sad  misery, 
As  the  tann'd  galley-slave  is  with  his  oar ; 
Necessity  makes  me  suffer  constantly. 
And  custom  makes  it  easy.     Who  do  I  look  like  now  ? 

Car,  Like  to  your  picture  in  the  gallerj' ; 
A  deal  of  life  in  show,  but  none  in  practice : 
Or  rather,  like  some  reverend  monument 
Whose  ruins  are  even  pitied. 

Duch,  Very  proper : 
And  Fortune  seems  only  to  have  her  eyesight. 
To  behold  my  tragedy :  how  now. 
What  noise  is  that? 

A  Servant  enters, 
Serv,  1  am  come  to  tell  you, 


T  hath  btended  yaa 
Mt  physician  when  the  Pope  was  sick 
p  melancholy,  preaenled  him 
ral  sorta  of  nudraen,  which  vcild  ohject 
K  &1I  of  change  and  aport)  forc'd  hitn  to  laugh. 

0  th'  imposlhunie  brokt^ ;  the  selfstune  curi' 
e  intends  on  you. 
.  Let  them  come  in. 

I  Dance  of  tnndn/   sorfu   of  Madmen, 

1  Mitiic  aiunerrable  Iherelu :   after  tchich  Bo»ola 
r>  old  Man)  enter: 

I}Heh.  Is  he  mad  too  ? 

Ro*.  I  UD  come  to  make  thy  tomh. 

Dtuh.  Ha :  my  tomb  ? 

,  Rpcak'st  as  if  1  by  upon  m;  deathbed ; 
J  for  breath :  dost  thou  perceive  me  sick  ? 
.  Yes,  and  the  more  dangerously,  unce  thy  sick- 
e  insensible. 
tKtk.  Tfaou  art  not  mad  sure:  dost  know  me? 
Aw.  Yes. 
IhuA.  Who  am  I? 

[Thou  Art  a  box  of  wonnsced  :  at  beat  but  a  sal' 
*atory  of  green  mummy.  What's  this  fle«h  ? 
«  little  cnidded  milk,  fiuitasticid  puff-paste. 
Our  bodies  are  weaker  than  those  paper- prisons 
bojrs  use  tu  keep  flies  in,  more  contemptible ; 
dDCe  ours  is  to  preserve  earthworms.  Dtdst 
lliou  ever  see  a  lark  in  a  eage  ?  Such  is  the 
•Mil  in  the  body :  this  world  is  Uke  her  little 
turf  of  grass ;  and  the  heaven  o'er  our  hrndK 
Uke  h«r  looking  glass,  only  givm  us  a  miseralile 
knowledgt-  of  the  small  compass  of  our  prison. 
An  not  I  thy  diicbcta  P 


sOMSpca 
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Bos,  Thou  art  some  great  woman  soreyfinr  riot  begin 
to  sit  on  thy  forehead  (clad  in  grey  hdn) 
twenty  years  sooner  than  on  a  meny  mflk* 
maid's.  Thou  sleepest  worse,  than  if  a  moaie 
should  he  forced  to  take  up  her  lodging  in  t 
cat*s  ear :  a  little  infeuit  that  breeds  its  teetk 
should  it  lie  with  thee  would  cry  out,  as  if  tiiOD 
wert  the  more  unquiet  bedfellow. 

Duck*  I  am  Duchess  of  Malfy  still. 

Bos.  That  makes  thy  sleeps  so  broken : 
Glories,  like  glow-worms,  a&r  off  shine  bright ; 
But,  look'd  too  near,  have  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Duck.  Thou  art  very^lain. 

Bos,  My  trade  is  to  flatter  the  dead,  not  the  living. 
I  am  a  tomb-maker. 

Duch.  And  thou  comest  to  make  my  tomb  ? 

Bos,  Yes. 

Buck,  Let  me  be  a  little  merry. 
Of  what  stuff  wilt  thou  make  it  ? 

Bos,  Nay,  resolve  me  first ;  of  what  fashion  ? 

Duch.  Why,  do  we  grow  fantastical  in  our  death  bed  ? 
Do  we  affect  fashion  in  the  grave  ? 

Bos,  Most  ambitiously.  Princes'  images  on  their 
tombs  do  not  lie  as  they  were  wont,  seenung  to 
pray  up  to  heaven :  but  with  their  hands  under 
their  cheeks  (as  if  they  died  of  the  tooth- 
ache:) they  are  not  carved  with  their  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  stars ;  but,  as  their  minds  were 
wholly  bent  upon  the  world,  the  self  same  way 
they  seem  to  turn  their  faces. 

Buck,  Let  me  know  fully  therefore  the  effect 
Of  this  thy  dismal  preparation. 
This  talk,  fit  for  a  chamel. 

Bos»  Now  I  shall. 

(A  Cojifij  Cordsy  and  a  Belly  produe9d.') 


«  u  a  prment  from  your  princely  brothers ; 
d  inny  it  arrive  welcome,  for  it  brings 
a,  bcoi-'fit,  last  SI 
iieh.  I^  me  see  it, 
e  M  mucb  obedience  in  my  blood, 
n  their  veins  to  do  them  good. 
Bot.  This  is  your  last  prcscDce  chamber. 
Car.  O  my  s«ect  lady. 
Dttrh.  Peace,  it  aflrightd  not  me. 
Boa.  1  am  the  common  bell-man. 
That  ustially  is  aent  to  condemn 'd  persons 
The  night  berore  they  suffer. 

fhirk.  Even  now  thou  saidst. 
Thou  wMt  a  lomb-maker. 

Bos,  'Twas  to  bring  you 
By  drgrves  to  mortilication  :  Listen. 

Hark,  now  erery  thing  is  still ; 

Thi>  icmtch-onl,  and  the  whistliT  shnll, 

I  upon  our  dome  aloud, 
bid  her  quickly  d'on  her  shrflud. 
)  you  had  of  land  and  rv'nt ; 
h^Dglli  in  clay's  now  competent. 
)g  w>r  disturb'd  your  mind ; 
your  perfpct  peare  is  iigu*d. 
hat  i*  't  fooU  make  «uch  run  keeping  ? 
fTis,  ibeir  conotrpiion  ;  their  birth,  weeping : 
'neir  lifr,  a  general  mist  of  error, 
TWr  dMlh.  a  hideous  iitomi  of  terror. 
Strtw  your  hair  with  powders  sweet, 
D'on  elcKB  liiicti,  b«thc  your  feet : 
Aad  (ihv  loal  fiond  mar«  to  check) 
K  cruofix  hit  hlew  your  nerk. 
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*Tis  now  foil  tide  ^twecn  niglit  and  dar : 
End  Yoor  gitnii.  and  come  away. 

Car,  Hence,  villains,  tyrants,  Bnndenn :  alai  ( 
What  will  yon  do  with  my  lady  ?     Canfohdp. 

DmeK,  To  whom ;  to  our  next  neighbovn  ?  Thej  af^ 
mad  folks. 
Farewell,  Cariola. 

I  pray  thee  look  thon  giv'st  my  little  boy 
Some  syrup  for  his  cold ;  and  let  the  girl 
Say  her  prayers  ere  she  sleepi^ — Now  what  yoa  please ; 
\Vhat  death'? 

Boi*  Strangling.     Here  are  your  executioiiers. 

Duck.  I  forgive  them 
The  apoplexy,  catarrh,  or  cough  o'the  lungs, 
Would  do  as  much  as  thev  do. 

Bos.  Doth  not  death  fright  you  ? 

Duch.  \Vho  would  be  afraid  on't, 
Knowing  to  meet  such  excellent  company 
In  th'  other  world. 

Bos.  Yet  methinks, 
The  manner  of  your  death  should  much  afflict  you ; 
This  cord  should  terrify  you. 

Duch.  Not  a  whit. 
Wliat  would  it  pleasure  me  to  have  my  throat  cut 
With  diamonds  ?  or  to  be  smothered 
With  cassia  ?  or  to  be  shot  to  death  with  pearls  ? 
1  know,  death  hath  ten  thousand  several  doors 
For  men  to  take  their  exits :  and  *tis  found 
They  go  on  such  strange  geometrical  hinges, 
You  may  open  them  both  ways :  any  way  :  (for  heav*il 

sake) 
So  I  were  out  of  your  whispering :  tell  my  brothers, 
That  I  perceive,  death  (now  I'm  well  awake) 
Best  gift  is,  they  can  give  or  I  can  take. 
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I  would  fiun  put  off  my  last  womaii's  fault ; 

I'd  not  be  tedious  to  you. 

Pull,  and  pull  strongly,  for  your  able  strength 

Must  pull  down  heaven  upon  me. 

Yet  stay,  heaven  gates  are  not  so  highly  arch'd 

As  princes'  palaces  ;  they  that  enter  there 

Must  go  upon  their  knees.     Come,  violent  death, 

Serve  for  Mandragora  to  make  me  sleep. 

Go  tell  my  brothers ;  when  I  am  laid  out, 

They  then  may  feed  in  quiet. 

(  They  strangle  heVy  kneeling.) 

Ferdinand  enters. 

Ferd.  Is  she  dead  ? 

Bos,  She  is  what  you  would  have  her. 
Fix  your  eye  here. 

Ferd,  Constantly. 

Rosm  Do  you  not  weep  ? 
Other  sins  only  speak ;  murder  shrieks  out. 
The  element  of  water  moistens  the  earth. 
But  blood  flies  upwards  and  bedews  the  heavens. 

Ferd,  Cover  her  &ce :  mine  eyes  dazzle :  she  died 
young. 

Bos.  I  think  not  so :  her  infelicity  « 

Seem'd  to  have  years  too  many. 

Ferd.  She  and  I  were  twins  : 
And  should  I  die  this  instant,  I  had  lived 
Her  time  to  a  minute  *. 

*  All  the  MTerm]  pwts  of  the  dreadful  appontas  with  which  the 
DoeheM*s  death  is  ushered  in,  are  not  more  remote  from  the  concep. 
tiooa  of  ofdinaiy  vengeance,  than  the  strange  character  of  snffNing 
vhkh  they  teem  to  hring  upon  their  victims,  is  beyond  the  imagination 
•f  oi^faiftry  poets.  As  they  arc  not  lilce  inflictions  ^f  this  i\f9,  to  her 
k^nifi  seems  mot  a^  this  world.  She  has  lived  among  horrore  till 
dM  b  become  ^  native  and  endowed  unto  that  element."*    She  t^ctk^ 
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Siitgle  Life. 

0  fie  upon  this  single  life :  forego  it. 

We  read  how  Daphne,  for  her  peevish  flight. 
Became  a  fruitless  hay-tree :  Syrinx  tum*d 
To  the  pale  empty  reed :  Anazarate 
Was  frozen  into  marble ;  whereas  those 
Which  married,  or  prov*d  kind  unto  their  firiends. 
Were,  by  a  gracious  influence,  trans-shap'd 
Into  the  olive,  pomgranate,  mulberry ; 
Became  flowers,  precious  stones,  or  eminent  stars. 

Fable. 

Upon  a  time,  Reputation,  Love,  and  Death, 
Would  travel  o'er  the  world  :  and  'twas  concluded 
That  they  should  part,  and  take  three  several  ways. 
Death  told  them,  they  should  find  him  in  great  battles, 
Or  cities  plagued  with  plagues  :  Love  gives  them  counsel 
To  enquire  for  him  'mongst  unambitious  shepherds, 
\Miere  dowries  were  not  talk'd  of;  and  sometimes' 
'Mongst  quiet  kindred  that  had  nothing  left 
By  their  dead  parents  :  stay,  quoth  Reputation ; 
Do  not  forsake  me,  for  it  is  my  nature, 
If  once  I  part  from  any  man  I  meet, 

1  am  never  found  again. 

the  dialect  of  despair,  her  tongiie  lias  a  smatcli  of  Tartarus  and  the  soalt 
in  bale. — What  arc  **  Luke's  iron  crown,'*  the  brazen  bull  of  Pcrillot, 
Procrustes*  bed,  to  the  waxen  images  wliicli  counterfeit  death,  to  the 
wild  masque  of  madmen,  the  tomb-maker,  the  bclUman,  the  living 
person's  dii^,  the  mortification  by  doj^rees !  To  move  a  horror  skil- 
fully, to  touch  a  soul  to  the  quick,  to  lay  upon  fear  as  much  as  it  can 
bear,  to  wean  and  weary  a  life  till  it  is  ready  to  drop  and  then  step  in 
with  mortal  instruments  to  take  its  last  forfeit :  this  only  a  Webster 
can  do.  Winters  of  an  inferior  genius  nuy  **  upon  horror's  head  horrors 
accumulate"  but  they  cannot  do  this.  They  mistake  quantity  for 
quality,  they  ^  terrify  babes  with  painted  devils*'  but  they  know  not  bow 
a  foul  is  capable  of  being  moved ;  their  terrors  want  dignity,  their 
affiightmentfl  are  without  decorum. 


^A  Salmun,  aa  tbv  swam  unto  the  sea, 
Mm  with  &  Dog-fish  :  who  encounters  her 
Witli  his  roug-h  tangoagc ;  why  art  thou  so  bold 
To  ni«  thvieif  with  our  high  state  of  floods  ? 
fnng  no  cmiiieat  courtier,  but  ODe 

t  for  the  calmest  and  freah  time  of  Ibc  year 
livr  in  ih&ltow  rivers,  rank's!  thyself 
sDly  Smelts  and  Shrimps ; — mid  darest  thou 
8  by  our  Dog-ahip  without  reverence  ? 
^(quoth  the  Sahnon)  sister,  be  «t  peace, 
ink  Jupiter  we  both  have  just  the  net. 
Oor  vshie  never  can  be  truly  known. 
Till  in  tile  fisher's  basket  we  be  shewn  : 
Id  tbr  market  then  my  price  may  be  the  higher  ; 
whrn  I  am  nearest  to  the  cook  and  fire, 
u  great  men  tlie  moral  may  be  stretched  : 
D  oft  are  Talued  high  when  they  are  most  wretched. 


THE  WHITE  DETH.:  OR.  TITTOUA  COROIOIOXA, 
A  LADY  OF  TETHCE.    A  TRAGEDY. 
BT  JOHN  WEBSTER*. 


TV  arrmgmmnd  ^  ntforM— f  — to  Ciii  dm  Unim^  Dmke 
Bradaam^  far  tU  law  <f  rif&rw  CmvmJk 
Lady,  ami  at  her  n^et&m^  cmman  ker  Hmttmti  CamaOa 
be  wutrdered,  SmMpkiom  faU$  mpom  flUarm^  mka  it  tried 
Bf/me^  am  a  domUe  C%arge  cf  Jdwder  mad  I\ 
the  preaemee  tf  CanBmai  MomHteUa^  Caaam  to  At 
CamUlo;  Framascode  Medku^  Brother  m  Loop  ta 
the  Ambauadnrt  of  Framee,  Spam^  Emgiamd,  ic.  At  Ae 
arraigimtent  u  begmmmg,  the  Date  comjUetdfy  emiert  the 
Court. 

Jfon.  Forbear,  my  Lord,  here  is  no  place  assign'd  you : 
This  business,  bv  his  holiness,  is  left 
To  our  examination. 

*  The  Author"!  Dedication  to  tbis  PUj  is  fo  modest,  ret  w  cookmnu 
of  •elf-merit  withal,  he  fpeaki  so  fnoklv  of  the  deserrings  of  otbcn» 
and  l;y  implication  inunuatet  his  own  deserts  so  ingenuonslr,  that  I 
cannot  forbear  inserting  it,  as  a  tpecimen  how  a  man  maj  pnuae  himtelf 
graccfuUj  and  commend  others  without  suspicion  of  envy. 
"  To  the  Reader. 

In  publibhing  this  Tragedy,  I  do  but  challenge  to  myself  that  liber^ 
which  other  men  hare  taken  before  mc ;  not  that  I  affect  praise  by  it, 
for  noM  hoc  navimuM  ette  nihil  ;  only  since  it  was  acted  in  so  open 
and  black  a  theatre,  that  it  wanted  (that  which  is  the  only  grace  and 
setUng-uut  of  a  tragedy)  a  full  and  understanding  auditory ;  and  that, 
since  that  time,  I  have  noted,  most  of  the  people  that  come  to  that 
play-houso  resemble  those  ignorant  asses,  (who,  visiting  stationensbopt, 
their  use  is  not  to  enquire  for  good  books,  but  new  books)  I  {wvient  it  to 
the  general  view  with  this  confidence. 

Nee  rhoncos  metuet  maiiffnorum 
Nee  tcombris  tunicas  dahtM  mole$tat. 

If  it  Iw  objected  this  is  no  true  dramatic  poem,  I  shall  easily  confesi  it, 
nori  potet  in  nugaa  dieere  plura  meast  ipse  ego  quam  dixi  ;  wil- 
lingly, and  not  ignorantly,  have  I  faulted.  For  ^onld  a  man  fffcwnt, 
to  such  an  auditory,  the  most  sententious  tragedy  that  ever  was  written. 
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,  May  it  thrive  with  you. 
I  Frtu  A  rhoir  there  for  h!s  lordship. 

(Zay«  «  rich  gown  utttler  him.) 

Bra.  Forbear  your  kindn^SH ;  an  unbiddca  guest 
Should  travel  as  Dutch  woniej)  go  to  church, 
Bear  thi^ir  stool  with  them. 

Jfon.  At  your  pleasure.  Sir. 
Stand  to  the  tabic,  gentlewoman. — Now,  Signior, 
FaU  to  your  plea.  .    ■ 

Ijawgti:  Damine   judex    converle    oculot   in    hanc 

^ptt^rm  mulienitn  vorruptiininam. 
Fi/.  What's  he  ? 
^ra.  A  lawyer,  that  pleads  against  you, 

Kbrntoc  all  tha  oriUol  Iswi,  M  liiigbt  of  tijrle,  and  {cnriiT  of  pcnun, 
latkb  It  mlii  lb*  tiMilcntiiiiii  rborut,  ind.  u  ll  inrr.  lulino  <l»lb,  in 


I  nbU to pail»n  it;  *nd  enil  lie  uIaIj  tol  IhsBailigr  raolni 
iRf  iccnc  ihli  uf  Ucnco : 

H»c  hadie  ponit  oomtdemla  rtlhtqun. 

m  frliD  rvp<irt  I  mu  ■  lang  time  in  fitiithing  ihn  Tra^vdj'.  I 
do  nni  wrile  irilb  ■pww.quilt  iriDg'ilinth  Iwn  rnlhcn  :  and 
V  ihi'  vilt  nfvdt  miltc  it  idji  finli,  I  mnit  aawet  tlwin  wtlh  [htl  of 
Euiipi-ln  in  AlcmtidM,  ■  ingic  wtlivr  :  Alrnddn  objeetiiq  ibtt 
Kunj'iilri  Ldl  nnlf,  in  Ant  ityt,  rompoHd  ihna  ToncL,  vhntu 
UsKlf  l.id  vilticn  thms  hiindrpd  :  Thuu  wll'il  Inith  (quotb  be) ; 
le  dUTnrnn,  thine  ihall  only  bo  mil  fut  (lute  lUjt,  vbireu 
"    »  ibrre  age*- 

trult  ebrCfeb'd  &y  ffud  cpinioD  nf  olbir  uienU  i 
-  dlf  of  Hut  frill  and  heighlcn'd  ililc  i>f  Mailn  Cb 
d  uihlnnUnding  wurku  vf  Maaler  Jonvon,  tbn  n 
•wlikt  mnpneun*  sf  tha  baih  wonhily  CKrllrai  Uuler  BcBumont 
•alHaatn  Flrtrbar;  •ndlHtlit,(*IIhaul  nmnxtuttobv  iiuit<d,)tlw 
cifbt  lMn>7  and  cDpioiu  indiulry  of  Huivr  8hikt|iMre,  Muier  Ua«krr. 
Md  MhUi  llt;ir»d,  irlitaini]  whal  I  wiiienii^  br  iwdb)'  tbni-  liglit ; 
pratnliitg  ilui<  in  ibe  ilRafib  of  mine  avm  Jud)fin«il,  1  knov  tbem  id 
awil>r.  iluti  Ihu'  1  KM  illcBi  In  ni;  own  wurk,  jrt  to  moat  of  ibaln,  I 
,   ibmOiiiit>BntBMUTj)tx>iiti-ililMriliil:iumiurunHiatmoHHiiitiiiit 


238  THE  WHITE  DEVn*. 

VU.  Pray,  my  Lord,  let  him  speak  hb  usual  tongue, 
1*11  make  no  answer  else. 

Fra.  Why,  you  understand  Latin. 

Vit.  I  do.  Sir,  hut  amongst  this  auditory 
Which  come  to  hear  my  cause,  the  half  or  more 
May  be  ignorant  in't. 

Mon.  Go  on,  Sir. 

VU.  By  yoiu"  favor, 
I  will  not  have  my  accusation  clouded 
In  a  strange  tongue :  all  this  assembly 
Shall  hear  what  you  can  charge  me  with. 

Fra.  Signior, 
You  need  not  stand  on't  much ;  pray,  change  your 
language. 

Mon.  Oh,  for  God's  sake  !  gentlewoman,  your  credit 
Shall  be  more  famous  by  it. 

Law.  Well  then  have  at  you. 

Vit.  I  am  the  mark,  Sir,  I'll  give  aim  to  you. 
And  tell  you  how  near  you  shoot. 

Law.  Most  literated  judges,  please  your  lordships 
So  to  connive  your  judgments  to  the  view 
Of  this  debauch'd  and  diversivolent  woman  ; 
Who  such  a  concatenation 
Of  mischief  hath  effected,  that  to  cxtirp 
llic  memory  of  it,  must  be  the  consummation 
Of  her,  and  her  projections. 

Vit.  Whaf  s  all  this  ? 

Law.  Hold  your  peace  I 
Exorbitant  sins  must  have  exulceration. 

Vit.  Surely,  my  Lords,  this  lawyer  hath  swallowed 
Some  apothecaries  bills,  or  proclamations  ; 
And  now  the  hard  and  undigestible  words 
Come  up  like  stones  we  use  give  hawks  for  physic. 
Why,  this  is  Welch  to  Latin. 


Law,  M;  Lords,  the  woman 
Knows  not  her  tropus,  nor  is  perfect 
In  thr  auulir:nirlc  ilcrivatioa 
Of  (grammatical  etoculion. 

Fra.  Sir,  your  pains 
ithail  be  well  spared,  and  jour  deep  eloquence 
e  worthily  applauded  among  those 

rbich  understand  you. 
WImw.  My  good  Lord. 
fFra.  Sir, 

K  up  your  ppers  in  your  Fustiati  bag  ; 

',  Sir,  'tis  buckratn,  and  accept 
»  notion  of  your  Icnm'd  verlwsity. 
~Mie.  I  most  ^dualieally  tluuik  your  lordship ; 
mil  have  use  for  them  elsewhere, 
'  MoK.  (lo   yittoria.)  I  shall  be  plainer  with  you,  aud 

paint  out 

Your  foliiek  iu  more  natural  red  and  white, 
Thui  that  upon  your  cheek. 

I'll.  O  you  mistake, 
Ymi  raise  a  blood  as  noble  Id  this  cheek 
A*  pror  waa  your  mother's. 
^■^Jfo*.  I  must  spare  you.  till  proof  cry  whore  lo  thaL 
^HBlwrve  this  creaturti  here,  my  honor'd  Lords, 
^HL  voman  of  a  most  prodigious  epiriu 
^B  ViL  >Iy  honorable  Lord, 
^^Bdoth  not  suit  n  rnrereud  Cardinal 
^^n  play  the  Lawyer  thus. 
^^7  ifo^  Oh  your  trade  instnicts  your  hutgua^. 
You  *ev.  my  Lurds,  what  goodly  &uit  she  seems, 
Yrt  tike  tboue  apples  travellers  report 
T»  grow  whvTo  Sndom  and  Oomorrab  titood, 
I  will  but  Uraoh  her,  and  yon  straight  shall  see 
Swll  bll  to  mmK  and  aikni. 
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Vit,  Your  invenom'd  apothecary  shoald  do't. 

Mon.  I  am  resolved, 
Were  there  a  second  paradise  to  lose. 
This  devil  would  hetray  it. 

VU.  O  poor  charity, 
Thou  art  seldom  found  in  scarlet. 

Man,  Who  knows  not  how,  when  several  night  hy  nigfat 
Her  gates  were  choakt  with  coaches,  and  her  rooms 
Outbrav*d  the  stars  with  several  kinds  of  lights  ; 
When  she  did  counterfeit  a  Prince's  court 
In  musick,  banquets,  and  most  riotous  surfeits ; 
This  whore  forsooth  was  holy. 

Vit,  Ha  I  whore  ?  what's  that  ? 

Mon.  Shall  I  expound  whore  to  you  ?  sure  I  shalL 
111  give  their  perfect  character.     They  are  first, 
Sweetmeats  which  rot  the  eater :  In  man's  nostrils 
Poison 'd  perfumes.     They  are  cozening  alchymy ; 
Shipwrecks  in  calmest  weather.     \Miat  are  whores  ? 
Cold  Russian  winters,  that  appear  so  barren, 
As  if  that  nature  had  forgot  the  spring. 
They  are  the  true  material  fire  of  hell. 
Worse  than  those  tributes  i'th'  low  coimtries  paid. 
Exactions  upon  meat,  drink,  garments,  sleep ; 
Ay  even  on  man's  perdition,  his  sin. 
They  are  those  brittle  evidences  of  law. 
Which  forfeit  all  a  wretched  man's  estate 
For  leaving  out  one  syllable.     What  are  whores  ? 
They  are  those  flattering  bells  have  all  one  tune. 
At  weddings  and  at  funerals.     Your  rich  whores 
Are  only  treasuries  by  extortion  fiird. 
And  empty  *d  by  curs'd  riot.     They  are  worse. 
Worse  than  dead  bodies,  which  are  begg'd  at  th'  gallows, 
And  wrought  upon  by  surgeons,  to  teach  man 
Wherein  he  is  imperfect.     What's  a  whore? 
She's  like  the  g^t  counterfeited  coin> 


first  ttampe  it,  brings  in  trouble 


hjcb,  whmoo'cr 
All  thai  r«c4-ive  ll 

Vil,  Tiiis  cli*nictpr  'wapes  mc. 

Stun.  You,  giTntlevroman  ? 
Take  from  «ll  beasts  and  Trom  all  minerals 
Thrir  deadly  poison — 

VU.  Well,  what  then  ? 

itfon.  111  tell  thu^ : 
111  find  in  lh«e  an  apotlictiary's  shop, 
Tu  sanijile  them  all. 

BFr.  Emb.  She  hath  lived  ill. 
Cn.  Etnb.  True,  but  the  Cardinal's  too  bitter. 
Von.  You  kuow  what  whore  is.  Next  the  devil  adiillry. 
llrr*  thp  devil  murder. 
Fro.  Your  unhapjiy  husband 
Isd««d. 

Vit.  O  he's  a  happy  husband. 
Now  he  owes  Nature  nothinfi:. 
FriL,  And  by  a  vaulting  engine. 
lUim.   An  ortivf  plot : 
Hr  jumpi  into  hi»  grave. 

Fra.  \WtAl  a  prodigy  was'l, 
Thai  fmni  some  two  jitrds  high,  a  slender  ti 
Bifluld  bn«k  hii  iirck  r 
.  I'th'  rushes ! 
Fro.  And  what'A  more, 
B  tbo  i&Hant  losi^  all  use  of  speech. 
)u,  like  a  mat!  had  lain 
«  days.     Now  mark  each  circumstance, 
d  look  upon  this  creotiire  was  bin  wife. 
•  not  like  a  widow  :  the  cunies  arm'd 

iaipudcnce :  is  this  a  mouming-baliit? 
fif.  Had  I  foreknown  his  death  as 
i  wxiM  baTo  bespoke  my  mourning. 
WnM.  O  you  oro  cunning ! 
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Vit.  Tou  shame  your  wit  and  judgment. 
To  call  it  80 ;  what,  is  my  just  defence 
By  him  that  is  my  judge  call'd  impudence  ? 
Let  me  appeal  then  from  this  christian  court 
To  the  uncivil  Tartar. 

Mon.  See,  my  lords, 
She  scandals  our  proceedings. 

VU,  Humbly  thus, 
Thus  low,  to  the  most  worthy  and  respected 
Leiger  embassadors,  my  modesty 
And  woman-hood  I  tender ;  but  withall. 
So  entangled  in  a  cursed  accusation. 
That  my  defence,  of  force,  like  Perseus, 
Must  personate  masculine  virtue.     To  the  point. 
Find  me  but  guilty,  sever  head  from  body, 
We'll  part  good  friends :  I  scorn  to  hold  my  life 
At  yours,  or  any  man's  intreaty,  Sir. 

Sn,  Emb.  She  hath  a  brave  spirit. 

Mon.  Well,  well,  such  counterfeit  jewels 
Make  true  ones  oft  suspected. 

Vit.  You  are  deceived ; 
For  know,  that  all  your  strict  combined  heads. 
Which  strike  against  this  mine  of  diamonds. 
Shall  prove  but  glasscn  hammers,  they  shall  break. 
These  arc  but  feigned  shadows  of  my  evils. 
Terrify  babes,  my  Lord,  with  painted  devils ; 
I  am  past  such  needless  palsy.     For  your  names 
Of  whore  and  murdress,  they  proceed  from  you. 
As  if  a  man  should  spit  against  the  wind ; 
The  filth  returns  in's  face. 

Mon,  Pray  you  mistress,  satisfy  me  one  question 
Who  lodg'd  beneath  your  roof  that  fatal  night 
Your  husband  brake  his  neck  ? 

JBra.  That  question 
Liforceth  me  break  silence ;  I  was  there. 
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Jfon.  Your  business  ? 
Bra.  Why,  I  came  to  comfort  her, 
And  take  «onie  coime  for  settling  her  estate. 
Because  I  heard  her  husbaod  was  in  debt 
To  you,  my  Lord. 
JVitn.  He  was. 

Bra,  And  'tvas  strangely  fear'd 
Hut  yon  would  coien  her. 

Mot*.  Who  made  you  overseer? 
Bra.   WTiy,  my  charity,  my  eharitj,  which  should  flow 
Prom  every  generous  aad  noble  spirit, 
To  orphans  and  to  widows. 
ISim.  Your  lust. 
Bra.  Cowardly  dogs  bark  loudest  I  sirrah,  priest, 

ni  talk  with  you  hereafter. Do  you  hear? 

The  sword  you  frame  of  such  aji  en-'tflleut  temper, 
rU  nbeatb  in  your  own  bowels. 
There  are  n  number  of  thy  cont  resemble 
Your  common  post-boys. 
Mon.  Hat 

Br^  Your  mercenary  post-bojs. 
Your  Irttera  carry  tmtb,  but  'tis  your  giuse 
To  in  your  mout}ia  with  gross  and  impudent  lies. 
SwrtanL  My  Lord,  your  gown. 
Bra.  Thou  liest,  'twas  ray  stool. 
Bectow't  upon  thy  master,  that  will  cliallenge 
Tb«  rest  o'th'  household  stuff,  for  Brachiaoo 
Wu  DeVr  so  beggarly  to  take  a  stool 
Out  of  another'*  lodging :  let  htm  make 
ValUnoe  Ear  his  bed  on't,  or  Avaty  fbot-clotli 
For  hi)  watt  reverend   motle.     Moutieelso,  nnno  me 
Mt/Mw«  laciint.  [Ejtit  BracMaito. 

JtfoM.  Your  dsmpioti's  gone. 
ViL  llw  wolf  may  prey  the  better. 
L  A«.  Mjr  Lord,  thm's  great  luspictan  of  the  murder. 
k2 
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But  no  sound  praoT  who  did  iL    For  mj  pnt, 

I  do  not  tbink  she  hath  a  muI  so  black 

To  act  a  de^d  so  bloody :  if  ihe  bave^ 

As  in  cold  countries  husband-men  plmt  lioM, 

And  with  wann  blood  manure  them,  even  wo 

One  sununer  she  will  bear  nnsavory  tnat. 

And  e'er  next  spring  wither  both  hraach  and  root 

Ihe  act  of  blood  let  pass,  only  descend 

To  matter  of  incontinence. 

Vil.  I  disceni  poison 
Under  your  gilded  pills. 

Mon.  Now  the  Duke's  gone  I  will  produce  k  letter, 
Wherein  'twas  plotted,  he  and  you  shall  meet. 
At  an  apothecary's  sununer-house, 
Down  by  the  river  Tiber.     View't,  my  Lords: 
Where  after  wanton  bathing  and  the  heat 
Of  a  lascivious  banquet. — I  pray  read  it.— 
I  shame  to  speak  the  rest. 

Vit.  Grant  I  was  tempted ; 
Temptation  proves  not  the  act : 


345 
Won.  Toy  good. 

.  Bat  take  you  your  course,  it  aeema  you've  begged 
ma  Gnt, 
V  would  tain  undo  me.     1  have  houses, 
ireU,  and  a  poor  remuant  of  cnisadoes ; 
R'ould  thvM  would  make  you  charitable. 

jtfoi*.  If  the  dc»il 
Kd  ever  take  good  shape,  behold, his  picture. 

fit.  You  have  one  virtue  left. 
You  will  not  flatter  me. 
Fro,  Who  brought  this  letter? 
P'il.   I  am  not  eoni|H^lrd  to  tell  you- 
Man.  My  Lord  Duke  aeut  to  you  a  thousand  ducats, 
TliF  twelfth  of  August. 

Vit.  'Twaa  to  keep  your  cousin  • 
a  prison,  I  paid  use  for't, 

.   I  rather  think, 
is  interest  for  his  lust. 
I  Kr.  Who  says  so  but  yourself  ?  if  you  be  my  accuser, 
ny  oeasc  to  be  my  judge ;  come  from  the  b«ncl^ 

I  evidence  against  me,  and  let  these 
k  moderators.     My  Lord  Cardinal, 
■ere  your  intclligt'ucing  cars  as  loving, 
%  lo  my  tlioughta,  had  you  an  bouesl  tongue, 
uld  not  laie  though  you  proclaim'd  them  all. 

.  Go  to,  go  to. 
t  your  goodly  and  Tun-glorious  banquM, 
B  give  you  a  choak-pear. 
iVit.  Of  your  own  grafUng? 
PJVoB.  You  wore  bora  in  Venice,  bonorably  d 

n  thr  Vitlelli ;  'twas  my  wmsin's  fate, 
ni  may  I  name  the  hour,  to  nuury  you ; 
He  btMigbt  you  of  your  father. 


^ 


II(T  kiubud  CamillQ,  ■bo  ' 
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ra.  Hal 

Man.  He  spent  there  in  sit  raontbs 
Twelve  thousand  ducats,  and  (to  ray  knowled^) 
Receiv'd  in  dowry  with  you  not  one  juIio, 
'Twas  a  hard  penny-worth,  the  ware  being  so  light, 
I  yet  but  draw  the  curtain,  now  to  your  picture: 
You  came  from  thence  a  most  notorious  strumpet, 
And  BO  you  have  continued. 
VU.  My  Lord ! 
Mon.  Nay  hear  me, 
You  shall  have  time  to  prat«.     My  Lord  Bnchian^ 
Alas  I  I  make  but  repetition, 
Of  what  is  ordinary  and  Ryalto  talk. 
And  ballated,  and  would  be  plaid  o'th*  stage 
But  that  vice  many  tiroes  finds  such  loud  friends, 
That  preachers  are  charm'd  silent. 
Your  public  fault, 

Joyn'd  to  th'  condition  of  the  present  time, 
Takes  from  you  all  the  fruits  of  noble  pity. 
Such  a  corrupted  trial  have  you  made 
Both  of  your  life  and  beauty,  and  been  styl'd 
No  less  lui  ominous  fate,  than  blazing  stars 
To  Princes.     Hear  your  sentence ;  you  are  confin'd 
Unto  a  house  of  converts. 

VU.  A  house  of  converts  1  what's  that  ? 
Man,  A  house  of  penitent  whores. 
VU.  Do  the  Noblemen  m  Rome 
Erect  it  for  their  wives,  that  I  am  sent 
To  lodge  there? 

Fra,  Vou  must  have  patience. 
Vit.   I  must  first  hare  vengeance. 
1  fain  would  know  if  you  have  your  salvaBon 
By  patent,  that  you  proceed  tbus. 

Mon.  Away  with  her, 
Take  ber  hence. 


247 
fi*.  A  rape  I  a  rape  I 
Vm.  Hon? 

■  Yea,  you  have  ravish 'd  justice ; 
rc'd  her  to  do  your  pleasure. 
"  n.  Fie,  she's  mad ! 

.  Die  nith  those  pills  in  your  most  cursed  maw, 
wld  bring  you  health  1  or  while  you  sit  o'th'  bench, 
t  your  own  spittle  choak  you  1 

.  She's  turn'd  fiuy. 
ViL  That  the  last  day  of  judgmeut  may  so  find  you, 
And  leave  you  the  same  Devil  you  were  before  I 
Inttract  mc  some  good  horse-leoch  to  speak  treason, 
For  lincT  you  cannot  take  my  life  for  deeds, 
Take  it  for  words  :  0  womao's  poor  revenge  I 
\Miich  dwells  but  in  the  tongue,     i  will  not  weep. 
No ;  1  do  scorn  to  call  up  one  poor  tear 
To  Eawu  oD  your  injustice:  bear  me  hi-nce 

Bhiio  Ibis  house  of what's  your  mitigating  title? 

^LWon.  Of  converts. 
r  Vil.  It  shall  not  be  a  house  of  cooverla ; 
ffly  mind  shall  make  it  honester  to  me 
Than  th(-  Pope's  palace,  and  more  peaceable 
Than  thy  soul,  though  thou  art  a  Cardinal, 
~  WW  this,  and  let  it  somewhat  raise  your  spight, 

(Dugh  darkness  diamonds  spread  their  richest  light*. 

H^Tbii  WIiIm  Deri)  of  litlj  kU  off  t  Ud  ant  ki  ipnlmiily,  and 

U  tutdklflu  bcButv  u(  hrr  face  which  inifdm  lueh  av  ronKdtorfr 
T  mil}  tu  Biptct.  vhcn  ihf  hu  iaot  licr  plMJlnfi. 

on,aMaU  tlw  EiiiiR,  Hill  riM  ud  fluko  pruRai  lo  dffcnd  Im 
M  bUduiI  cannctinn  of  ber  guili  -.  u  Ihc  ahqihrnli  In  l>an 
ni  frafler  tn  fgllnw   the  boutUful  iliriihnilHt  Muala 

pfBWt  ud  IflTvlj  doH  aba  nulu  lbs  abainiri 
■kb,  Kk*  >  imkrr  in  ihr  (nfnat  roM, 
>  ifat  tli«  bwalf  el  h«  biiddii>|  OWH ' 
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MarceUo  and  FUmneo,  Sons  to  CorneBa^  ktnimg  ^mantttedi 
Ftammeo  slays  his  Brother  MarceUo^  their  Moiker  bdag 
present. 

CoRNELfA.      MaRCELLO. 

Cor.  I  hear  a  whispering  all  about  the  coart. 
You  are  to  fight :  who  is  your  opposite  ? 
What  is  the  quarrel  ? 

Mar.  'Tu  an  idle  rumour. 

Cor.  Will  you  dissemble  ?  sure  you  do  not  well 
To  fright  me  thus :  you  never  look  thus  pale, 
But  when  you  are  most  angry.     I  do  charge  you. 
Upon  my  blessing ;  nay  I'll  call  the  Duke, 
And  he  shall  school  you. 

Mar.  Publish  not  a  fear, 
Which  would  convert  to  laughter :  'tis  not  so. 
Was  not  this  crucifix  my  father's  ? 

Cor.  Yes. 

Mar.  I  have  heard  you  say,  giving  my  brother  suck, 
He  took  the  crucifix  between  his  hands, 
And  broke  a  limb  off. 

Cor.  Yes ;  but  'tis  mended. 

Flamineo  enters. 

Fla.  I  have  brought  your  weapon  back. 

(Flamineo  runs  MarceUo  through.) 
Cor.  Ha,  oh  my  horror ! 
Mar.  You  have  brought  it  home,  indeed. 
Cor.  Help,  oh  he's  murder'd ! 
Fla.  Do  you  turn  your  gall  up?     Ill  to  sanctuary. 
And  send  a  surgeon  to  you.  [^Ejtit  flam. 

HoRTENSius  (an  Officer)  enters. 

Hot.  How,  o'th'  ground  ? 

Mar.  O  mother,  now  remember  what  I  told 


Of  bmkiiif;  off  the  crucifix.     Farewell. 

There  ate  some  sins,  which  heaven  doth  duly  punish 

Ju  a  whole  hmilj.     This  it  is  to  rise 

By  all  liiahoneat  means.     Let  all  meu  know, 

That  trw  shall  long  lime  keep  a  steady  foot, 

Whnsc  brauches  thread  no  wider  than  the  root. 

Cor.  O  my  perpetual  sotraw  l 
^Mor.  Virtuous  Marcello  I 

'■  duiL     Pray  leave  him,  lady  :  come,  you  thalL 
jfCtrr.  Alas!  be  is  not  dead:  he's  in  a  tranee. 

',  here's  no  body  shall  get  any  thing  by  his  death. 
■  call  him  again,  for  God's  sake  ! 
'  ttor.  I  would  you  were  deceived. 

Cor.  O  you  abuse  me,  you  abuse  me,  you  abuae  me  ! 
How  many  have  gone  away  thus,  for  lack  of  'tendanw ! 
Kmt  up'«  head,  rear  up'a  bead;  his  bleeding  inward  will 
kill  him. 

You  see  he  is  departed. 

Let  me  come  to  him ;  give  me  him  as  he  is :  it' 
he  be  tum'd  to  earth,  let  me  hut  give  him  one 
hearty  kiss,  and  ynu  shall  put  us  both  into  one 
coffin.  Fetch  a  looking-glass,  see  if  his  breath 
will  not  slain  it;  or  pull  out  sonic  feather* 
from  my  pillow,  and  lay  them  to  his  lips :  will 
you  lose  him  for  n  little  pains  taking  ? 
Pfor.  Your  kindest  office  is  to  pray  for  him. 

.  Alas  I  I  would  not  pray  for  him  yet.     He  may 
live  to  lav  me  i'th'  ground,  and  pray  fur  me,  if 
you'll  let  me  come  to  him. 
Tk«  DuKB  titUri  with  Flamisko,  amd  PAtiX. 
.  Was  this  your  handy-work  ? 
fin.  It  wa*  my  mijfartnne. 

■  He  lica,  lie  lie*  1  he  did  not  kill  htm :  ihvM  hate 
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kill*d  him,  that  would  not  let  him  be  better 
look'd  to. 

Bra.  Have  comfort»  my  griev'd  mother. 

Cor,  O  yon'  screech-owl  I 

Hor.  Forbear,  good  Madam. 

Cor,  Let  me  go,  let  me  go. 

(^Sh€  runs  to  Flamimeo  wUh  her  kn^i  drantm^ 
and  coming  to  hwij  lets  itJalL) 
The  God  of  heaven  forgive  thee.    Dost  not  wonder 
I  pray  for  thee  ?     Ill  tell  thee  what's  the  reason : 
I  have  scarce  breath  to  nmnber  twenty  minutes ; 
I'd  not  spend  that  in  cursing.     Fare  thee  well : 
Half  of  thyself  lies  there :  and  may*st  thou  live 
To  fill  an  hour-glass  with  his  moulder'd  ashes, 
To  tell  how  thou  should^st  spend  the  time  to  come 
In  blest  repentance. 

Bra.  Mother,  pray  tell  me 
How  came  he  by  his  death  ?  what  was  the  quarrel? 

Car.  Indeed,  my  younger  boy  presum'd  too  much 
Upon  his  manhood,  gave  him  bitter  words, 
Drew  his  sword  first ;  and  so,  I  know  not  how. 
For  I  was  out  of  my  wits,  he  fell  with*s  head 
Just  in  my  bosom. 

Page,  This  is  not  true.  Madam. 

Cor.  I  pr'ythee  peace. 
One  arrow's  graz'd  already :  it  were  vain 
To  lose  this,  for  that  will  ne'er  be  found  again. 


Francisco  describes  to  Flamineo  the  grief  of  Come&a  at  the 

Funeral  of  Marcello, 

Your  reverend  Mother 
Is  grown  a  very  old  woman  in  two  hours. 


I  faund  them  windJag  of  Marcdlo's  corse : 
And  there  is  such  a  Bolemn  melody, 
"Tween  itolcful  songs,  tears,  and  sad  elegies  : 
Koch  cs  old  graodaiim,  watching  by  the  dead, 
Wp»  wont  to  outwear  the  nights  writh;  that,  believe  me, 
I  had  DO  ejM  to  guide  me  forth  the  room, 
'ere  »o  o'ercharg'd  with  water. 

Fitnrrat  Dirge/or  Mircelto, 

(Hu  JUnther  ting!  il.) 
B  fcr  the  Robin- red-breast,  and  the  Wren, 

T  shad}'  groies  tbey  hover, 
i  with  leaves  and  Sowers  do  cover 
e  friendless  bodies  of  nnbiiried  men. 
Call  unto  his  funeral  dole 
The  Ant,  the  Field-mouse,  and  the  Mole, 
Ta  nus«  him  hillocks  that  shall  keep  him  warm. 
And  (when  gty  tombs  are  rubb'd)  sustain  no  h&nn ; 
But  keep  the  wotf  far  thence,  that's  foe  to  men, 
For  nith  his  nails  he'll  dig  them  up  again*. 

Foldrd  ThnagAii. 
me,  eome-,  my  Lord,  untie  your  folded  thoughts. 
1  let  them  dangle  loose  as  a  bnde's  hair, 
r  aiater'a  p<»M>i*d. 

)  what  lolitarioesa  is  about  dying  Princes  I  As 
hcrrtofore  they  have  unpeopled  towns,  divorced 
fHends,  and  made  great  houses  unhospttabte  I 
so  now,  0  justice  I  where  ore  their  flatterers 

_,  -hlne  Uki  1M>  nitKO.  «ircpl  lbs  THWJ  wUct 

i4  gf  lib  dn-wunl  Ptihn  m  thr  Tcmpnl.     At  thai  ii 

mj:  M  itb  li  of  lh«  ™nh,  ttnhj.    Both  hsn  Ibu 

tfJWiat,  «U(h  Menu  10  fcmItc  iiwlf  bio  (to  cltiMDU 
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now?  flatterers  are  but  the  shadows  of  piineeir 
bodies,  the  least  thick  cloud  makes  than 
invisible. 

NaturalDeath. 

O  thou  soft  natural  death  I  that  art  joint  twin 
To  sweetest  slumber  I — ^no  rough-bearded  Comet 
Stares  on  thy  mild  departure ;  the  dull  Owl 
Beats  not  against  thy  casement ;  the  hoarse  Wolf 
Scents  not  thy  carrion.     Pity  winds  thy  corse. 
Whilst  horror  waits  on  princes* 

Vow  of  Murder  rebuked* 

Miserable  creature, 
If  thou  persist  in  this  *tis  damnable. 
Dost  thou  imagine  thou  canst  slide  on  blood, 
And  not  be  tainted  with  a  shameful  fall  ? 
Or  like  the  black  and  melancholic  yew-tree, 
Dost  think  to  root  thyself  in  dead  men's  graves 
And  yet  to  prosper ! 

Dying  Man. 

See  see  how  firmly  he  doth  fix  his  eye 

Upon  the  crucifix. 

Oh  hold  it  constant. 

It  settles  his  wild  spirits :  and  so  his  eyes 

Melt  into  tears. 

Detptnr. 

O  the  cursed  Devil, 
Which  doth  present  us  with  all  other  sins 
Thrice  candied  o*er ;  despair,  with  gall  and  stibium. 
Yet  we  carouse  it  off. 
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THE  LOVER'S  MELANCHOLY.    BY  JOHN  FORD. 

CotUetUion  of  a  Bird  and  a  Musician. 

Funng  from  Italy  to  Greece,  the  tales 

Which  poets  of  an  elder  time  have  feign'd 

To  glorify  their  Tempe,  hred  in  me 

Desire  of  visiting  that  paradise. 

To  Thessaly  I  came,  and  living  private, 

Without  acquaintance  of  more  sweet  companions 

Than  the  old  inmates  to  my  love,  my  thoughts, 

I  day  by  day  frequented  silent  groves. 

And  solitary  walks.     One  morning  early 

Tliis  accident  encounter'd  me :  I  heard 

The  sweetest  and  most  ravishing  contention 

That  art  or  nature  ever  were  at  strife  in. 

A  sound  of  musick  touch'd  mine  ears,  or  rather 

Indeed  entranc*d  my  soul :  as  I  stole  nearer, 

Xavited  by  the  melody,  I  saw 

*This  youth,  this  fair  he  6.  youth,  upon  his  lute 

^¥ith  strains  of  strange  variety  and  harmony 

IVodaiming  (as  it  seem*d)  so  bold  a  challenge 

To  the  clear  quiristers  of  the  woods,  the  birds, 

That  as  they  flocked  about  him,  all  stood  silent, 

Wond*ring  at  what  they  heard.     I  wonder  d  too. 

A  Nightingale, 

Katore's  best  skill'd  musician,  undertakes 

The  chaUenge  ;  and,  for  every  several  strain 

The  weU'4hap*d  youth  could  touch,  she  sung  her  down ; 

He  oould  not  run  division  with  more  art 

Upon  his  quaking  instrument,  than  she 

The  nightingale  did  with  her  various  notes 
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Some  time  thus  epent,  the  young  man  grev  at  last 
Into  a  pretty  anger  ;  that  a  bird. 
Whom  art  had  never  taught  cllSs,  mocxla,  or  notes, 
Should  fie  with  him  for  mastt-ry,  whose  study 
Had  busied  many  hours  to  perfect  practice  : 
To  end  the  controversy,  in  a  rapture, 
Upon  his  instrument  he  plays  go  swiftly. 
So  many  voluntaries,  and  so  quick. 
That  there  was  curiosity  and  cunning, 
Conc«rd  in  discord,  lines  of  diff'ring  method 
Meeting  in  one  full  centre  of  delight. 
The  bird  (ontoi'd  to  be 
Muaiek't first  tnarh/r)  strove  to  imitate 
These  several  sounds  :  wliich  when  her  warbling  thro 
Fail'd  in,  for  grief  down  dropt  she  on  his  lute 
And  brake  her  heart.  It  was  the  quaintest  udness. 
To  see  the  conqueror  upon  her  hearse 
To  weep  a  funeral  elegy  of  tears. 
He  looks  upon  the  trophies  of  his  art. 
Then  sigb'd,  then  wiped  his  eyes,  then  aigb'd,  and  ci 
"  AlaSi  poor  creature,  I  will  soon  revenge 
This  cruelty  upon  the  author  of  it. 
Henceforth  this  lute,  guilty  of  innocent  blood, 
Shall  never  more  betray  a  harmless  peace 
To  an  untimely  end:"  and  in  that  sorrow- 
As  he  was  pashing  it  against  a  tree, 
I  suddenly  slept  in. 

[ThuStor)r,  which  isorigiiDsllirta  be  met  with  iaStraik's  Pro> 
IiuioTia,  hat  b«en  parapbrued  in  rhyme  by  Croahaw.  Ambroip 
Phillipt,  and  others  :  bal  none  of  thuee  venioD*  csn  at  all  com^ 
part  for  bnrmotif  and  gjace  with  thii  blank  vene  of  Ford's 
u  Goe  u  aaTthin^  in  fieaiunoataad  netclur  ;  andalmoate^ 
the  itiife  wbidi  it  cclebraiet, 
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J(n*,  m  lie  poueition  of  Honort,  Prtfrrmnl,  Fame,  can 
«o  peace  m  Aii  suiuf  u'Ailr  he  t}dtA>  Ait  H^  mu-ha$le. 

AuRrA.    Al'bblio. 
Aurin.  Count  of  Savona,  Genoa's  Admiral, 
LonI  Governor  of  Corsita,  enrotl'd 
A  Worthy  of  my  cinmtry,  aought  and  sued  to, 
Prais'il,  courted,  flatter'd ! — 

My  triumphs 

Are  echoed  under  every  roof,  the  air 
li  stfctghtned  with  the  sound,  there  is  not  room 
Enough  141  brace  them  in ;  but  not  a  thought 
Doth  pierce  into  the  grief  that  cabins  here : 
H«Te  through  a  creek,  a  little  inlet,  crania 
A  &ak«  no  bijrgt-r  than  a  sister's  thread. 
Which  sets  the  region  of  my  heart  a  fire. 
I  faftd  «  kingdom  once,  but  am  depos'd 
Frcnn  all  that  royalty  of  blest  content, 
a  Mnfed'racy  'twixt  love  and  frailty. 
^urelia.  Glories  in  public  view  but  add  to  misery, 

It  travails  in  unrest  at  home. 
Amria.  At  home  I 
I  home,  Aorelio  ipeaks  of,  I  have  lost : 
d  which  is  worse,  when  1  have  roll'd  abouL 
Q'4  like  a  pilgrim,  round  Uiis  glohi-  of  earth, 
and  over-worn  with  age, 
■dw  grnTC,  I  am  not  yet  at  home, 
pbat  half  of  me  :  the  other  part 

n  knows  where.     Would  she  and  1,  my  wife 
I,  Imt  what,  alas,  talk  I  of  wife? 
Tlie  woman,  would  we  had  togrlhcr  led 
III     On  asy  out-«ut  parings  coarse  and  mouldv, 
k^  iiv-d  divided  thus  I 
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LOVE'S  SACRIFICE.  A  TRAGEDY.  BY  JOHN  FORD. 

Siancha,  Wife  to  Carajffa^  Duke  of  Pama^  loves  and  u  loved  hjf 
Fernando  the  Duk^t  favorite.  She  long  remit  hit  imporhmade 
suit :  at  lengthy  the  entert  the  room  where  he  it  tleepingf  and 
awakent  him,  to  hear  her  confettion  of  her  love  for  Mnu 

BiANCHA.    Ferdinand,  sleeping- 

Bian.  Resolve,  and  do ;  'tis  done.     What,  are  ihose 
eyes, 
Which  lately  were  so  over-drownM  m  tears, 
So  easy  to  take  rest  ?     O  happy  man, 
How  sweetly  sleep  hath  seaFd  up  sorrows  here  I 
But  I  will  call  him :  what,  my  Lord,  my  Lord, 
My  Lord  Fernando  — 

Fer.  Who  calls  ? 

Bian,  My  Lord : 
Sleeping,  or  waking? 

Fer.  Ha,  who  is't  ? 

Bian.  'Tis  I : 
Have  you  forgot  my  voice  ?  or  is  your  ear 
But  useful  to  your  eye  ? 

Fer.  Madam  the  Duchess  ! 

Bian,  She,  *tis  she ;  sit  up : 
Sit  up  and  wonder,  whiles  my  sorrow  swell : 
The  nights  are  short  and  T  have  much  to  say. 

Fer.  Is't  possible  'tis  you  ? 

Bian.  *Tis  possible : 
Why  do  you  think  I  come  ? 

Fer.  Why  ?  to  crown  joys. 
And  make  me  master  of  my  best  desires. 

Bian.  *Tis  true,  you  guess  aright ;  sit  up  and  listen. 
With  shame  and  passion  now  I  must  confess, 


1  beheld  you,  in  my  heart 
lu  hnvR  been  only  king.     If  there  cad  be 
TioJencr  in  luve,  then  I  have  felt 
IM  tyrMiny ;  lie  record  to  my  siml 
K  jiutico  which  I  for  tliis  folly  fear. 
nuodo,  in  short  words,  bowc'er  ray  tongue 
d  u(U-n  chide  thy  love,  each  word  thou  f<pak'»t 
u  muaie  to  my  ear :  »m  never  jHwr 
mr  wretched  woman  Uv'dt  that  lof 'd  like  me  : 
)  truly,  so  unfeigTiedly. 

Frr.  Ob  Madam 

Bum.  To  witneflg  that  1  speak  ia  truth,  look  here ; 
hat  singly  I  adventure  to  thy  bed, 
nd  do  confess  my  weakness :  if  thou  U.-m|i'sl 
!y  bosom  to  thy  pleasures,  I  wilt  yield. 
fer.  Perpetual  happiness  1 
Bian.  Now  hear  me  out : 
fhen  first  Caraffa,  Pavy's  Duke,  my  Lord, 
iw  tno,  he  lov'd  me,  and  (without  respect 
If  dower)  took  me  to  h's  bed  and  bosom, 
Ldvsnc'd  me  to  the  titles  I  [kisscss, 
loC  mor'd  by  counsel,  or  remov'd  by  greatness: 

;h  to  requite,  betwixt  my  soul  and  heaven 
vow'd  a  vow  to  live  a  constant  wife, 
have  done  so :  nor  was  there  in  the  world 
\  man  created,  rould  hare  brokp  that  irulh, 
'or  all  the  glories  of  th<>  earth,  but  thou, 
Int  thou,  Fernando.     Do  I  lote  tlice  now  ? 
Far,  ikyuud  iiuaginaLiou. 
True,  I  do, 
imoginBtion ;  if  do  pledgI^ 

iCe  what  I  sjn-ak  is  true, 
tf  my  best  joys,  here,  here,  I'onuindot 
*  aud  ruin  me. 
F^.  What  do  j'ou  mean  ? 
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>    Bian.  To  give  my  body  up  to  thy  embraces ; 
A  pleasure  that  I  never  wished  to  tlurive  in 
Before  this  fatal  minute :  mark  me  now ; 
If  thou  dost  spoil  me  of  this  robe  of  shame. 
By  my  best  comforts  here,  I  vow  again, 
To  thee,  to  heaven,  to  the  world,  to  time^ 
Ere  yet  the  morning  shall  new  christen  day, 
ril  kill  myself. 

Fer,  How,  Madam,  how  I 
Bian,  I  will : 
Do  what  thou  wilt,  'tis  in  thy  choice ;  what  say  ye  ? 
Fer.  Pish,  do  you  come  to  try  me  ?  tell  me  first, 
Will  you  but  grant  a  kiss  ? 

Bian.  Yes,  take  it ;  that, 
Or  what  thy  heart  can  wish :  I  am  all  thine. 

Fer.  Oh  me come,  come,  how  many  women,  pray. 

Were  ever  heard  or  read  of,  granted  love. 
And  did  as  you  protest  you  will  ? 

Bian*  Fernando  I  (^Kneels.) 

Jest  not  at  my  calamity :  I  kneel : 
By  these  dishevel'd  hairs,  these  wretched  tears. 
By  all  that's  good,  if  what  I  speak,  my  heart 
Vows  not  eternally  ;  then  think,  my  Lord, 
Was  never  man  sued  to  me  I  denied. 
Think  me  a  common  and  most  cunning  whore. 
And  let  my  sins  be  written  on  my  grave. 
My  name  rest  in  reproof.     Do  as  you  list. 

Fet\  I  must  believe  ye  ;  yet  I  hope  anon. 
When  you  are  parted  from  me,  you  will  say 
I  was  a  good  cold  easy- spirited  man, 
Nay,  laugh  at  my  simplicity  :  say,  will  ye  ? 

Bian,  No  ;  by  the  faith  I  owe  my  bridal  vows  : 
But  ever  hold  thee  much  much  dearer  far 
Than  all  my  joys  on  earth  ;  by  this  chaste  kiss. 
Fer.  You  have  prevail'd  :  and  heaven  forbid  that  I 
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Should  bj  a  wanton  appetite  prophane 
This  sacred  temple.     'Us  enough  for  me, 
TouH  please  to  call  me  servant 

Bian,  Nay,  be  thine : 
Command  my  power,  my  bosom,  and  I'll  write 
Hiis  love  within  the  tables  of  my  heart. 

Fer*  Enough :  I'll  master  passion^  and  triumph 
In  b^g  conquerd,  adding  to  it  this. 
In  you  my  love  as  it  begun  shall  end. 

Bian.  The  latter  I  new  vow but  day  comes  on : 

What  now  we  leave  unfinish'd  of  content, 
Each  hour  shall  perfect  up.     Sweet,  let  us  part. 

Fer.  Best  Life,  good  rest. 


THE  CHRONICLE  HISTORY  OF  PERKIN  WARBECK. 

BY  JOHN   FORD. 

Perkm  Warbeck  and  hii   Follower*  are  by  Lord  Datvbnetf 
presented  to  King  Henry  as  Prisoners. 

Dcucb,  Life  to  the  King,  and  safety  fix  his  throne. 
I  here  present  you,  royal  Sir,  a  shadow 
Of  majesty,  but  in  effect  a  substance 
Of  pity ;  a  young  man,  in  nothing  grown 
To  ripeness,  but  th*  ambition  of  your  mercy : 
Perkin  ;  the  christian  world*s  strange  wonder  I 

King  H,  Dawbney, 
We  observe  no  wonder ;  I  behold  ('tis  true) 
An  ornament  of  nature,  fine,  and  polisht, 
A  handsome  youth  indeed,  but  not  admire  him. 
How  came  he  to  thy  hands  ? 

Dawb.  From  sanctuary 
At  Bewley,  near  Southampton ;  registred. 
With  these  few  followers,  for  persons  privileged. 

5  2 
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KingH.  ImustiiotthAiikyou,Sir;f(Hi««r«tobIiatf 
To  iniriDgc  the  liberty  of  houses  sacred : 
Dare  wc  be  irreligious  ? 

Dawb.  Gracious  Lord, 
They  voluntarily  resign 'd  themselves, 
Without  compulsion. 

King  ff.  So  ?  'twas  very  well ; 
'Twas  very  well.     Turn  now  thine  eyes, 
Voung  man,  upon  thyself  and  thy  past  Bctions. 
What  revels  in  combustion  through  our  kingdom 
A  frenxy  of  aspiring  youth  hath  danc'd : 
Till  wanting  breath,  thy  feet  of  pride  have  slipt 
To  break  thy  neck. 

Warh.  But  not  my  heart :  my  heart 
Will  mount,  till  every  drop  of  blood  be  frozen 
By  death's  perpetual  winter.     If  the  sua 
Of  majesty  be  darkned,  let  the  sun 
Uf  life  be  hid  from  me,  in  an  eclipse 
Lasting,  and  universal.     Sir;  remember, 
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ir'd  U  nnce.     The  tale  is  soon  applied  : 

n'd  these  attempts,  when  least  assur'd, 
t  have  befriended  others,  like  reaolv'd. 
f  H.  A  pretty  gallant  I    thus  your  Aiint  of  Bur- 
pmdy, 
r  DucheaH  Aunt,  inform'd  her  nephew ;  so 

e  lesson  prompted,  and  well  conn'd,  was  moulded 
hrto  familiar  dialogue,  oh  tehoara'd, 
TdU  Icsrnt  by  heart,  'tis  now  receiv'd  for  truth. 

Wnrb.  Truth  in  her  pure  simplicity  wants  art 
To  put  a  feigned  blush  on  ;  scorn  wears  only 
Suth  fashiuD,  as  commends  to  gaaera'  eyes 
Sad  nlcenUcd  novelty,  for  beneath 
The  sphere  of  majeaty:  in  such  a  court 
WiMlom  and  gravity  are  proper  robes, 
By  which  the  voverign  is  best  distinguish'd 
From  unie<  to  his  greatness. 

A'rn^  i/.  SimJi,  shift 
Your  anlick  pageantry,  and  now  appear 
lu  ymir  own  nature  ;  or  you'll  Uisle  the  danger 
(X  fooling  out  of  season. 

Warh.  I  expect 
Ko  I'M*  than  what  severity  ra.lls  justice, 
And  politicians  safety ;  let  such  beg, 
Aa  treA  on  alms :  but  if  there  can  be  mercy 
In  a  protwtml  enemy,  then  may  it 
D»T«gd  to  these  poor  creatures*,  whose  engagements 
To  the  bcUMtDg  of  their  fortunes,  luvc  incurr'd 
A  lou  of  all :  to  them  if  any  charity 
Flow  frcm  M>me  noble  orator,  in  ileath 
I  awe  the  fee  of  tlurnkfiilticu. 

King  U.  So  brave  ? 
What  a  bold  luuve  U  thu  1 
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We  trifle  time  with  folltes. 
*■  Unwick,  command  the  Dukeling,  and  tbew  feDom, 
To  Digby  the  Lieuteaoiit  of  tbe  Tower : 
With  safety  let  them  be  convey'd  to  London. 
It  is  our  pleasure,  no  undvil  outrage. 
Taunts,  or  abuse,  be  suffier'd  to  their  persons ; 
They  shall  meet  fairer  law  than  they  deserve. 
Time  may  restore  their  wits,  whom  vain  ambition 
Hath  many  years  distracted. 

Warb.  Noble  thoughts 
Meet  freedom  in  captivity.     The  Tower : 
Our  childhood's  dreadful  nursery  [ 

King  H,  Was  ever  so  much  tmpudenee  in  fbi^ery  i 
The  custom  sure  of  being  styl'd  a  King, 
Hath  fast'ned  in  his  thought  that  he  is  such. 

Warieck  ii  led  lo  hit  death. 
Oxfiird.  Look  ye,  behold  your  followen,  qipointed 
To  wait  on  ye  in  death. 

Warb.  Why.  Peers  of  England, 
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By  some  physicians  for  a  month  or  two. 

In  hope  of  freedom  from  a  fever's  torments, 

Might  stagger  manhood ;  here,  the  pain  b  past 

Ere  sensihly  'tis  felt.     Be  men  of  spirit ; 

Spam  coward  passion :  so  illustrious  mention 

SiaU  blase  our  names,  and  style  us  Kings  o'er  Death. 


TIS  PITY  SHETS  A  WHORE :    A  TRAGEDY. 
BY  JOHN  FORD. 

Gkuvanm^  a  Young  Gentleman  of  Parma,  entertains  an  UScit 
love  for  kit  Sitter,    He  atkt  counsel  of  Bonaventura,  a 


Friar.    Giovanni. 

Friar,  Dispute  no  more  in  this,  for  know,  young  man, 
These  are  no  school-points ;  nice  philosophy 
May  tolerate  unlikely  arguments, 
But  heaven  admits  no  jests  I  wits  that  presumed 
On  wit  too  much,  hy  striving  how  to  prove 
Tliere  was  no  God,  with  foolish  grounds  of  art, 
Discover'd  first  the  nearest  way  to  hell ; 
And  fiU'd  the  world  with  devilish  atheism. 
Such  questions,  youth,  are  fond;  far  better  'tis 
To  bless  the  sun,  than  reason  why  it  shines ; 
Yet  he  thou  talk'st  of  is  above  the  sun. 
No  more ;  I  may  not  hear  it. 

Gio,  Gentle  father. 
To  you  have  I  unclasp'd  my  burthen'd  soul. 
Emptied  the  store-house  of  my  thoughts  and  heart. 
Made  myself  poor  of  secrets ;  have  not  left 
Another  word  untold,  which  hath  not  spoke 

*  Tlie  good  Friar  in  this  Play  is  cvidcntlj  a  Copj  of  Friar  lAwrenoe 
ia  Romeo  and  Juliet.  Ho  is  the  same  kind  Phjsician  to  the  Soals  of 
bai  JMiog  Cbargea ;  but  he  has  more  desperate  Patienta  to  dmi  with. 
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All  what  I  ever  durst,  or  think,  or  know ; 
And  yet  is  here  the  comfort  I  shall  have  ? 
Must  I  not  do  what  all  men  else  may,  lore  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  you  may  love,  fair  son. 

Gio.  Must  I  not  praise 
That  beauty  which,  if  framed  anew,  the  Gods 
Would  make  a  God  of,  if  they  had  it  there  ; 
And  kneel  to  it,  as  I  do  kneel  to  them? 

Friar.  Why,  foolish  madman ! 

Gio.  Shall  a  peevish  sound, 
A  customary  form,  from  man  to  man. 
Of  brother  and  of  sister,  be  a  bar 
"Twijt  my  perpetual  happiness  and  me? 

Fi-L  Have  done,  imhappy  youth,  for  thou  art  lost* 

Gio.  No,. father:  in  your  eyes  I  see  the  change 
Of  pity  and  compassion  ;  from  your  age, 
As  from  a  sacred  oracle,  distils 
The  life  of  counsel.     Tell  me,  holy  man. 
What  cure  shall  give  me  ease  in  these  extremes  ? 


For  draUi  waits  on  ihy  lust. Look  throtigh  the  world. 

And  ihoD  shult  sec  b  tliousiuid  ^es  shine 
More?  g-lorioue  than  this  idol  thou  adorest. 
l-odTL'  her,  and  late  thv  choice ;  'tis  much  less  sin : 
Though  in  such  gomes  as  those  they  lose  that  win. 
Oio.  It  were  more  ease  to  slop  the  ocean 
n  flows  and  ebbs,  than  to  dissuade  mv  vows. 
f  Friar.  Then  1  have  done,  and  in  thy  wilAil  flames 
*■  thy  ruin  !  heaven  is  just. 
t  tifiar  my  counsel ! 
Cirta.  As  a  voice  of  Ufe. 
I  Friar.  Hie  to  ihy  father's  house,  there  lock  thee  fast 

e  within  thy  chamber,  then  foil  down 
On  both  thy  knres,  and  grovel  on  the  ground ; 
L'ry  to  thy  heart,  wash  every  word  thou  utler'st 
la  tcKFs,  and  (if 't  be  possible)  of  blood : 
^Jlog  hcavDU  to  cleanse  the  leprosy  of  lust 
KAm  rnla  thy  soul ;  acknowledge  what  thou  art, 
Hb  vrelch,  a  worm,  a  nothing :  weep,  sigh,  pray 
HlliRe  times  a  day,  and  three  times  every  night  ; 
For  seven  days'  spaec  do  this,  then,  if  thou  Snd'st 
No  change  in  thy  desireti,  return  to  roe ; 
m  ihiuk  on  remedy.     Pray  for  thyself 

At  home,  whilst  I  pray  for  thee  here ;  away. 

My  blescing  with  thee'        we  have  need  to  pray. 

^^      tiiDpanni  diichitei  hit    Fataua   la  hu  Siitrr  AnvAcUa.— 
^^^—  'l%ry  roaipnn  Ihrir  unttajijiy  Lovn. 

^B^niM).  Do  ynuiuock  nie,  or  flatter  me? 

(liu.   If  you  would  see  a  beauty  more  exact 
Than  an  can  counterfeit,  or  nature  fnuni'. 
Look  in  yimr  glass  and  there  behold  your  own. 

^^^^Mi.  O  you  u«  a  trim  youth. 

^■Gli>.  Hen.  iQfftri  Im  iaggtr  U>  h^.) 
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Amho.  What  to  do  ? 

Gio.  And  liere  8  my  breast     Strike  lionie» 
Rip  ap  my  bosom ;  there  thou  shalt  behold 
A  heart,  id  which  is  writ  the  truth  I  speak. 
Why  stand  you? 

Anna.  Are  you  in  earnest  ? 

Gio.  Yesy  most  earnest. 
You  cannot  love. 

Anna.  ^Vhom? 

Gio.  Me. My  tortur'd  soul 

Hath  felt  affliction  in  the  heat  of  death. 

0  Annabella,  I  am  quite  undone. 

The  loTe  of  thee,  my  sister,  and  the  yiew 
Of  thy  immortal  beauty,  have  untuned 
All  harmony  both  of  my  rest  and  life. 
Why  do  you  not  strike  ? 

Anna.  Forbid  it,  my  just  fears. 
If  this  be  true  'twere  fitter  I  were  dead. 

Gio.  True,  Annabella !  'tis  no  time  to  jest ; 

1  have  too  long  suppressed  my  hidden  flames. 
That  almost  have  consum*d  me :  I  have  spent 
Many  a  silent  night  in  sighs  and  grroans. 
Ran  over  all  my  thoughts,  despb'd  my  fate. 
Reasoned  against  the  reasons  of  my  love, 

Done  all  that  smooth-chcek'd  virtue  could  advise, 
But  found  all  bootless  :  'tis  my  destiny 
That  you  must  either  love,  or  I  must  die. 

Anna,  Comes  this  in  sadness  from  you  ? 

Gio.  Let  some  mischief 
Befall  me  soon,  if  I  dissemble  aught. 

Anna.  You  are  my  brother,  GiovannL 

Gio.  You 
My  sister,  Annabella,  I  know  this : 
And  could  afford  you  instance  why  to  love  ^ 
So  much  the  more  for  this. — 


lie  gh/ei  lomc  iojJtiitical  Statotu.  and  reiuiari. 
Musi  I  Don  live  or  die  ? 

Anna.  Live :  lliou  hast  won 
The  field,  and  nevtr  fought.     What  thou  hast  urg'd, 
My  captive  heart  had  long-  ago  resolr'd. 
I  hiush  to  t<.-ll  thee  (but  I  t«U  thee  now) 
For  every  tigh  that  ihou  hast  spent  for  me, 
I  h«Te  aigh'd  ten  ;  for  every  tear  ahed  twenty : 
And  not  BO  much  for  that  I  iov'd,  as  that 
I  dunt  not  say  I  Iov'd,  nor  scarcely  think  it. 

Gio.  Let  not  this  music  bo  a  dream,  ye  goda, 
I'or  pity's  sake  I  beg  ye. 

Anna.  On  my  kaeesi  (^She  kntelt.') 

Brother,  even  by  our  mother's  dust,  I  charge  you. 
Do  not  betray  me  to  your  mirth  or  hate  ; 
Love  me,  or  kill  me,  brother. 

Gio.  On  my  knees,  (We  ktieeli.) 

Stitn-,  even  by  my  mother's  dust,  I  charge  you. 
Do  not  betray  me  to  your  mirth  or  bate; 
Love  mo,  or  kill  me,  sister. 

Asnn,  You  mean  good  sooth,  then  ? 

Gilt.  In  good  truth  I  do : 
And  so  du  you,  1  ho|>e ;  »ay,  Tm  in  earnest. 
L^nd,  111  swear  it ;  and  I. 
fCio.  And  I. 

rould  not  change  this  luinuti^  for  Elysium. 


proves  prcgmml  by  hrr  Brolhrr,  Sonmo,  htr 
to  tfhinu  ihe  it  'leU'lj/  married,  JUniveri  thai  tkr  it 
but  eonmii  tiiake  tier  con/at  Ay  irkvm.  At  le»glA 
ivf  Vimput,  hit  tertvnl.  If  cvmei  Ui  the  truth  of  H. 
Hr/ngtu/nrgivenrti  and  reiimitievanl  ifith  hit  Ififr  .■  unrf 
'  1^  a  tamptvout  FratI  to  u-hich  arr  innlcd  AaaaMla'i 
Fathrr,  with  (^ioniniu,  and  all  the  chief  Ctlamt  in 
■m ;  mi  ming  to  entrap  Oiaraud  Ay  that  bait  to  hu  death. 
iMtitUa  impttU  hitdr^. 
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Giovanni.    Aknabclla. 

Gio.  What,  chang'd  so  Boon  ? 

does  the  fit  come  on  you,  to  prove  treocheroiu 

To  your  past  vows  and  oatha  ? 

Anna.  Why  should  you  jest 
At  my  calamity,  without  all  sense 
Of  the  approachiog  dangers  you  are  in  7 

Gio.  What  danger's  half  so  great  as  thy  revolt  ? 
Thou  art  a  faithless  sister,  else  thou  knov'st, 
Malice  or  any  treachery  beside 
Would  stoop  to  my  bent  brows :  why,  I  hold  &te 
Clasp'd  in  my  fist,  and  could  command  the  course 
Of  time's  eternal  motion,  had'st  thou  been 
One  thought  more  steady  than  an  ebbing  sea. 

Anna.  Brother,  dear  brother,  know  what  I  hare  been; 
And  know  that  now  there's  but  a  dining  time 
'Twixt  us  and  our  conlusion  :  let's  not  waste 
These  precious  hours  in  rain  and  useless  speech. 
Alas,  these  gay  attires  were  not  put  on 
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This  odglit  be  tnie>  I  could  believe  as  well 
There  nught  be  hell  or  heaven. 

AsMM*  That's  most  certain.— But, 
Good  brother,  for  the  present,  how  do  you  mean 
To  free  yourself  from  danger  ?  some  way  think 
How  to  escape.     I'm  sure  the  gruests  are  come. 

Gio,  Look  up,  look  here ;  what  see  you  in  my  fietce  ? 

Anna*  Distraction  and  a  troubled  conscience. 

Gio*  Death  and  a  swift  repining  wrath ^yet  look, 

What  see  you  in  mine  eyes  ? 

Anna.  Methinks  you  weep. 

Gio*  I  do  indeed ;  these  are  the  funeral  tears 
Shed  on  your  g^ve :  these  fiirrow'd  up  my  cheeks. 
When  first  I  lov'd  and  knew  not  how  to  woo. 
Fair  Annabella,  should  I  here  repeat 
The  story  of  my  life,  we  might  lose  time. 
fie  record  all  the  spirits  of  the  air, 
And  all  things  else  that  are,  that  day  and  night, 
Early  and  late,  the  tribute  which  my  heart 
Hath  paid  to  Annabella's  sacred  love. 
Hath  been  these  tears  which  are  her  mourners  now. 
Never  till  now  did  Nature  do  her  best. 
To  shew  a  matchless  beauty  to  the  world. 
Which  in  an  instant,  ere  it  scarce  was  seen, 
The  jealous  destinies  required  again. 
Pray,  Annabella,  pray ;  since  we  must  part. 
Go  thou,  white  in  thy  soul,  to  fill  a  throne 
Of  innocence  and  sanctity  in  heaven. 
Pray,  pray,  my  sister. 

Anna.  Then  I  see  your  drift. 
Ye  blessed  angels,  guard  me  I 

Gio*  Give  me  your  hand.     How  sweetly  life  doth  run 
In  these  well-color'd  veins  I  how  constantly 
Tfait  pulse  doth  promise  health  I     But  I  could  chide 
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With  Nature  for  this  cunning  flattery ! 
Forgive  me. 

Anna,  With  my  heart 

Gio.  FarewelL 

Anna.  Will  you  be  gone? 

Gio.  Be  dark,  bright  sun. 
And  make  this  mid-day  night,  that  thy  gilt  rays 
May  not  behold  a  deed,  will  turn  their  splendour 
More  sooty  than  the  poets  feign  their  Styx* 

Anna,  What  means  this  ?  (Stahi  her.) 

Gio.  To  save  thy  fame. 

Thus  die,  and  die  by  me,  and  by  my  hand ; 
Revenge  is  mine,  honor  doth  love  command. 

Anna.  Forgive  him,  heaven,  and  me  my  sins.     Fare» 
well. 
Brother  unkind,  unkind [^Die*. 

[Sir  Thomas  Browne  in  the  last  Chapter  of  his  Enquiries  into 
Vulgar  and  Common  Errors,  rebukes  such  Authors  as  have  chosen 
to  relate  prodigious  and  nameless  Sins.  The  Chapter  is  entitled. 
Of  some  Relations  tehose  Truth  we  fear.    His  reasoning  is  solemn 

and  fine **  Lastly,  as  there  are   many   Relations   whereto  we 

cannot  assent,  and  make  some  doubt  thereof,  so  there  are  diTcn 
others  whose  verities  we  fear,  and  heartily  wish  there  were  no 
truth  therein.  Many  other  accounts  like  these  we  meet  some- 
times in  History,  scandalous  unto  Christianity,  and  even  onto 
humanity  ;  whose  not  only  verities  but  relations  honest  mindi>  do 
deprecate.  For  of  sins  heteroclital,  and  such  as  want  either  name 
or  precedent,  there  is  ofttimcs  a  sin  even  in  their  histories.  We 
desire  no  records  of  such  enormities ;  sins  should  be  accounted 
new,  that  so  they  may  be  esteemed  monstrous.  They  omit  of 
monstrosity,  as  they  fall  from  their  rarity ;  for  men  count  it 
venial  to  err  with  their  forefathers,  and  foolishly  conceive  they 
divide  a  sin  in  its  society.  The  pens  of  men  may  sufi&ciently 
expatiate  without  these  singularities  of  villainy :  for,  aa  they 
increase  the  hatred  of  vice  in  some,  so  do  they  enlarge  the  theory 
of  wickedness  in  all.  And  this  is  one  thing  that  may  make  latter 
ages  worse  than  were  the  former :  for  the  vicious  example  of  ages 
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|r»a«t.  poison  the  curiosity  of  these  present,  affording  a  hint  of  sin 
ft^nto  sedaceable  spirits,  and  soliciting  those  unto  the  imitation  of 
^  liein,  whose  heads  were  never  so  pervenely  principled  as  to  invent 
trlifTn  In  thiajs  of  this  nature  silence  commendeth  History ;  'tis 
^lie  TeniaMe  part  of  things  lost,  wherein  there  moat  never  rise  a 
^aaciiollBa  *  nor  remain  any  register  hnt  that  of  Hell."] 


THE  BROKEN  HEART :  A  TRAGEDY.  BY 

JOHN  FORD. 

Itkodet  lovet  Cakmtha,  Princess  of  Sparta ;  and  would  have  kit 
sitter  Penihea  plead  for  kim  with  the  Princess,  She  objects  to 
kim  her  own  wretched  condition,  made  miserable  by  a  Matdi, 
into  which  he  forced  her  with  Bassanes,  when  she  was  precon^ 
tracttd  by  her  dead  Father's  Will,  and  by  inclination,  to 
OrgUmt :  but  at  tatt  she  consents. 

Ithocles.    Penthea. 

lih.  Sit  nearer,  sister  to  me,  nearer  yet ; 
We  had  one  fiither,  in  one  womb  took  life, 
Were  brought  up  t^ins  together,  yet  have  liv'd 
At  distance  Ukc  two  strangers.     I  could  wish. 
That  the  first  pillow  whereon  I  was  cradled 
Had  prov'd  to  me  a  grave. 

Pen.  You  had  been  happy  : 
Then  had  you  never  known  that  sin  of  life 
Which  blots  all  following  glories  with  a  vengeance ; 
For  forfeiting  the  last  will  of  the  dead, 
From  whom  you  had  your  being. 

Ith.  Sad  Penthea, 
Thou  canst  not  be  too  cruel ;  my  rash  spleen 
Hath  with  a  violent  hand  plucked  from  thy  bosom 

*  Who  wrote  De  Antiquis  Deperditis,  or  of  the  Lost  Inventions  of 
Aotlqvity. 
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A  lover-btest  heart,  to  grind  it  into  dust ; 
For  mhicb  nune's  now  a  breaking. 

Pett.  Not  yet,  heavpn, 
I  do  beseech  thee :  first  let  some  wild  fires 
Scorch,  not  consume  it;  may  the  heat  be  cherUh'd 
With  desires  infinite  but  hopes  impossible. 

/(A.  Wrong'd  soul,  thy  prayers  are  heard. 

Pm.  Here,  lo,  I  breathe, 
A  miserable  creature,  led  to  ruin 
By  on  unnatural  brother. 

M.  I  consume 
1b  knguishing  affections  for  that  trespass, 
Yet  cannot  die. 

Pen.  The  handmiud  to  the  wages. 
The  mitroubled*  of  country  toil,  drinks  streams, 
With  leaping  kids,  and  with  the  bleating  lambs, 
And  8o  aJIays  her  thirst  secure;  while  I 
Quench  my  hot  sighs  with  flcetings  of  my  tvars. 

Ilh.  The  labourer  doth  eat  his  coarsest  bread, 
Earu'd  with  hb  sweat,  and  lies  him  down  to  sleep ; 
Which  every  bit  I  touch  turns  in  digestion 
To  galli  as  hitter  as  Peulhea'a  curse. 
Put  me  to  any  penance  for  my  tyranny, 
And  I  will  call  thee  inercifid. 

Pen.  Pray  kill  me  ; 
Rid  me  from  living  with  a  jealous  husbnnd ; 
Then  we  will  join  in  friendship,  be  again 
Brother  and  sister . 

Ilh.  After  my  victories  abroad,  at  home 
I  meet  despair  ;  ingratitude  of  natttre 
Hath  made  my  actions  monstrous ;  Thou  slialt  stand.' 
A  deity,  my  sister,  and  be  worshipp'd 
For  thy  resolved  wnrtyrdom ;  wrong'd  muds 

*  A  wuiil  Moma  defeclivc  belt. 


d  mmrricKl  wives  iball  to  thy  hallow'd  shrbe 
I  their  orisong,  and  sacrifice 
e  turtlcB  crown'd  with  mirtlc,  if  thy  pity 

a  yielding  brother'*  pressure  lend 
e  Gngi-'r  but  ti 
Pm.  O  no  n 

/(A.  Denth  waits  to  waft  me  to  the  Stygian  banks. 
And  fTM'  me  from  this  chaos  of  my  bondage  ; 
And  till  thou  wilt  foi^ve.  I  must  endure. 
Pen.   Who  is  the  saint  you  serve  ? 
Uh.  Friendship,  or  nearness 
Of  birth,  to  any  but  my  sister,  durst  not 
Have  mov'd  that  question  :  aa  a  secret,  sister, 
I  d«re  not  murmur  to  myself. 

Pm.  Let  mc, 
Bv  yoar  new  proleststions  i  conjure  ye, 
^I^Miake  her  name. 

^t    Ith.    Her  name— 'tia 'tis — I  dare  not — 

^H   Ptit.  All  your  respects  are  torg'd. 

H   /(A.   Tliey  are  not—Peace.— 

I^^CaUiUha  i«  the  princcs'i,  the  king's  dauj^hter. 

Solr  heir  of  Sparta.     Me  roosl  miserable. 

Do  I  now  love  thee  ?     For  my  injuries, 

levtn^  thyself  with  bravery,  and  gossip 

s  to  the  king's  cars.     Do ;  Calautha 
Lnows  it  not  yrt,  nor  Projihilus  my  nearest. 
i  P»n.  Suppose  you  were  contracted  to  her,  would  it 
r  very  soul  lo  see  lier  father 
laich  her  nut  of  your  nmi»  against  her  will, 
Lod  fon^e  her  on  the  Prince  of  Ai^us  ? 
Ith.  Trouble  not 
The  fountains  of  mine  eyrv  with  tliine  own  story  : 

n  blood  tnr't. 
I.  Ptn,  We  we  rtconciled. 

I,  Sir,  bring  ehildren,  but  two  brwiclws 
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Of  one  stock,  'tis  not  fit  we  should  dirUe. 
Have  comfort,  you  may  find  it. 

Ith.  Yes,  ill  thee, 
Only  in  Ihee,  Peiithea  mine. 

Pen.  ir  sorrow!) 
H&ve  not  too  much  duM'd  my  infected  brain, 
I'll  cheer  invention  for  on  active  strain. 

Pmthca  recoianienda  lirr  Brotlier  at  a  di/ing  hrguetl  It 

CaljIntiia.     Pk-.thka, 

Cal.  Being  alone,  Pentbea,  you  have  granted 
The  opportunity  you  sought,  and  might 
At  all  limes  have  commanded. 

Pen.  "Tis  a  benefit 
Which  r  shall  owe  your  goodness  even  in  death  for. 
My  glass  of  life,  sweet  princess,  hath  few  minutes 
Kemajning  to  run  down  ;  the  sands  are  spent: 
For  by  an  inward  messenger  I  feel 
The  summons  of  departure  short  and  certain. 

Cat.  You  feed  too  much  your  melancholy. 

Pim.  Glories 
Of  humau  greatness  are  but  plca^g  dreams. 
And  shadows  soon  decaying :  on  the  stage 
or  my  mortality  my  youth  hath  acted 
Some  scenes  of  vanity,  drawn  out  at  length  |-fl 
By  varied  pleasures  aweetned  in  the  mixture,  • 
But  tragical  in  issue. 

Cal.  Contemn  not  your  condition,  for  the  proof 
Of  bare  opinion  only :  to  what  end 
Iteucb  all  these  moral  texts  ? 

Pen.  To  place  before  ye 
A  perfect  mirror,  wherein  you  may  see 
How  weary  I  am  of  a  lingering  life, 
Who  count  the  best  a  misery. 
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.  Indoed 

ive  no  little  coiise ;  yet  none  bo  gr&it,    ■ 

to  distrust  a  remi^y. 

FW.  That  remedy 

•t  be  «  winding  sheet,  a  fold  of  lead, 

1  some  untrod  on  comer  in  the  earth. 

t  to  detain  your  expectation,  Princess ; 

ive  an  humble  suit. 

7iU-  Speak,  aud  enjoy  it. 

Pni>  Vouchsafe  then  lo  be  my  Executrix ; 

i  take  that  trouble  on  ye,  lo  dispose 

ii  legacies  aa  I  bequeath  impartially : 

pre  not  much  to  ^ve,  the  pnins  are  easy ; 

iTcn  will  reword  your  piety  and  thank  it, 

ten  I  Am  dead  :  for  sure  I  must  not  live ; 

ope  I  cannot. 

CaJ.  Now  beshrew  ihy  sadness  : 

OU  tunut  me  too  much  woman. 

Pew.  Her  fair  eyes 

It  iuto  patision :  then  I  have  assurance 
pug  my  boldness.     In  thi»  paper 

f  will  was  character'd ;  which  you,  with  pardon, 
r  know  from  mine  own  mouth. 

Cai.  Talk  on,  prithee ; 

li  »  prrtty  earnest. 

Pen.  I  have  left  me 

<  ihrrc  poor  jewels  to  betiucath.  The  first  is 
My  youth ;  for  thoTi|[h  I  nm  much  old  in  gn^f!>, 
In  nan  I  am  a  child. 

Cat  To  whom  that  ? 

^^Pht.  To  virgin  wives ;  such  as  abuse  not  wedlo<-k 
^Vfreedora  of  desires,  but  Rovct  chiefly 
^■t  plrdgc*  of  chute  beds,  for  ties  of  love 
^|ner  than  nn^ng  of  tlicir  blood :  and  nest, 
^^En>rrie<t  maids ;  such  as  prefer  the  number 
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Of  honorable  issue  in  their  virtues, 

Before  the  flattery  of  delig:hts  by  marriage ; 

May  those  be  ever  yoting. 

Cal,   A  second  jewol 
You  mean  to  part  vdth  ? 

Pen.  'Tis  my  fame ;  I  trust, 
By  scandal  yet  iintnvich'd :  this  I  bequeath 
To  Memon,-  and  Time's  old  daughter,  Truth. 
If  ever  mv  unhappy  name  find  mention. 
When  I  am  fall'n  to  dust,  may  it  deserve 
Beseeming  chant v  without  dishonour. 

Cal.  How    handsomely   thou    iiln/st   with 

Of  meer  imagination  I     Speak  the  last. 
1  strangely  like  thy  will. 

Pm.  This  jewel.  Madam, 
Is  dearly  precioun  to  me ;  you  must  use 
The  best  of  your  discretion,  to  employ 
Thh  gift  as  I  intend  it. 

Cal.  Do  not  doubt  me. 
■  Pen.  'Tis  long  ago,  since  first  I  lost  my  heart; 
Long  I  have  liv'd  without  it:  but  in  stead 
Of  it,  to  great  Calantha,  Sparta's  heir, 
liy  service  bound,  and  by  affection  vow'd, 
I  do  bequeath  in  holiest  rites  of  love 
Mine  odIj  brother  Ithocles. 

Cal.  What  saidst  thou? 

Pen,  Impute  not,  beav'n-blest  lady,  to  ambition, 
A  faith  as  humbly  perfect  as  the  prayers 
Of  a  devoted  suppliant  can  endow  it: 
Look  on  him.  Princess,  with  an  eye  of  pity ; 
How  like  the  ghost  of  what  he  late  appear'd 
He  moves  before  you. 

Cal.  Shall  I  answer  here, 
Or  lend  my  car  too  grossly  ? 


Pen.  Fint  his  heart 

k11  fall  in  cinders,  scorch'd  \ty  your  disdain, 

•  hf  will  dare,  poor  n 

e  looks,  but  with  low-bent  thoughts 
msing  Bucb  presiiiD|)tion : 

s  iiot  utter  any  bui  of  service- ; 

e  loves  you.     Be  a  Prince 
n  blood ;  give  him  his  doom, 
r  raise  him  up  to  comforL 
f.'at.  What  new  change 
Appc^an  in  niy  behaviour,  that  tbou  doresl 
Toiipt  my  ilisplaasure  ? 

Pen.  I  must  leave  the  world. 
To  revel  in  Elysium ;  and  'tis  jiist 
To  with  my  brother  some  advantage  here. 
Yet  by  my  beat  hopes,  Ithocies  is  ignomiit 
if  this  pureuit.     But  if  yuu  please  to  kill  him, 
nd  him  one  angry  look,  or  one  harsh  word) 
d  you  shall  soon  conclude  how  strong  a  povCT' 
IT  absolute  autliorily  holds  over 
■  life  and  end. 
\_  Cai.  \aa  have  forgot,  Pentheo, 
w  still  1  have  a  father. 
Ptn.  But  remember 
1  am  sister :  though  to  me  tliis  brother 
Hatb  bet^,  you  know,  unkind,  O  most  unkind. 

Cttt  Chrisuiila,  Philema,  where  are  ye? — Lady, 
Your  chock  lii-s  in  my  sUeucu*. 

fTUr  C^avtka  ( PrtHcru  of  Sparta)  u  reMratwg  Ihr  Xnphah 
«/  Pngiiilui  ami   Euphranea   at   Courl    mlA   Atuif  "W 


ing  of  tl»  Sen*  vhirh  fnllnn.  iu 
■amm  u  wvn  b;  Umc  ulicUitlaiu  of  I'cnthM,  mil  h; 
of  llhoclf*.  1"  miiillc  hli  love,  and  duu  Uiej  «™ 
%t  onKDi  of  tb«  Kidf  lici  ftiitet. 
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Dancings  one  enters  to  inform  her  thai  IH^-  Kmg  her  FoAer, 
is  Dead ;  a  second  brings  the  News  thai  Penthem  {Sister  to 
Ifhorles)  u  Starved;  and  a  third  comes  to  teU  that  Itkocks 
hinuelf  {to  whom  the  Princeu  is  contracted)  is  crmelkf 
Murdered. 

Calantiia.   Prophilus.   Euphramra.   Nrarchus. 
Crotolon.  Christalla.  Philema,  and  oiherg. 

Cai,  We  miss  our  servant  Ithocles,  and  Orgflos ; 
On  whom  attend  they  ? 

Crot.  My  son,  gracions  princess, 
Wliisper'd  some  new  device,  to  which  these  rerels 
Should  he  but  usher :  wherein,  I  conceive, 
Lord  Ithocles  and  he  himself  are  actors. 

CnL  A  fair  excuse  for  absence :  as  for  Bassanes, 
Delights  to  him  are  troublesome ;  Armostes 
Is  with  the  King. 

(^rot.  He  is. 

CnL  On  to  the  dance : 
('  To  Nearchus.)  Dear  cousin,  hand  you  the  bride ;  the 

bridegroom  must  be 
Intrusted  to  my  courtship :  be  not  jealous, 
Euphranea ;  I  shall  scarcely  prove  a  temptress. 
Fall  to  our  dance. 

Thetf  Dance  thejirst  Change^  during  which  Armostes 

enters. 

Arm.  The  King  your  Father's  dead. 
Cai.  To  the  other  change. 
Ami.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Hieif  Dance  again.'  Bass  an  ES  enters, 

Bass.  O  Madam, 
Pcnthea,  poor  Penthea's  starv'd. 


Thiy  Dance  again  :   Orcii.[jii  enter*. 

Org.  Brave  Ilhocles  is  murder "d,  murder'd  cruelly. 

CtU.  Hnw  Hull  this  music  sounds!     Strike  up  mort! 

sprightly : 
ir  footings  are  not  active  like  our  heart, 
h  treads  tlic  nimbler  measure. 
'  Org.  I  SlTD  thunder-struck. 

Th^  Dunce  Iht  latl  aa,,ge.      The  Miuie  e<ans. 
I  Cat.  So,  let  us  breathe  awhile :  hath  not  this  motion 
ii'd  frwiter  colour  an  your  checks?  (7«  Nearchi's.) 
Sear.  Sweet  Priniwss, 
|A  perfect  purity  of  blood  enamels 
Tie  beauty  of  your  white. 

Co/.  We  all  look  ehearfully  : 
And,  cousin,  'tis  methiiikis  a  rare  preKumpiinn 
^ia  wiy,  who  prrfers  our  lawfiil  pleasures 
tore  their  onii  sour  censure,  tu  interrupt 
c  cuittoin  of  this  ceremony  bluntly. 
r  ^i>ar.  None  dares  Lady. 
CaL  Yea,  yes;  some  hollow  voic«'  deliver'd  to  au- 
*  that  the  King  was  dead. 

The  King  is  ilead : 
it  blal  news  was  mine ;  for  in  mine  arms 
t  brealh'd  his  last,  and  with  his  crown  bequeath  d  you 
r  Mother's  wedding-ring,  which  here  I  tender, 
i  Crot.   Most  strange. 

f  Co/.  Peace  crown  his  ashes:  we  are  Queen  then. 
■Awn*,  bong  live  (.'nlnntha,  Sparta's  sovereign  Queen. 

'.  Long  lire  tlie  Queen. 
tCoJi.  Wbit  whisper'd  Baswnn? 


Bojit.  That  my  Penthea*,  miserable  Mul, 
Was  starv'd  to  death. 

Cal.  She's  happy ;  she  hath  Gnish'd 
A  long  and  painful  progress. — A  third  murmur 
Pierc'd  mine  unwillJDg  ears. 

Org.  That  Ithocles 
Was  murder'd. 

Cal.  By  whoaehand? 

Org,  By  mine :  this  weapon 
Was  inatrument  to  my  revenge.     The  reasonst 
Are  just  and  known.     Quit  him  of  these,  and  Hien 
Never  liv'd  gentleman  of  arealer  merit, 
Hope,  or  abiliment  to  steer  a  kingdom. 

Cal.  We  begin  our  reign 
With  a  first  act  of  justice :  thy  confession, 
Unhappy  Ofplus,  dooms  thee  a  sentence ; 
But  yet  thy  father's  or  thy  sister's  presence 
Shall  be  ei:cus'd :  give,  Crotolon  %,  a  blessing 
To  thy  lost  son ;  Euphranea§,  take  a  farewell : 
And  both  begone, 

(  To  Orgilus.)    Bloody  relater  of  thy  stains  in  blood; 
For  that  thou  hast  reported  him  (whose  fonuacs 
And  life  by  thee  are  both  at  once  Enatch'd  from  him) 
With  honorable  mention,  make  thy  choice 
Of  what  death  likes  thee  best ;  there's  all  oiir  bounty.^ 
But  to  excuse  delays,  let  me,  dear  o 
Intreat  you  and  these  lords  si 
Instant,  before  ye  part. 

Star.  Your  will  commands  u 

Org.  One  suit,  just  Queen;  my  last.    Vouchsafe  y 
clemency, 

■  Wlfs  m  BiMWuih 
t  Pcutbca  (niiir  le  Ilhod«]  wu  iKlrolliiid  mt  lint  lo  Otfilm 
rnuii*llcrt  bv  lior  bfnihtr  to  matj  Rwnn>       '      -'""■  '— '  " 
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TTuit  by  no  comuoa  hand  I  he  divided 
i'rum  this  my  humble  frailty. 
C(iV.  Tu  Uieir  wisdoms, 

a  be  spectators  of  thine  end. 
KlB>k4>  the  reference,     lliose  that  arc  dead, 
c  d(<ad ;  had  they  not  now  died,  of  necessity 
My  miui  Iiave  paid  the  debt  they  owed  to  nalun 
t  time  or  other.     Use  dispatch,  my  lords. — 

uildenly  prepare  our  Coronation.  [^Exit. 

I.   'Trt  strange  these  trageilies  should  never  touch 

r  fMuak-  )iity. 
I  Biui.  She  has  a  masculine  spirit. 

<t  ii/thr  Prina-u  laki-i  filatr  aJUr  the  rxntifion  of 

fOrgitHM. — Shr  enlfti  iHr  Trntplr,  drriird  in  Whiir,  htmtig  a 

*  Cnmm  m  her  Head.     Sir  knreh  at  Ihn  Allnr.      T%r  dealt 

Badf  of  Miiciri  (whom  the  lAouM  Adiv  marrinl)  U  ftnme  im 

«  Hrarte,  n  rich  Robrt.  having  a  Crown  on  hu  Urad .-  and 

I    by   the    tide  of  the   Altar,    where   the    knerli.     Jin 


^Ralanti 
■     Baxmai 


ANTIIA.      NKARCIfUS.       PhopHILUS,      CnOTOLOX. 

Baxmanks.     Armostes.     Ecpkras'ea.     AMiii.tJ&. 
Christalla.     Phii.ema.  and  othtrt. 

Cat.  Our  orisons  are  heard,  the  gods  a.n  merciful. 
New  trll  me,  yon,  whose  loyaliiw  pay  tribute 
To  ui  vonr  lawful  snverei^.  how  unskilful 
Your  duties,  at  obedience  is.  to  render 
Sabjoctinn  to  the  seeptro  of  a  cirgin  ; 
~*~"  a  hnvp  been  erer  fortunate  in  prince* 
If  masculine  and  Klirrin)^  cumposllion. 
K  PDOiiich  to  juirem  wisely 
r  own  daneanoiirH,  pasKinns,  and  divisions. 
idon  warlike,  and  iiiunil  to  practice 
i)  labour,  cannot  brook 


A  feminate  authority :  we  thererore 
Conunoiid  your  counsel,  how  you  may  advise  us 
In  chusing  of  a  husband,  whose  abilities 
Can  better  guide  this  kingdum. 

Near.  Koyal  Lady, 
Your  law  is  iu  your  will, 

Aitn.  We  have  seen  tokens 
Of  coiistaney  too  lately  to  mistrust  it, 

Crol.  Yet  if  your  Highnesa  settle  op  a  eJioice 
By  your  own  judgment  both  allow  d  and  liLed  of, 
Sparta  may  grow  in  power  and  proceed 
To  an  increasing  height. 

Cal.  Cousin  of  Argoa. 

Near,  Madam. 

CaL  Were  I  presently 
To  ehuse  you  for  my  Lord,  I'll  open  freely 
What  articles  I  would  propose  to  treat  on. 
Before  our  marriage. 

Near.  Name  them,  virtuous  Lady. 

Of/.  I  would  presump  you  would  rt'lain  the  royalMJ 
<Jf  .S|iarta  in  her  own  bounds :  then  in  Argos 
AmioBtes  might  be  viceroy ;  in  Messene 
Might  Crotolon  bear  sway:  and  Bassanes 
Be  Sparta's  marsball : 

The  multitudes  of  high  employments  could  nut 
But  set  A  peace  to  private  griefs.     Tbi^se  gentlemen, 
Groneas  and  Lemophil,  with  worthy  peusions. 
Should  wait  upon  your  person  in  jour  chamber. 
I  would  bestow  Christalla  on  Amelus ; 
Shell  prove  a  constant  wife:  and  Philcma 
.Should  into  Vesla'a  Temple. 

Bani.  This  is  a  testament ; 
It  sounds  not  like  conditions  on  a  mamage. 

Ntar.  All  this  should  be  perfbrm'd- 

CaL  Lastly,  for  Frophaua, 
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H«  ahould  be  (cousin)  solemnly  invested 
In  all  those  honon,  titles,  and  preferments, 
Which  his  dear  friend  and  my  neglected  husband 

o  short  a  time  cnjoy'd. 
wProph.  1  am  unworthy 

n  your  remembrsoce. 

Euph.  Excellent  Lady. 
lA'Mr.  Madam,  what  means  that  word,  neg'lected  hus- 

mCnl-   ForgiTp  me  :  Now  I  turn  to  thee,  thou  shadow 

(  To  the  dead  Bod^  of  Ithoclea.) 
f  my  contracted  Lord  :  bear  witness  all, 
y  mother's  wedding  ring  upon 
■  finger ;  'twas  n>y  fether's  lost  bequest : 
Thus  I  new  marry  him.  whtsc  wife  1  am ; 
DcHih  "hall  not  separate  us.     O  my  lords, 
1  but  deceiv'd  yuur  eyes  with  antick  gestiire. 
When  one  nt-ws  straight  came  huddhng  on  another, 
()f  death,  and  denth,  and  death,  still  I  danc'd  furwaniA 
But  it  struck  home,  and  here,  and  in  an  instant.  \ 

Bp  such  mere  women,  who  with  shrieks  and  outcries 
Can  TOW  B  present  end  to  nil  their  sorrows  : 
Yet  live  to  vow  new  pleasures,  and  out-live  them. 
Thvy  are  the  silent  griefs  which  cut  the  heart-strings: 
Let  me  die  smiling. 
ytrar.  'Tis  n  truth  too  ominous. 

tCiil.  One  kiss  on  these  cold  lips;  my  last.     Crack, 
cinck. 
tgaa  now**  Sparta's  King.  (Dim.) 

{t  do  ant  knnw  vhcro  to  And  in  my  V\»j  a  calutri>|)be  »> 
nd,  M  •oltmu.  and  lo  (tirpriiinK  ii  thi>.  Thia  a  indr«d. 
■ocding  to  HlUou,  In  "  dcscnba  high  paiiioua  Rnil  hiih 
Udm."  Tbe  fnrfilndF  nr  the  S)iirtsn  Bojr  «hii  let  «  hrul 
f«>w  nitl  hi*  bowflt  till  hs  dird  vithonl  ripmurin;  ■  ^wti,  i>  ■ 
hiU  bodUj  inwgc  of  Ihi*  dilaccntion  ot  the  spirit,  and  cirntr- 
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ration  of  the  inmoit  mmd,  which  Cilantha  with  a  holy  TioUsM 
■gunst  bar  nature  keep>  cloielj  coTcred,  till  the  laat  dotiei  of  > 
Wife  anil  ■  Queen  are  folfilled.     Storiei  of  martrrdom  are  but  of 
chaina  and  the  stake ;  ■  little  bodily  infTehng ;  theae  tonnenti 
On  the  purest  spiriU  prey 
Ai  on  entraili,  jointa,  and  limtn,  ' 

With  answerable  p^us,  bnt  more  intenn. 
What  ■  noble  thing  is  the  loul  in  it*  strengths  and  ia  ita  w«ik> 
neates  1  who  would  be  lea*  weak  than  Cslantha  ?  who  can  ba  ao 
strong  !  the  eipreasion  of  this  transcendant  scene  almoM  bean 
me  in  imagination  to  Calvary  and  the  Cross ;  and  I  aeem  to  pet- 
ceiie  some  analogy  between  the  scenical  sofferiogs  which  I  an 
here  contemplating,  and  the  real  agonies  of  that  final  compleliall 
to  which  I  dare  no  more  than  hint  a  reference. 

Ford  was  of  the  first  order  of  Poeta.  He  sought  for  sublimity 
not  by  parcels  in  metaphors  or  Tisible  images,  but  directly  whMV 
she  ba*  her  full  reeidenee  in  the  heart  of  man ;  in  the  actioiu  aad 
sufferings  of  the  greatest  minds.  There  is  a  grandeur  of  the  lonl 
above  mountains,  >eaa,  and  the  elemeul*.  Even  in  the  poor  per- 
verted reason  of  Giovanni  and  Annabella  (in  the  Flay  which 
precedes  this)  we  diacem  timces  of  that  fiery  particle,  which  ia 
the  irregular  starting  from  out  of  the  road  of  beaten  actioD, 
discoven  somethiDg  of  a  right  line  eveD  in  obliquity,  and  shews 


p  wcli,  and  yet  « 
whAt  was  our  disease  we  could  not  tell. 
a  would  we  kiss,  then  sigh,  (hen  look :  And  thus 
^Il  that  first  garden  of  our  simpler 
We  gpcnt  our  childhood :  Rut  when  years  began 
To  wai>  the  fruit  of  knowledge ;  ah,  how  then 
Would  she  wilh  graver  looks,  with  sweet  stem  brow, 
Cheek  my  presumption  and  my  forwardness  ; 
Yet  fiill  would  give  me  flowers,  still  would  me  show 
What  she  would  have  me,  yet  not  have  me  know. 


^M  L«tv  a/tcT  Death. 

^^    Paltmnn.  Fie,  ThirBiB,  with  what  fond  renieubraucrv 
Dost  thou  these  idle  passbne  entertain  I 
For  shame  leave  off  to  waste  your  youth  in  vain, 
And  f(«d  on  shadows :  make  your  choice  anew : 

PKon  other  nymphs  shall  find,  no  doubt  will  be 
U  lovely,  and  as  fair,  and  sweet  as  she. 
nirnf.  As  fair  and  sweet  as  she  I    Pala?TOoii 
Ah,  what  can  pictures  be  unto  the  life  P 
What  sweetness  can  be  foimd  in  images? 
,       Which  all  nvinphs  else  besides  her  seem  to  lue. 
only  was  a  real  creature,  she, 
ose  memory  must  take  up  all  of  me. 
wuld  I  another  love,  then  must  I  have 
heart,  for  this  is  full  of  her, 

e  shall  be :  hero  is  she  drawn 
%X  length,  and  whole :  and  more,  this  table  is 
V  story,  and  is  all  of  her ;  and  all 
iFnnight  in  the  liveliest  colours  of  my  blood ; 
n  there  be  a  room  for  others  herv  ? 
uld  I  disfigrurc  such  a  piccv,  and  hlol 

~  Ct'st  worfcnuuiahip  that  1ot«  e'er  wrought ,' 
^  BO,  ah  DO,  it  coal  too  d«r ; 


It  toast 
■ITie 


entire  whilst  life  remains, 
of  her  aud  of  m^  pains. 

The  Storff  i,f  Iiulia. 
There  was  sometimes  a  nympht 
Isulia  named,  aud  un  Arcadian  born. 
Whose  mother  dying  left  her  very  young 
Unto  her  father's  char^,  who  rorefuUy 
Did  breed  her  up  until  she  came  to  years 
Of  womanhood,  and  then  provides  a  match 
Both  rich  and  young,  and  fit  enough  for  her. 
But  she,  who  to  another  shepherd  had, 
Call'd  Sirthis,  vow'd  her  love,  as  unto  one 
Her  heart  esteem'd  more  worthy  of  her  love. 
Could  not  by  all  her  father's  means  be  wrought 
To  leave  her  uhoice,  and  to  forget  her  row. 
This  nymph  one  day,  surcharg'd  with  love  nud  grief,  I 
Which  commonly  (the  more  the  pity)  dwell 

As  inmates  both  together,  walking  forth 

With  other  maids  to  fish  upon  the  shore ; 

Estrays  apart,  and  leaves  her  company. 

To  entertain  herself  with  her  own  thoughts: 

And  wanders  on  so  far,  and  out  of  sight, 

As  she  at  leugtb  was  suddenly  aurpriz'd 

By  pirates,  who  lay  lurking  underneath 

Those  hollow  rocks,  expecting  there  some  prise. 

And  notwithstanding  all  her  piteous  cries, 

Intreaties,  tears,  and  prayers,  those  fierce  men 

Kent  hair  and  veil,  and  carried  her  by  force 

Into  their  ship,  which  in  a  little  creek 

Hard  by  at  anchor  lay. 

And  presently  boist«d  sail  and  so  away. 

When  she  was  thus- inshipp'd  and  woefully 

Hod  cast  her  eyes  about  to  view  that  hell 

Of  horror,  whereinto  she  was  90  suddenly  emplung'dil 


k 


fl  wife. 


e  spies  a  woman  Billing  with  a  child 
.Su<!king  her  brcaat,  which  was  ihe  captain' 
To  hrr  she  creeps,  down  at  her  feet  she  lies : 
"  O  wonuiD.  if  that  name  of  a  woman  may 
■■  Move*  you  to  pity,  pity  a  poor  maid ; 
"  The  moBi  diatressod  soul  that  ever  breath'd ; 
"  And  save  me  from  tho  hands  of  those  fierce  n 
"  Let  me  not  be  defil'd  nod  ;nade  unclean, 
**  Dear  woman,  now,  and  I  will  be  to  you 
"  The  Ikitlifuirst  ilave  that  ever  mistress 
■  j"  Never  puor  soiJ  shall  be  more  dutiful, 
^^pTo  do  wbatovcT  you  command,  than  !• 
^H*  No  toil  will  I  refuse  ;  so  that  1  may 
^H*  Keep  this  poor  body  clean  and  uiideflower'd, 
^V  Which  is  all  I  will  ever  seek.     For  know 
^^P  It  is  not  fear  of  death  lays  me  thus  tow, 

**  But  of  that  atnin  will  make  my  death  to  blush." 
An  this  would  nothing  move  the  woman's  heart, 
\Vhom  yet  she  would  not  leave,  but  still  beMUghti 
■■  O  woman.  In'  that  infant  at  your  breast, 
'•  And  by  the  pains  it  cost  you  in  the  birth, 
**  Save  me,  as  ever  you  deare  to  have 
"  Your  babe  to  joy  and  prosper  in  the  world ; 
*'  Which  will  the  belter  prosjtcr  siu«.  if  you 
**  Shall  mercy  shew,  which  is  with  mercy  paid  I" 
Then  kisses  she  her  fret,  then  kisses  too 
The  infant's  feet :  and, "  Oh,  sweet  liabc,"  (»«id  »hf ) 

•Could'st  thou  but  to  thy  mother  speak  for  me, 
tLad  crave  )ier  to  have  ]uty  on  my  case, 
Tliou  might'st  perhaps  prevail  with  her  so  much 
Althoufrh  I  cannot ;  child,  ah,  could'st  thou  speski^ 
Th«  tobnl,  whether  by  her  touching  it. 
Or  by  initinct  of  nature,  seeing  her  weep, 
I^ooka  fvrnettly  upon  her,  and  then  looks 
I  'pon  the  laotlicr,  tliru  ou  her  again, 
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And  then  it  cries,  and  then  on  either  lookt ; 

Which  she  perceiviag, ;  "  blessed  child,"  (said  ahp)  ' 

"  Although  thou  canst  not  speak,  yrt  dost  thou  cry  I 

"  Unto  thy  mother  for  me.     Hear  thy  child, 

"  Dear  mother,  it's  for  mc  it  cries, 

"  It's  all  the  speech  it  hath.     Accept  those  cries, 

"  Save  me  at  his  request  from  being  delU'd: 

"  Let  pity  move  thee,  that  thus  moves  the  child." 

The  woman,  tho'  by  birth  and  custom  rude. 

Yet  having  veins  of  nature,  could  not  be 

But  pierceable,  did  feel  at  length  the  point 

Of  pity  enter  so,  as  out  giish'd  tears, 

(Not  usual  to  stem  eyes)  and  she  besought 

Her  husband  to  bestow  on  her  that  priie, 

With  safeguard  of  her  body  at  her  will. 

The  cajitain  seeing  his  wife,  the  child  the  nymph, 

All  crying  to  him  in  this  piteous  sort. 

Felt  hij  rough  nature  shaken  Um,  and  grants 

Hi=  wife's  request,  and  seals  his  grant  with  ttan ; 

And  so  they  wept  all  four  for  company  : 

And  some  beholders  stood  not  with  dry  eyes ; 

Such  piusiou  wrought  th6  passion  of  rheir  priEc. 

Never  was  there  pardon,  that  did  take 

Condemned  from  the  block  more  joyhil  ihan 

'i'liis  grant  to  ber.     For  all  her  misery 

Seera'd  nothing  to  the  comfort  she  receiv'd, 

By  being  thus  ssTed  from  impurity  : 

And  from  the  woman's  feet  she  would  not  part. 

Nor  trust  her  hand  to  be  without  some  hold 

Of  her,  or  of  the  child,  so  long  as  she  remtun'd 

V^'jtliin  the  ship,  which  in  Tew  days  arrives 

At  Alexandria,  whence  these  pirates  were ; 

And  there  this  woeful  maid  for  two  years  space 

Did  serve,  and  truly  serve  this  captain's  wife, 

(  Who  would  not  lose  the  benefit  of  her 
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FBdanrr.  for  her  profit  oth«rwue) 
But  daring  not  in  such  a  plact  as  ihat 
To  tnisl  herself  in  woman's  habti,  crsv'd 
Thai  ihe  might  be  apjKLrel'd  like  a  boy  ; 
And  so  she  was,  and  as  a  boy  she  served. 
At  two  years  end  her  mistress  sends  her  forth 
Unto  tbii  )M)rt  for  some  commodities, 
Which  whilst  she  sought  for,  going  up  and  dovm, 
She  heard  some  merchaotioen  of  Corinth  talk, 
Who  rpaie  that  language  the  Arcadians  did. 
And  Here  next  neighbours  of  one  continent. 
To  thetn,  all  rapt  with  passion,  down  she  kneels, 
Tens  them  she  was  a  poor  distressed  boy, 
Bora  in  Arcadia,  and  by  pirates  took, 
Atid  made  a  slave  in  Egypt ;  and  besought 
Tbtnii,  as  thej  fathers  were  of  children,  or 
Did  hold  thdr  luttve  country  dear,  they  would 
Taliv  pity  on  her,  and  relieve  her  youth 
Prom  that  sad  servitude  wherein  she  Uv'd : 
For  which  she  hop'd  that  she  had  friends  alive 
Would  thank  them  one  day,  and  reward  tliem  too; 
If  oot,  yet  that  she  knew  the  heav'ns  would  do. 
The  merchants  moved  with  pity  of  her  case. 
Being  ready  to  depart,  took  her  with  them, 
And  landed  her  upon  her  country  coast : 
Wbere  whra  she  found  herself,  she  prostrate  falls, 
Kbaes  the  ground,  thanks  gives  unto  the  gods. 
Thanks  them  who  had  been  her  deliverers, 
And  on  >he  trudges  through  the  desart  woods. 
Climbs  ovFT  cmggy  rucks,  and  mountnini  steep, 
Wades  thorough  rivers,  struggles  thorough  bogs, 
Suviuncd  only  by  the  force  of  love ; 
Unli]  she  came  unto  the  native  plains. 
Unto  the  fields  where  first  she  drew  her  breath. 
Then  she  Uft*  up  her  eyvs,  salutes  the  air, 

VOL.  I.  V 
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Salutes  the  trees,  the  bushes,  floir*XB  and  aD: 
And,  <<  Oh,  dear  Sirthis,  here  I  am,"  said  she, 
*<  Here,  notwithstanding  all  my  niseriei^ 
*M  am  the  same  I  was  to  thee ;  a  pure^ 
^  A  chaste,  and  spotless  maid.** 


ALAHAM :  A  TRAGEDY.  BY  FULKE  GREYILLE; 

LORD  BROOKE. 

Alaham^  sectmd  San  to  the  King  q^  OrnuUr  depotet  kit  Flaiker  .- 
whose  Eyes^  and  the  Eyet  of  hit  elder  Brother  Zophi^  (tutiag 
upon  a  maxim  of  Oriental  Policy)^  he  causet  to  be  put  omL 
They,  blind,  and  fearing  for  their  Uvet^  wander  abouL 
In  this  Extremity  they  are  teparately  met  by  the  Kin^t 
Daughter  Ccelica,  who  conducts  them  to  places  of  Refuge ; 
hiding  her  Father  amid  the  Vaults  of  a  Temple,  and  guiding 
her  Brother  to  take  Sanctuary  at  the  Altar, 

King.    C^lica. 

King,  Cselica;  thou  only  child,  whom  I  repent 
Not  yet  to  have  begot,  thy  work  is  vain : 
Thou  run'st  against  my  destiny  s  intent. 
Fear  not  my  fall ;  the  steep  is  fairest  plain ; 
And  error  safest  guide  unto  his  end. 
Who  nothing  but  mischance  can  have  to  friend. 
We  parents  are  but  nature's  nursery; 
When  our  succession  springs,  then  ripe  to  fall. 
Privation  unto  age  is  natural. 
Age  there  is  also  in  a  prince's  state. 
Which  is  contempt,  grown  of  misgovemment ; 
Where  love  of  change  bcgetteth  princes'  hate : 
For  hopes  must  wither,  or  grow  violent. 
If  fortune  Innd  desires  to  one  estate. 
Then  mark  I    Blind,  as  a  man  :  scom*d,  as  a  king ; 


My  fraill; 
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a  toath'd,  and  desolate : 
Life  without  ]uy,  or  light :  what  can  it  briDg, 
But  inward  horror  uiitu  outward  hati^  ? 

0  safety  !  thou  art  then  a  hateful  thing. 
When  children's  death  assures  the  father's  state. 
No,  dftfe  I  am  not,  though  my  son  were  slain. 
My  frailly  would  beget  such  sons  again, 

"  ~      '    I,  if  Eatal  be  the  heavens'  will, 
pitting  adds  more  force  to  destiny ; 

a  wheeb  stay  not  on  fleshly  wit, 
But  headlong  run  down  steep  uecessity. 
And  as  in  danger,  wc  do  catch  at  it 
That  conies  to  help ;  and  unadvisedly 
Oft  dn  our  friends  to  our  misfortune  knit : 
So  vrith  the  honn  of  those  who  would  ub  good 
b  destiny  impossibly  withstood. 
Cvlica,  then  cease ;  importune  me  no  more  : 
My  son,  my  age,  the  slate  where  things  are  now, 
Require  mv  death.      Who  would  consent  to  live 
Wh«rc  love  cannot  revenge,  nor  truth  forgive? 

Ctflica.  Though  fear  see  nothing  but  extremity,* 
Yrt  danger  is  no  deep  sea,  but  a  ford. 
Where  they  that  yield  can  only  drowned  be. 
1  In  wrongs,  and  wounds,  Sir,  you  are  too  remiss. 
LTo  tfanmcs  a  passive  nature  hlal  is. 

King.  Occasion  to  my  son  hath  turn'd  her  face; 
Hy  inward  wants  all  outward  strengths  betray  ; 
\  And  to  make  that  impossible  I  may. 
Calica.  Yet  live : 

1  Lire  for  the  state. 

lung:  Whose  ruins  glosses  are. 
Wherein  see  errors  of  myself  I  must, 
lad  bold  my  life  of  danger,  shame,  and  care. 
Caitca.  When    fear  propounds,  with  lots  men  ever 
diusc. 


King.  Nothing  is  left  me  but  myself  to  lose.' 
Cielica.  And  is  it  nothing  then  to  lose  the  state  ? 
King.  Where  chance  ii  ripe,  there  couokI  comes  li 

Cffilica,  by  all  thou  ow'st  the  gods  and  mc, 

1  do  conjure  thee,  leave  me  to  my  chance. 

What's  past  was  error's  way  ;  the  truth  it  is, 

Wherein  I  wretch  can  only  go  amisa. 

If  nature  saw  no  cause  of  sudden  ends. 

She,  tliat  but  one  way  made  to  draw  our  breath. 

Would  not  have  left  so  many  doors  to  death. 

Ctelica.  Yet,  Sir,  if  weakness  be  not  such  a  sand 
As  neither  wrong  nor  counsel  can  manure ; 
Chuse  and  resolve  what  death  you  will  endure. 

King.  This  sword,  thy  hands,  may  offer  up  my  breath, 
And  plague  my  life's  remissneBB  in  my  death. 

Cieliea,  Unto  that  duly  if  these  hands  be  bom,  

I  must  think  God,  and  truth,  were  names  of  scorn.       ^^M 
Again,  this  justice  were  if  life  were  loved,  ^^H 

Now  merely  grace  ;  since  death  doth  but  forgive  ^^M 

A  life  to  you,  which  is  a  death  to  live. 
Pain  must  displease  that  satisfies  offence. 

Ki»g.  Chance  Lath  left  death  no  more  to  spoil  bu 

Creliea.  Then  sword,  do  justice'  office  thorough  me: 
I  olfer  more  than  that  he  hates  to  thee. 

(  Offmn  to  kill  hmelf.) 
King.  Ah  1  stay  thy  hand.     My  state  no  equal  baih, 
And  much  more  matchless  my  strange  vices  be: 
,  One  kind  of  death  becomes  not  thee  and  me. 

I    Kings'  plagues  by  chance  or  destiny  should  fall ;  ^^m 

Headlong  he  perish  must  that  ruins  all.  d^^| 

C/elira.  No  cliff  or  rock  is  so  precipitate,  ^^H 

But  down  it  eyes  con  lead  the  blind  away  :  ^^| 

Without  me  live,  or  with  me  die  you  may.  ^^^M 


Kmg.  Calicft,  anil  wilt  thou  Alaham  nceed  ? 

His  cnielty  is  death,  you  torments  use ; 

He  t«ket  my  crown,  you  take  mvaelf  from  me  ; 

A  prince  of  this  fall'D  empire  let  me  be. 

Cerlira.  Then  be  a  king,  no  tyrant  of  thyself: 

B«  ;  and  be  nhat  you  Hill :  what  nature  lent 

U  still  io  hers.  &n<l  not  our  government. 
King.  If  disobedience,  and  obedience  both, 

Stiil  do  me  hurt ;  in  what  strange  stale  aia  1  ? 

Bat  bold  thy  coune  :  it  well  becomes  my  blood, 

To  do  their  parents  ini»chief  with  their  good. 

Calico.  Yet,  Sir,  hark  to  the  poor  oppressed  tear! ; 

Hie  just  men's  moan,  that  suffer  by  your  fall ; 

A  prince's  charge  is  to  protect  them  all. 

And  shall  it  nothing  be  that  1  am  yours  ? 

The  world  without,  my  heart  within,  doth  know, 

I  never  had  unkind,  nnrevercnt  powers. 

If  thus  you  yield  to  Alaham 'a  treachery. 

He  ruins  you  :  'tis  you.  Sir,  ruin  me. 

King.  Cffllie*.  ciJI  up  the  dead  ;  awake  the  blind ; 

Turn  liack  the  time  ;  bid  winds  tell  whence  they  come  : 

.\i  Ttjniy  strength  speaks  to  a  broken  mind. 

Fly  from  me,  Cnlica,  hate  all  I  do : 
^^dfortunes  have  in  blood  successions  too. 
^tt  C^litA,  Will  you  do  that  which  Alaham  cannot  ■ 
^^b  halh  DO  good ;  you  have  no  ill,  but  he  : 
^^■^  mar^right  yielding's  honor's  tyranny. 
^^■JTwij-.  Have  I  not  done  amisa  ?  am  I  not  ill, 
^^BBl  niin'd  have  a  king's  authority  ? 
^^pid  not  ooe  king  alone  ;  since  princes  all 

Fori  part  of  those  scorns,  whereby  one  doth  fait. 

Tnittson  agitinst  me  cannot  treason  be: 

Ail  laws  have  lost  authority  in  me. 

~  '     t  The  laws  of  power  rhain'tl  to  men's  humors  be. 
~  «;  the  ill  (like  instruments) 
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Are,  in  the  hands  of  nUe  authority, 
Moved,  divided,  used,  or  laid  down  ; 
Still,  with  desire,  kept  subject  to  a  crown. 
Stir  up  all  states,  all  spirits  :  hope  and  feaT) 
Wrong  and  revenge,  are  current  every  where. 

King.  Put  down  my  son  :  for  that  must  be  the  way : 
A  father's  shame ;  a  prince's  tyranny ; 
Tlip  sceptre  ever  shall  misjudged  be. 

Ceeiica.  Let  them  fear  rumour  that  do  wort:  amisi ; 
Klood,  tonoents,  death,  horrors  of  cruelty. 
Have  time,  and  place.     Look  through  these  skins  of  ieU, 
Which  still  persuade  the  better  side  to  bear. 
And  since  thy  son  thus  trait'rously  conspires. 
Let  him  not  prey  on  all  thy  race,  and  thee : 
Keep  ill  example  from  posterity. 

King.  Danger  is  come,  and  must  I  now  uDum, 
And  let  in  hope  to  weaken  resolution  ? 
Passion  !  be  thou  my  legacy  and  will ; 
To  thcc  I  give  my  life,  eroHTi,  reputation; 


Her  itra^ih  is  chan^ :  and  change  yields  better  doom. 
Choice  nov  Is  past.     Hard  by  there  is  a  pile, 
Built  under  color  of  a  sacrifice ; 

(God  do  grant,  it  is  a  plac«  to  save : 
God  denies,  it  is  &  ready  grave, 
Zoptti  appaart, 
V^Iko,  What  see  I  here  ?  more  spectacles  of  woe  ! 
id  are  my  kindred  only  made  to  be 
lents  and  patients  in  iniquity  ? 
no  forlorn  wretch  I  niin's  example  right  I 
Lost  to  thv!t«lf,  not  to  tbv  enemy, 
Whose  hand  even  while  thou  flieal  thou  fall'at  into  ; 
And  with  thy  fall  thy  father  doet  undo. 
Save  one  I  may :  Nature  would  save  thetn  both  ; 
But  Chance  hath  many  wheels,  Rage  many  eyes. 
What,  shall  I  then  abandon  Innocents  *  ? 
Not  help  a  helpless  brother  thrown  on  me? 
It  nature  narrow  to  adveruty  ? 
No,  no.     Our  God  left  duty  for  a  law ; 
Pity,  at  large ;  love,  in  authority  ; 
Despair,  in  bonds  ;  fear,  of  itself  in  awe : 
Thai  rage  of  time,  and  power's  strange  liberty. 
Oppressing  good  men,  might  resistance  find; 
r  can  I  to  a  brother  be  less  kind. 
It  thou,  that  canst  not  sec,  hope  to  escape  ? 

n  have  no  friend :  contempt  no  guide ; 
it  is  thy  guilt ;  thy  judge  tnicjuity ; 
lllicfa  desolation  casts  on  them  that  see. 
y  Zaphi.  Make  calra  thy  rage :  pity  a  ghost  distrcst : 
By  right,  my  liberty,  1  freely  give  : 
Gi?e  him,  that  never  hann'd  ihee,  leave  to  live. 
C»liea.  Nay,  God,  the  world,  thy  parents  it  deny : 


>  ZopU  b  rqinmtrJ  u  t  prima  of  wnk  uadniUmlici. 
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Abrodier't  jedoQB  haart;  usurped  migfat 

Grows  friends  with  all  the  world,  ezoept  thy  right. 

Zop^  Secure  thyself    Exile  me  frvmthu  coast: 
My  hjolif  suspicion  is ;  my  judges  is  bar; 
Oocasiony  with  myself^  away  I  hear* 

Caliccu  Fly  onto  God :  for  in  hvnanity 
Hope  there  is  none.    Reach  me  thy  fearful  hand : 
r  am  thy  sister;  ndther  fiend,  nor  spy 
Of  tyrant's  rage ;  hut  one  that  feels  despair 
Of  thy  estate^  which  thou  dost  only  fear. 
Kneel  down ;  embrace  this  holy  mystery ; 
A  refuge  to  the  worst  for  rape  and  blood. 
And  yety  I  fear,  not  hallow'd  for  the  good. 

jZophL  Help,  God !  defend  thine  altar  I   sinee  thy 
might, 
In  earth,  leaves  innocents  no  other  right. 

CtBlica,  Eternal  God  I  that  see*8t  thyself  in  us. 
If  vows  be  more  than  sacrifice  of  lust, 
Rais'd  from  the  smokes  of  hope  and  fear  in  us, 
Protect  this  Innocent,  calm  Alaham's  rage ; 
By  miracles  faith  goes  frx)m  age  to  age. 
Affection  trembles ;  reason  b  opprest ; 
Nature,  methinks,  doth  her  own  entrails  tear : 
In  resolution  ominous  is  fear. 

Alaham  cavsei  Search  to  be  made  after  hit  Father  and  Brother. 
Zophi  If  ditcovered,  and  CdpUca;  who,  being  guegHoned  by 
Alaham  where  the  hat  hid  her  Father,  dutemblet  at  thangk 
the  thought  that  the  King  wat  dead;  but  being  threatened 
with  the  rach,  her  Exciamationt  call  her  Father  from 
hit  hiding'-place ;  who,  together  with  her,  and  her  Brother 
Zophi,  are  tentenced  by  Alaham  to  the  Flamet. 

Alaham.  Attendants. 

Alaham.  Sirs,  seek  the  city,  examine,  torture,  rack ; 
Sanctuaries  none  let  there  be ;  make  darkness  known ; 
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PbD  down  the  rooE^  dig,  bum,  put  all  to  wrack ; 
And  let  the  guiltlt^M  for  the  guilty  groan. 
ChaagCi  »bame,  misfortune,  in  tbcir  'scajnng  lie, 
And  in  their  finding  our  prosperity. 

iGood  fortune  welcome  I    We  have  lost  our  care, 
And  found  our  tosB :  Cielita  distract  I  gee. 
The  king  is  near:  She  is  her  father's  eyes. 

He  io-i  Z<t,>l>i. 
Behold  !  the  forlorn  wretch,  half  of  my  fear, 
Take4  sanctuary  at  holy  altar's  feel : 
Lead  him  apart,  eioniiiie,  force,  and  try  ; 
Tbfse  hind  the  subject  not  the  monarchy. 
Cetica !  awake :  that  God  of  whom  you  crave 
Is  deaf,  and  only  gives  men  what  they  have. 

Calico.  Ah  cruel  wretch  I  guilty  of  parent's  blood  ! 
Might  I,  poor  innocent,  my  fadier  free, 
My  murther  yet  were  less  impiety. 
But  on  ;  devour :  fear  only  to  be  good : 
Let  as  not  scape :  thy  glory  then  doth  rise, 
Wb«n  thou  at  once  thy  house  dost  sacrifice. 

Alahatn,  Tell  me  where  thy  father  is. 
.  Cttiiai.  O  bloody  scorn. 

It  h»  be  kill'd  again  that  gave  thee  br«ath  ? 
■Aity  nothing  else  in  thee  but  death? 

e  off  this  mask  ;  deceit  b  never  wise: 
h  hd  be  blind,  a  king  hath  many  eyes. 
JOv/icd.  O  twofold  scorn  I     God  be  rcveng'd  for  me. 
II  linco  my  Cither  is  destroy'd  by  thee, 
'd  (till  more  tcoru,  it  sorrow  multipiit-s. 

.  Passions  arc  leam'd.  not  bum  within   the 
_h«trt, 

3  keep :  Order  is  quiet's  art. 
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Tell  where  he  is  :  for  Wk  what  love  concealt. 
Pain  out  of  nature's  bbyrinths  reveals. 

CmUca.  This  is  revard  which  thouMost  threaten  a 
If  terror  thou  wilt  threaten,  promiae  joys. 

Alaham.  Smart  cools  these  boiUug  styles  of  vanltj'. 

Caliea.  And  if  my  father  1  no  more  shall  se& 
Help  me  unto  the  place  vhere  he  remains : 
To  hell  below,  or  to  the  sky  above. 
The  way  is  easy  where  the  guide  is  love. 

Alaham.  Confess;  where  is  he  hid? 

Calico.  Ruck  not  my  woe. 
Thy  glorious  pride  of  this  unglorious  deed 
Doth  misohief  ripe,  and  therefore  falling,  shew. 

Alaham.  Bodies  have  ploce,  and  blindness  t 
led. 
Graves  be  the  thronea  of  kings  when  they  be  dead. 

Creliea.   He  was  (nnhappy)  cause  that  thou  art  nowj^^ 
Thou  art,  ah  wicked!  cause  that  he  u  not, 
And  fear'at  thou  parricide  can  be  forgot? 
Bear  witness,  though  Almighty  God  an  high. 
And  you  black  powers  inhabiting  below, 
That  for  his  life  myself  would  jield  to  die. 

AUiham.  Well,  Sirs,  go  seek  the  dark  and  secret  ca* 
The  holy  temples,  sanctified  cells. 
All  parts  wherein  a  living  corpse  may  dwell. 

Cislica.  Seek  him  amongst  the  dead,  you  placed  1 

Yet  lose  no  ptuns,  good  souls,  go  not  to  hell ; 
And,  but  lo  heaven,  you  may  go  eveiy  where. 
Guilty,  with  you,  of  his  blood  let  me  he, 
If  any  more  I  of  my  £ather  know. 
Than  that  he  is  where  you  would  have  him  go. 

Alaham,  Tear  up  the  vaults.     Behold  her  agoniei  ].  I 
Sorrow  substracts,  and  multiplies,  the  spirits ; 
Care,  and  desire,  do  under  anguish  cease; 


),  affecting  piety ; 
Wdp  Iovm  itself;  fear  from  itself  would  Ay. 
Do  not  these  trembling'  motions  witnoss  bear, 
That  «11  these  protestations  be  of  fear  ? 

CMea.  If  aught  be  quick  in  me,  move  it  with  scorn  ; 
Kothing  can  come  amiss  to  thoughts  forlorn. 

Aiaham.  Confess  in  time.     Keveage  is  merciless. 
CaUciu  Reword  and  pain,  fear  and  desire  too, 
Ak  vain  in  things  impossible  to  do. 
Ataham,  Tell  yet  where  thou  thy  &ther  laat  did  see. 
Catica.  Even  where  he  by  his  loss  of  eyes  hath  won 
That  he  no  more  shall  see  his  monstrous  son. 
Rm  in  perpetual  night  thou  mad' at  him  go ; 
His  flesh  the  grave  ;  his  hfe  the  stage,  where  sense 
Plays  all  the  tragedies  of  pain  and  woe. 
Aod  wouldst  thou  trait'rously  thyself  exceed, 
Bt  Hwking  thus  to  make  his  ghost  to  bleed  P 

Alahnm,  Bear  her  away  :  devise  ;  add  to  the  rack 
Torments,  thai  both  coll  death  and  turn  ii  back. 

Calico.  The  flattering  glass  of  power  is  others'  pain. 
IVrfect  thy  work  ;  that  heaven  and  hell  may  know, 
To  Kurse  I  cannot,  going  from  thee,  go. 
Eurnal  bfis  that  ever  liv'st  above  ! 
If  lentr  there  be  with  thee  of  hate,  or  love ; 
Rpvenge  my  king  and  father's  overthrow. 
1)  hther  I  if  that  name  reach  up  so  high, 
And  be  more  than  a  proper  word  of  art. 
To  tnch  respects  in  our  humanity  ; 
Accc|rt  these  paios,  whereof  j-ou  feel  no  smart. 

7^e  King  comm  forth. 
KMg.  What  sound  is  this  of  Ciclica's  distress? 
\      Ahhant,  wrong  not  a  silly  sister's  faith. 
*n>  pUgue  enough  that  she  is  innocent ; 
My  cinid,  thy  nster  :  l>om  (by  thee  and  me) 
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With  Bbame  antl  sin  to  h&ve  affinity. 
Break  mv ;  I  am  the  prison  of  thy  thought : 
Crowns  dear  enough  with  fathers'  blood  are  bought. 

Alaham,  Now  feel  ihou  shall,  thou  ghost  unnatu 
Those  wounds  which  thou  to  my  heart  did'st'giT«, 
When,  in  despite  of  God,  this  state,  and  m?. 
Thou  did'st  from  death  mine  elder  brother  free. 
The  smart  of  king's  oppression  doth  not  die : 
Time  rusteth  maUce ;  rust  wounds  cruelly. 

King.  Flatter  thy  wickedness :  adorn  thy  rag* ; 
To  wear  a  rrown,  tear  up  thy  btber's  age. 
Kill  not  thy  sister :  it  is  lack  of  wit 
To  do  an  ill  that  brings  no  good  with  it. 

Alaham.  Go,  lead  them  hence.    Prepare  the  fi 
Hasten  the  sacrifice  and  pomp  of  woe. 
Where  she  did  hide  him,  thither  let  them  go. 

A  Nuntiut  {or  Metiengrr)  rclalet  to  Alahaw  Uk  mOHIKT  tflk 
Fathn'i,  Brothei'i;  and  Siitcr't  dealht  i   aiiH   the  f 
diicoiUenlt  which  /olimoed.     Alaham  hy  the  niddm  a 
nf  Revurrte  i»  dittrncted,   and    imagiTiei    thai   he    i«: 

Alaham.    Nuntiui. 
Nunlitm.  The  first  which  burnt,  as  Cain*  his  n( 
kin. 
In  blood  your  brother,  and  your  prince  in  state. 
Drew  wonder  from  men's  hearts,  brought  horror 
This  innocent,  this  aoul  too  meek  for  sin, 
Yet  made  for  others  to  do  harm  withal. 
With  his  self-pity  teara  drew  tears  from  us ; 
His  blood  compassion  had :  his  wrong  stirr'd  hate ; 
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Dvectt  »  odicHu  in  s  kin^r'a  estate. 
Rrpiningly  he  goet  udIo  his  etiil : 
Slraji)fp  visions  rise;  utrange  furies  haunt  the  flame; 
People  cry  out,  Echo  repeats,  his  name. 
These  words  he  ipake,  even  bieathJDg  out  his  breaA: 
"  Utihappy  weakness  t  never  innocent ! 
"  If  in  A  erown,  yet  but  an  instrument. 
"  People  I  observe  :  thia  fact  may  make  you  see, 
"  Excess  bath  niin'd  nhat  itself  did  build : 
"  But  ah  1  the  more  opprest  the  more  you  yield." 
The  next  nas  He  whose  age  had  reverence. 
His  gesture  something  more  than  privateness : 
Guided  hv  One,  whose  stately  grace  did  move 
Compassion,  even  in  hearts  that  could  not  love. 
A«  soon  as  these  upproached  near  the  flame. 
The  wind,  the  stenm,  or  furies,  rais'd  their  feiU : 
And  in  tlieir  lookn  this  ima^  did  appear : 
b  unto  other,  life  lo  neither,  dear. 

words  he  spake.     "  Behold  one  that  hath  lost 
■  Himself  within  :  and  so  the  world  without ; 

*  A  king,  that  brings  authority  in  doubt : 

*  'Hiii  is  the  fruit  of  power's  misgovemment. 

f  People  I  my  foil  b  just ;  yet  strange  your  fate, 
f  Thai,  under  worst,  will  hope  for  better  state." 
■9  aloud.     Your  abler  yet  remain 'd ; 
dping  in  death  to  him  in  whom  she  died ; 
D  going  to  her  own,  as  if  she  gain'd, 
e  mild  words  spake  with  looks  lo  heaven  bent. 

*  O  Cod  I    'Tu  thou  that  suff'resl  here,  not  we : 
^'Wroug  doth  but  like  itself  in  working  thus : 

il  II7  will.  Lord  I  revenge  thyself,  not  as." 
lAgvatnight  upward  bears  the  souls  in  breath: 
tf  of  horror  cir<:le  in  tbe  flame 

s  and  figures  Uke  to  that  of  DcAth, 
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But  ligbter-taogaed  and  nimbkr  winged  than  Fame: 

Some  to  the  church ;  some  to  the  people  flj : 

A  voice  dies  out;  **  revenge  and  fibcrtf. 

**  Princes,  take  heed ;  your  giory  is  yonr  care; 

"  And  power's  fbundatioDSy  strengthsy  not  vieeiy  are." 

Alaha$n.  What  change  is  this,  that  now  I  fed  wUUn? 
Is  it  disease  that  works  this  fidl  of  qnrits  ? 
Or  works  this  fidl  of  spirits  my  disease? 
Things  seem  not  as  they  did ;  horror  ^ypeara. 
What  Sin  embo^ed,  what  strange  sight  is  thia? 
Doth  sense  bring  back  but  what  within  me  is  ? 
Or  do  I  see  those  shapes  which  haunt  the  flame? 
What  summons  up  remorse  ?     Shall  conscienoe  rate 
Kings'  deeds,  to  make  them  less  than  their  estate? 
Ah  silly  ghost !  is't  you  that  swarm  about  ? 
Would*st  thou,  that  art  not  now,  a  father  be  ? 
These  body  laws  do  with  the  life  go  out. 
What  thoughts  be  these  that  do  my  entrails  tear  ? 
You  wand  nng  spirits  frame  in  me  your  hell ; 
I  feel  my  brother  and  my  sister  there. 
*  *  #  • 


Roua,  Wife  lo  Solyman  the  Turkiih  Ernperor,  prrtuadei  krr 
Itutiand.  tint  Mtutapha,  Hit  Son  ht/  ajhrnrr  Marriagr.  and 
Heir  lo  iii  (VoM«.  ireii  ha  li/e  :  that  iht  nmy  make  wati,  bt/ 
the  death  of  Miataphii,  for  the  atvanfemr^  of  Her  <iwn 
eiiUrrit,  Zangrr  and  Camena.  Camena  the  nrtuuai  Daughter 
if  Soua  defemU  the  Immrewe  of  Atialapha,  in  a  Cimferene^ 
■dUrA  ihe  hoUi  with  the  Emperor. 

»Came!(a.     Solyman. 
Cam.  Thejr  that  &nm  ]routh  do  suck  &t  fortune's 
birast. 
And  Durse  their  empty  heArts  with  seeking  highei, 
Ltkv  dropsy-fod,  their  thtrsl  doth  Devcr  rest ; 

t'  still,  by  getting,  they  beget  desire  : 
i  thoughts,  like  nood,  while  they  maintain  the  flame 
kigb  dMires,  grow  ashes  in  the  s&me. 
L  virtue !  those  that  can  behold  thy  beauties, 
lloM  that  suck,  from  their  youth,  thy  milk  of  goodness. 
Their  minds  grow  strong  against  the  storms  of  fortune. 
And  stand,  like  rocks  in  winter-gusts,  unshaken : 

t  with  the  blindness  of  desire  mistaken. 
■  virtiie  therefore  I  whose  thrall  I  think  fortune, 
who  despisest  not  the  sex  of  women, 
it  of  thestr  riddles  of  my  fortune. 
D  (methinks)  you  with  yourself  do  pOM  m 
I  EtteH  go  on :  sweet  virtue !  do  not  lose  me. 
W  nuithtr  and  my  husband  have  conspired, 
r  brother's  good,  the  nun  of  my  brother : 
t  hlher  by  my  mother  is  inspin-d, 
f  one  child  to  seek  ruin  of  another. 
It  to  help  bj  nature  am  nHjuireil, 
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While  I  do  help,  must  needs  still  hurt  a  brothel 

Wbilo  I  see  who  conspire,  1  seem  conspired 

Against  a  bueband,  father,  and  a  mother. 

Truth  bids  me  run,  by  truth  1  am  retired ; 

Shame  leads  me  both  the  one  way,  and  the  otlier. 

In  what  a  labyrinth  is  hanour  cast, 

Drawn  divers  ways  with  aei,  with  time,  with  slate, 

In  all  which,  error's  course  is  infinite, 

By  hope,  by  fear,  by  spite,  by  love,  and  hate; 

And  but  one  only  way  unto  the  right, 

A  thorny  way,  wh^e  paiu  must  be  the  g'uide. 

Danger  the  light,  offence  of  power  the  praise : 

Such  are  the  golden  hopca  of  iron  days. 

Yet  virtue,  1  am  thine,  for  thy  sake  grieved 

(Since  basest  thoughts,  for  their  ill-plac'd  desires, 

In  shame,  in  danger,  death,  and  torment,  glory) 

That  I  cannot  with  more  pains  write  thy  story. 

Chance,  therefore,  if  thou  scomest  those  that  scorn  ti 

Fame,  if  thou  hatest  those  that  force  thy  trumpet 

To  sound  aluud,  and  yet  despise  thy  sounding  ; 

Laws,  if  you  love  not  those  that  be  eiaraples 

Of  nature's  laws,  whence  you  are  fall'n  corraptcd ; 

Conspire  that  I,  ag;unst  you  all  conspired. 

Joined  with  tyrant  virtue,  as  you  call  her. 

That  I,  by  your  revenges  may  be  named, 

For  virtue,  to  be  ruin'd,  and  defamed. 

My  mother  oft  and  diversly  I  warned, 

What  fortunes  were  upon  such  courses  builded : 

That  fortune  still  must  be  with  ill  maintained. 

Which  at  the  first  with  any  ill  is  gained. 

I  Rosten*  waro'd,  that  man's  self-loving  thought 

Still  creepeth  to  the  rude-embracing  might 

Of  princes'  grace :  a  lease  of  glories  let, 
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"Whifli  shining  burns ;  breeds  serenes  when  tia  set. 
And,  hv  this  creature  of  my  mother's  making, 
Thi»  tncssen^r,  I  Mnatapha  have  wam'd, 
Hiat  innocence  is  not  enuugh  to  save, 
Wliere  good  and  (greatness,  fear  and  envv  have. 
Tilt  now,  in  reverence  I  have  forbom 
To  a*k,  or  to  presume  to  guess,  or  know 
My  father's  thoughts  ;  whereof  he  might  think  scorn ; 
For  drt^ful  is  that  power  that  all  may  do : 
Yet  ihi-y,  that  all  men  fear,  are  fearful  too. 
Lo  where  he  sits  t  ^'i^tue,  work  thou  in  me, 
That  what  thou  scekest  may  accoraplishd  be. 

Solym.  Ah  death  1  is  not  thyself  sufficient  anguish, 
Dul  thou  muM  borrow  fear,  thai  threatning  glass, 
\\~hich,  while  it  goodness  hides,  and  mischief  shows. 
Doth  lighten  wit  to  honor's  overthrows  ? 
But  hush  I  methinks  away  Camena  steals ; 
Muither,  belike,  m  mc  itself  reveals. 
Catnena !  whither  now  ?  why  haste  you  from  rae  ? 
Is  it  so  strange  a  thing  to  bo  a  father? 
Or  is  il  I  that  am  so  strange  a  bther? 

Cant.  My  lord,  methought,  nay,  sure  I  saw  you  busy  : 
child  presumes,  uncAll'd,  that  comes  unto  you. 

■Su/yftk  Who  may  presume  with  fathers,  but  their  own. 
Whom  nature's  law  hath  ever  in  protection, 
And  gilds  in  good  belief  of  dear  affection  ? 

Cam.  Nay,  reverence,Sir,so children's  worthdotli  hide. 
Ai  uf  the  fathers  it  is  least  esp/d. 

Solym.  I  think  'tis  true,  who  know  iheir  cliildren  least. 
Hare  greatest  reason  to  esteem  them  Ih-sL 

Cam,   How  Ml,  my  lord?  since  love  in  knowledge  lives, 
itrangen  therefore  no  man  gives. 

Solym.  The  life  we  gave  them  soon  they  do  forget, 
they  think  our  hvea  do  ihnr  fortunes  leL 
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Cini-  The  tenderness  of  life  it  is  so  freo, 
As  aaj  sign  of  death  we  hate  too  much ; 
And  unto  pareDts  sous,  per«hance,  &re  such. 
Yet  nature  meant  her  stron^^est  unity 
Twixt  sons  and  lolhers ;  making  parents  b 
Unto  the  sons,  of  th»r  humanity ; 
And  children  pledge  of  their  eternity. 
Fathers  should  love  this  image  in  their  sons. 

So!ytn.  But  streams  back  to  their  springs  do  nerer  ran. 

Cavt.  Pardon,  my  lord,  doubt  is  succession's  foe :      

Let  not  her  mists  poor  children  overtbrow. 
Though  streams  from  springs  do  seem  Xo  run  awav< 
Tis  nature  leads  them  to  their  mother  sea. 

Solym.  Doth  nature  teach  them,  in  ambition's 
To  seek  his  death,  by  whom  they  have  their  lifc  f 

Cam.  Things  easy,  to  desire  impossible  do  seem : 
Why  should  fear  make  impossible  seem  easy  ? 

Solyn,  Monsters  yet  be,  and  being  are  believed. 

Cam.  Incredible  hath  some  inordinate  progression  ;  J 
Blood,  doctrine,  age,  corrupting  liberty, 
Do  all  concur,  where  men  such  monstere  be. 
Pardon  me,  Sir,  if  duty  do  seem  angry  ; 
Affecdon  must  breathe  out  afflicted  breath, 
Where  imputation  hath  such  easy  faith. 

Solj^m.  Mustapha  is  he  that  bath  defii'd  his  n 
The  wrong  the  greater  foe  I  loved  him  best. 
He  hath  devised  that  all  at  once  should  die. 
RoRten,  and  Rossa,  Zanger,  thou,  and  I. 

Cam.  Fall  none  hut  an^b  suddenly  to  liell  ? 
Are  kind  and  order  grown  precipitate  F 
Did  ever  any  other  man  but  he 
In  instant  lose  the  use  of  doing  well  ? 
Sir,  these  be  mists  of  greatness.     Look  again  ! 

r  kings  thai,  in  their  fearful  icy  state. 


»W  their  childrpn  rb  their  winding-sheet, 
easily  doubt ;  and  what  they  doubt,  they  hate, 
Sofym.  Carolina  I  thy  sweet  j-ouih,  that  knows  n 
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uuiot  believe  thine  ciders,  when  they  say, 
That  (food  belief  is  great  estates'  decay. 
Lei  it  suffice,  that  I,  and  Rossn  too, 
Are  privy  what  your  brother  meaiu  to  do. 

Cam.  Sir,  pardon  me,  and  nobly,  ns  a  Father, 
What  I  shall  say,  and  say  of  huly  mother; 
Know  I  shall  say  it,  but  to  ri^ht  a  brother. 
Mt  mother  is  your  wife :  duty  in  her 
U  U>»e  :  she  loves :  which  not  well  govern'd,  bears 
The  evil  xngel  of  miagiTing  fears  ; 
Whose  many  eyes,  whiUt  but  itself  they  see. 
Still  makes  the  worst  of  possibilitv  ; 
Out  of  this  fear  she  Mustapha  a<v;iiseth  : 
■  ithita  this  fear,  perchance,  she  joins  the  love 
%ich  doth  in  motbcrs  for  their  children  move. 

ince,  when  ft'ar  hath  shew'd  her  yours  luii^t  fall, 
II  tove  she  sees  that  hers  muxt  ri^e  withall. 
Iti  frar  a  frailly  is,  and  may  have  grace, 
t  be  blamed  ; 
a  in  nature  hath  a  place ; 
tnd  misnamed ; 
a  simply  good  grow  evil  with  misplanag. 
augh  la«s  cat  off,  and  do  not  care  to  fashion, 
Rumanity  of  error  hath  cnm|)nssion. 
Ym  (iod  forbid,  that  cither  fear,  or  care, 
Should  ruin  those  that  true  and  fauUless  arc. 
^^      Solym,  Is  it  do  fault,  or  fault  I  may  forgive, 
^^^or  «ou  to  seek  (he  father  hhould  not  live  ? 
^V    Cam,  U  it  a  fault,  or  fault  for  you  to  know, 
^^Bly  mother  doubts  a  thing  that  is  not  so  ? 
^^I&CH  ngly  works  of  monstrous  parricide, 
^^Hirk  from  what  hearts  they  rise,  and  when  thev  bide  : 
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Violent,  despair'd,  whone  booor  broken  is; 

Fear  lord,  time  deatb :  wbere  bope  is  nusoj; 

Doubt  baving  stopt  all  bonest  wap  to  UiM ; 

And  custom  sbut  tbe  windows  up  of  sbame, 

Tbat  craft  may  take  upon  ber  wisdom's  name. 

Compare  now  Mustapba  witb  tbis  despair: 

Sweet  youtb,  sure  bopes,  bonor,  a  fiitber's  knre» 

No  in£unv  to  move,  or  banisb  fear, 

Houor  to  stay,  bazard  to  basten  fiite : 

Can  borrors  work  in  sucb  a  ciuld's  estate  ? 

Besides,  tbe  gods,  wbom  kings  sbould  imitatis 

Have  placed  you  bigb  to  rule,  not  overtbrow ; 

For  us  not  for  yourselves,  is  your  estate : 

Morcy  must  band  in  band  with  power  go. 

Your  soopire  should  not  strike  >*ith  arms  of  fear, 

Which  fill  horns  all  mon's  imbecility. 

And  iiiisi*hief  doth,  lost  it  should  mischief  bear. 

As  reason  deals  within  with  frailtv, 

Which  kills  not  (vissions  that  rebellious  are, 

But  adds,  subtracts,  keeps  down  ambitious  spirits/ 

Si>  must  jH>wer  form,  not  ruin  instruments : 

For  tlin>h  and  bUxxl,  the  means  'twixt  beav  n  and  bell, 

I'nto  extriMues  extremely  racked  be  ; 

Which  kings  in  art  of  government  should  see : 

Else  thev,  which  circle  in  themselves  ^ith  deatb, 

Poison  the  air  wherein  thev  draw  their  breath. 

Pardon,  my  lord,  pity  becomes  my  sex : 

Grace  with  delay  grows  weak,  and  fury  wise. 

Remember  Tlieseus'  wish,  and  Neptune's  haste, 

Kill'd  innocence,  and  loft  succession  waste. 

Soijfm,  If  what  were  best  for  them  that  do  offend, 
Laws  did  enquire,  the  answer  must  be  grace. 
If  mercy  be  so  large,  where's  justice*  place  ? 

^^m.  Wliere  love  despairs,  and  where  God*s  prcmiie 
ends. 
f  IM  the  highest  leadL  q£  mt^ 
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A  nfei;  unto  them  that  save  with  it : 
Bom  out  of  Ciodi  and  unto  hunuui  eyes, 
Like  God,  not  aecn,  till  flpslily  paaaion  dies. 

Suli/tn.  GoU  may  forgive,  whose  being,  nnd  whose 
hanos 
Arc  Sw  removed  from  reach  of  fleehly  arms : 
But  if  God  etguab  or  succctisors  hnd. 
Even  God  of  safe  revenges  would  be  glad. 

Cam,  While  he  is  yet  alive,  he  may  Iw  slain  ; 
But  from  the  deiui  no  flesh  comes  back  again. 

>Solifin.  Uliile  he  remains  alive,  1  live  in  fear. 
Cam.  Though  he  were  dead,  that  doubt  still  living 
Solipn.  None  hath  the  power  to  end  what  he  begun. 
Cam,  The  same  occasion  follows  every  son. 
Solym.  Their  grratnoss,  or  iheir  worth,  is  not  so  much. 
Cam.   And  shall  the  best  be  slain  for  being  such  ? 
Sotym.  Thy  mother,  nr  thy  brother,  are  amiss; 
I  am  betray'd,  and  one  of  them  it  is. 

Cam.  My  mother  if  shi-  errs,  errs  rirtuously; 
And  let  her  err,  ere  Miistapha  should  die. 
Solgm.  Kings  for  their  safety  must  not  blame  i 
Com.  Nor  for  surmise  sacriflco  the  just. 
Sotntpt.  Well,  dear  Camena,  keep  this  secretly ; 
I  will  lie  well  advined  before  he  die. 


Heh  a  Pnett  aeijmmlt  MtaUjiha  mlh  the  mrmlionj  of  lti» 
Father  lowatdi  him,  aid  rouHtrU  kivi  to  irrk  hit  ijfety  ■■ 
tile  Vntruclwn  of  Rotia  and  her  faclam.  Mutt/^iSa 
Ttfutn  In  Mir  kit  L^r  <t(  thr  Etpnlt  of  the  PutUc  Peart ! 
andbtiitg  $enlJorlyhu  Fothrr,  <Aegt  the  Mandatr  to  kit 
^^  DtHnction. 

^K  print.  Thy  father  purpowth  thy  dee^ 
^V  M-jU.  What  have  I  lo  my  fnther  done  amiis? 
^H  Priest.  Thai  wicked  ItoNsa  thy  stcp-molber  is. 
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Mutt.  Wberetn  have  I  of  Rosu  illnletenred  ? 

Prieit.  Id  that  the  empire  is  for  ibee  reserved. 

Mutt.  Is  it  a  bult  to  be  my  father's  son  ? 
Ah  foul  ambition  I  which  lilie  water  floods 
Not  channel-bound  dost  neighbours  orer-run. 
And  growest  nothing  when  thy  rage  ia  dose. 
Must  Rossa's  heirs  out  of  my  ashes  riae  P 
Yet,  Zanger,  I  acquit  thee  of  my  blood ; 
For  I  believe,  thy  heart  hath  no  impression 
To  ruin  Mustapha  for  his  succession. 
But  tell  what  colors  they  against  me  use, 
And  how  m;  father's  love  they  first  did  womid  ? 

Priett.  Of  treason  towards  him  they  thee  accuse  : 
Thy  fame  and  greatness  gives  their  malice  ground, 

Mutt.  Good  world,  where  it  is  danger  to  be  good ! 
Yet  grudge  I  not  power  of  myself  to  power  : 
This  baseness  only  in  mankind  I  blame, 
That  indignation  should  give  laws  to  fame- 
Shew  me  the  truth. To  what  rules  am  I  botmd  ? 


r  may  aelfnest,  to  i 


t  rpolui! 


Which  guldeD  titles  to  rebellions  are  f 
H(M,  even  you  have  told  roe,  wealth  was  given 
e  wicked,  to  corrupt  themselves  and  others ; 
18  and  health  to  make  ilesh  proud  and  cm 
n  the  good,  sickness  mawe  down  desire, 
Uh  glorifies,  misfortune  humbles. 

e  therefore  life  is  but  the  throne  of  woe, 

bich  iicknoa,  pain,  desire,  and  fear  inherit, 

T  most  worth  to  men  of  weakest  spirit ; 

',  lo  languish  in  this  brittle  jail, 

St«k.  Iiy  ill  deeds,  to  shun  ill  destiny ; 

And  80,  for  toys,  lose  immortality? 

Print.  Fatal  necessity  is  never  known 
^til  it  Htrikc :  and  till  that  blow  be  come. 

s  by  false  visions  overthrown. 
I  MumI.  BlaephemouB  love  I  safe  conduct  of  the  ill  I 
it  power  hath  given  man's  wickodtiess  such  skill  ? 
[  Priaft'  Ah   servile    men  I    bow  arv  your  thougfab< 
bewitch  M 
b  hopes  aD<l  iean,  tile  price  of  your  subjection 
kit  neither  sense  nor  time  can  make  you  see, 
t  of  power  will  leave  yon  nothing  free  I 
\  Mutl.  la  it  in  us  lo  rule  a  Sultan's  will  ? 
I  Priett.  We  iDade  them  first  for  good,  and  not  for  ill. 
1  M*iMt.  Our  Gods  they  are,  their  (iod  remains  above. 
•  think  a^caitwl  anointed  power  is  death. 
I  Prial.  To  worship  tyrants  is  no  work  of  fcith. 
i  Mtut.  Tis  rage  of  folly  tliat  contends  with  fate. 
^PrwU  Yet  haiard  something  to  prcserrt-  the  state. 
lUlion  wounds  wliat  sboulil  preserved  bp. 
d  wound  power's  humors,  keeps  their  honors 
LfrM. 

»  Admit  this  true  :  what  sacrifice  prevails? 
.  Force  tbo  petition  is  that  never  fails. 
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Mutt  Where  then  U  nature's  place  fer  famoooioe  ? 

Prieit.  Prosperity,  that  never  makes  ofieoce. 

Mvwt.  Hath  destiny  no  wheels  but  mere  occaaion  ? 

Priett.  Could  esst  upon  the  west  else  make  invaaum? 

Mutt.  Contusion  follows  where  obedience  leaves. 

Prieit.  The  tyrant  only  that  event  deceives. 

Malt,  And  ore  the  ways  of  truth  and  honor  auch  ? 

Priest,  Weakness  doth  ever  think  it  owes  too  much. 

Mast.  Hath  fame  her  glorious  colors  out  of  fear  ? 

PrUat.  What  is  the  world  to  him  that  is  not  there  ? 

Matt.  Tempt  me  no  more.    Good-will  is  then  a  pain. 
When  her  words  beat  the  heart  and  cannot  enter. 
I  constant  in  my  counsel  do  remain, 
And  more  lives  for  my  own  life  will  not  venture. 
My  fellows,  rest :  our  Alcoran  doth  bind. 
That  I  alone  should  first  my  father  find. 

A  Messenger  eaters. 
Messenger,  Sir,  by  our  lords  commandment,  here  1 


EavT  took  hold  of  worth  :  doubt  did  mist^onstnie ; 
Renown  «u  made  a  lie,  and  yt-l  a  terror : 
Nothing  could  calm  his  rag-p,  or  move  compassion : 
MusUpha  must  die.     To  which  pud  fetch'd  he  was. 
Laden  with  hopes  und  promises  of  favor. 
So  vile  a  thintr  is  craft  in  evrry  heart, 
A<t  it  makes  power  itself  desc«'i)d  to  art. 
\\niile  Mustapha,  that  neither  hojwd  nor  feared, 
Swing  llie  stonns  of  rage  and  danger  coming, 
^'et  cxmci  and  came  accompHnied  with  power. 
But  neiiher  power,  which  wsuranted  bis  safety, 
Kor  iiafety,  that  makes  Tiolence  a  justice, 
Could  hold  him  from  obediencp  to  this  throne : 
A  gulph,  which  hath  dn-oured  imrny  a  one. 

Zang-   A\as  !  could  neither  truth  appease  his  fury. 
Nor  his  unlook'd  humility  of  coining, 
Nor  any  secret- witnessing  remorses? 
Can  nature  from  herself  make  such  divorces? 
Tell  on,  that  all  the  world  may  rue  and  wonder. 
Aehm.  There  is  a  place  environed  with  trees. 
Upon  whose  shadow'd  centre  there  is  pitchM 
A  l*rge  embroider  d  sumptuous  pavilion  ; 
The  statrly  throne  of  tjTanuy  and  murder: 
Wht-re  mighty  men  are  slain,  before  ihey  know 
That  they  to  other  than  to  honor  go. 
^tllftapha  no  sooner  to  the  port  did  come. 
Hut  thitlirr  he  is  si'iit  for  and  con<luc^tt^d 
By  sii  "lave  eunuchs,  either  taught  to  color 
Mischief  with  reverence,  or  forced,  by  naturet 
To  rvverenee  true  virtue  in  misfortune. 
^^Wliile  Mustapha,  whose  heart  was  now  resolved, 
^Bbt  fmnug  di»lb.  which  he  might  have  prmcntfid ; 
^Hkr  craving  hfe,  which  be  might  well  have  gottim, 
^^■be  would  other  duties  have  forgotten : 
^^nt  glad  to  *p«ik  his  last  thoughts  to  hia  father. 
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Desired  the  eunuchs  to  entreat  it  for  him. 

They  did ;  vrept  they,  and  kneeled  to  hia  &ther. 

But  bloody  rage  that  glories  to  be  cruel. 

And  jealousy  that  fears  she  is  not  feufli], 

Made  Solyraan  refuse  to  hear,  or  pity. 

He  bids  them  haste  their  charge :  and  bloody-eyed 

Beholds  his  son,  while  he  obej-ing  died. 

Zang.  How  did  that  doing  heart  endure  to  suffer? 
Tell  on. 

Quicken  my  powers,  faardcn'd  and  dull  to  good, 
Which,  ypt  unmoved,  hear  tell  of  brother's  blood. 

Achm.  While  these  six  eunuchs  to  this  charge  appointed 
(Whose  hearts  bad  never  used  their  hands  to  pity, 
Whose  hands,  now  only,  trembled  to  do  murder) 
With  reverence  and  tear  stood  still  amazed  ; 
Loth  to  cut  off  such  worth,  afraid  to  save  it ; 
Mustapha,  with  thoughts  resolved  and  united. 
Bids  them  fulfil  their  charge  and  look  no  further. 
Their  hearts  afraid  to  let  their  hands  be  doing. 
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Rotten  /teirrihrt  to  Achmal  the  papular  Furti  which  faUotcrd 
wprm  the  Eiemlion  of  Miutapha. 

ROSTEN.       ACHUAT. 

Rai.  When  Musiapha  was  bj  the  eunuchs  atrsngled. 
Forthwith  his  camp  grew  doubtful  of  hb  iib»eiiC8 : 
The  guard  of  .Sol>-niBn  himself  did  inunnuT: 
People  begBD  to  search  their  prince's  counaeU : 
Fury  gave  laws :  the  laws  of  duly  vaoisht : 
Kind  fear  of  him  they  lov'd  self-fear  had  banisht. 
The  heaiilong  spirits  were  the  heads  that  guided ; 
He  that  most  disobeyed,  was  most  obeyed. 
Fury  HO  suddenly  became  united, 
As  while  her  forces  nourished  confiisioa, 
ConJiisioB  seem'd  with  discipline  delighted. 
Towards  Solyman  they  run  :  and  as  the  waters. 
That  meet  with  banks  of  snow,  makes  snow  grow  walcr  : 
>^o,  even  those  guards,  that  stood  to  interrupt  them, 
liive  easy  passage,  and  pass  on  amongst  them. 
Soljman,  who  saw  this  storm  of  mischief  coming. 
Thinks  absence  his  best  argument  unto  them: 
K^tires  himself,  and  sends  me  to  demand, 
ViTiai  ihey  demanded,  or  what  meant  their  coming? 
I  ipeik  :  they  cry'd  for  Mustapha  and  Achmat. 
.Some  hid  away ;  some  kill ;  some  bstc  ;  some  hearken. 
lliuM'  that  cried  save,  were  those  that  sought  to  lull  me. 
>\*ho  cried  hark,  were  those  that  tirft  brake  silence : 
They  hehl  that  bade  me  go.     Humility  was  guilty ; 
Words  were  reproach ;  silence  in  me  was  scornful ; 
Tbej  answer'd  ere  they  ask'd;  assured,  and  doubted. 
I  fled ;  their  fury  follow'd  to  destroy  me  ; 
Fury  made  haste;  haste  mnltiplied  their  fut^i 
Each  would  do  all;  none  would  give  place  to  other, 
llie  hindromt  stnke  :  and  while  the  foremost  lifted 
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Th^  arms  to  strike,  each  weapon  binder'd  other : 
Their  runtimg  let  their  strokes,  strokes  let  their  running. 
Desire,  mortal  enemy  to  desire, 
Made  tliem  that  sought  my  life,  give  life  unto  me. 

[Theie  two  Tngedies  of  Lord  Brooke  might  with  more  propiietr 
hxrt  been  tenaed  political  tre&CiBei,  than  pUyi.  Their  tntkoi 
hu  itruigely  conttiTed  to  make  paisiDo,  character  and  intcren, 
of  the  bigbeat  order  sabiervient  to  the  exprCHion  of  itate  dofmai 
and  mf  atetie*.  He  ii  nine  parta  Hochiavel  and  Tacitna,  for  oae 
part  Sophoclei  or  Seneca.  InthiB»riter'ieitiiiuit«orthchciiltiet 
of  hi>  own  mind,  the  anderttandiag  muit  have  held  a  moat  tjnn- 
nical  pre-eminence.  Whether  we  look  into  bii  plaja,  or  hii 
moat  paaaionate  love-poema,  we  ehall  find  all  froien  and  mad* 
rigid  with  intellect.  The  tineat  movemeats  of  the  homan  heart, 
the  utmost  graDdeor  of  which  the  Bool  ia  capable,  are  euentiallj 
compriied  io  the  actiona  and  speeehei  of  CKlica  and  Camena. 
Shakspeare,  who  leemi  to  have  bad  ■  pecnliar  delight  in  contem- 
platiDg  womanl;  perfectiou,  whom  for  hi*  many  aweet  image*  of 
female  eicelleDce  all  women  are  in  an  especial  manner  bound  to 
hive,  haa  not  raised  the  ideal  of  the  female  character  higher  than 
Lord  Brooke  in  these  ti 
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CASE  IS  ALTERED  :  A  COMEDY.    BY  BEN.  J0N80.V. 
The  prrtent  Hviaaur  lo  be Jiilloieed. 

rSELIA,  PrtfZNIXELLA,  Sinter). ■   their  Mother  being 

lately  dead. 

Aar.  liuom  for  a  case  of  matrons,  color'd  black  : 
How  niolht-Tly  mj  motber's  dealh  halh  made  lu  1 
1  would  1  had  8ome  girU  now  to  bring  up ; 
O  I  could  make  a  weoch  bo  virtuous, 
She  should  say  grace  to  every  bit  of  meat. 
And  gap«  no  wider  tbon  a  wafer's  thickness, 

tvA  she  ahould  make  French  court'sies  so  most  low 
■t  every  touch  should  turn  her  over  backward. 
Phent,  Sinter,  these  words  become  not  your  attire, 
IT  your  pBtBte ;  our  virtuotia  mother's  death 
Should  print  more  deep  effects  of  sorrow  in  us. 
Than  may  be  worn  out  in  bo  little  time. 

Aur.  Sister,  i'fnith  you  take  too  much  tobacco, 
It  makes  you  block  within  tu  you're  without. 
What.  Irue-etilch  sister,  both  your  sides  alike ! 
Be  of  a  slighter  work ;  for,  of  my  word, 
^^Sou  shall  \ie  sold  as  dear,  or  mther  dearer. 
^^RD  you  be  bomid  to  customs  and  to  rites, 
HKcd  profitable  tears,  weep  for  advantage : 
^'Dr  else  do  all  thing*  as  you  arc  incUned  ? 

Eat  wlien  your  stomach  serves,  saith  the  physician. 
Not  at  eleven  and  sii.     So,  if  your  humour 
«  now  affected  with  this  heaviness, 

«  it  the  reins,  and  upare  not ;  as  1  do 
■  thin  my  pleasurable  appetite. 
-        ■     ■      ,ja  aiier  that, 

k  judgment,  that  ia  ^v'a  hy  nature. 
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I  wept  (you  B&w)  too,  when  my  motlKT  died ; 

For  tiien  I  found  it  easier  to  do  ao, 

And  fitter  with  my  mode,  than  not  to  weep : 

But  now  'tis  otherwise.     Another  time 

Perhaps  I  shftll  have  such  deep  thoughts  of  her, 

That  I  shall  weep  afresh  some  twelvemonth  hence; 

And  I  will  weep,  if  I  be  so  disposed ; 

And  put  on  black  as  grimly  then  as  now. — 

Let  the  mind  go  still  with  the  body's  stature ; 

Judgment  is  fit  for  judges ;  give  me  nature. 

Preiadiinent  of  T^eadieri^,  vanitMng  at  the  light  if  lie  jiermK 

lutpeded. 

Lord  Paulo  Farheze.    {Speaking  to  hinmlf  ef 

Angelo.) 

My  thoughts  cannot  propose  a  reason 

Why  I  should  fear  or  faint  thus  in  my  hopes 

Of  one  so  much  endeared  to  raj  love :  ( 

Some  spark  it  is,  kindled  within  the  soul. 

Whose  light  yet  breaks  not  to  the  outward  sense, 


h 
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fH  give  it  vcDt,  it  shall  have  shift  enough  ; 

And  if  the  devil,  tlial  envies  all  goodness, 

Hav«  told  them  of  my  gol<i,  uid  where  I  kept  it, 

111  set  bi»  burning  nose  once  more  a  work 

To  smell  where  1  removed  it.     Here  it  is ; 

I'll  hide  and  cover  it  with  this  horse-dung. 

Wliu  will  suppose  that  such  a  precious  nest 

Is  crown 'd  with  such  a  duughill  excrement  ? 

In,  my  duir  life,  deep  sweetly,  my  dear  child. 

Scarcp  bwfully  bcgoltcn,  but  yet  gotten. 

And  that's  enough.     Hot  all  hands  that  cumc  near  ih 

Eircpt  mine  own.     Bum  out  dt  eyes  that  see  thee, 

Except  mine  own.      All  thoughts  of  thee  be  poison 

To  their  enamour'd  hearts,  eiecpl  mine  own. 

Ill  take  DO  leave,  sweet  prince,  great  emperor. 

But  aw  thee  every  minute :  king  of  kiligit, 

111  not  be  rude  to  thee,  and  turn  my  back 

In  going  from  thee,  but  go  backward  out, 

With  my  face  toward  thee,  with  humble  c 


[The  puilon  for  weillh  hu  worn  odI  mach  of  iu  groMBeii  bj 
liut  of  time  Our  ancntan  certainl;  conceitril  of  mnncjt  u 
■bhlo  cooler  ■dUtiDcIgrttificaliuD  in  itHlf,  not  alone  cotuiilcred 
aunply  a*  a  >Toibul  of  wealth.  Tlie  old  poeti,  when  ihcj  intnHlucc 
•  uiKr.  miMlaiitly  make  biro  iddreis  hia  {(old  as  his  niMlrrM ; 
a*  winelhinK  (u  br  wvn.  fell,  and  hiu^gril ;  ai  rapalilf  of  ntiaffing 
two  ol  ihe  Knwi  al  leaM.  The  lUlisliliiCiuD  of  a  thin  uuMtia. 
(|nim  mRliunt  (or  the  (uod  old  tangible  gold,  hai  made  aiarice 
ifiaU  a  Platiinu;  alTrction  in  campuitoo  with  the  Mting,  toarhin;, 
ud  bandlinit  pleaiurea  of  the  old  Chrytaphiiitei.  A  bank-nutv 
can  BO  more  falitfy  the  tooch  of  a  (roe  untaaligl  in  ihia  paatiua. 

tkan  Crvoa*  could  return  her  haiband' a  embrace  in  the  ihadet. 

8m  the  f'.trt  of  HammoD  in  Sprmer  :  Barabu'i  coDtemplalion 
of  hia  WMltli,  in  the  Jew  of  MalU  ;  Lake's  raplurci  in  (he  Cilj 
Mwkro.  IU.  Above  all  hew  Guiman,  io  ihil  eioellenl  old  Spanish 
Novel,  The  Kogiie,  cipiliale  on  the  "  ruddf  cheek*  of  juor 
~    ""  yoor  Spaniab  Piaioleti,  jour  plump  and  hdl- 

I   and  jour  citar-skitiu'd   piccci   of  eight   ut 


i 
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Cutili,"  which  hs  and  hli  fcllowi  the  btfgm  kept  neiet  to 
thenuelra,  and  did  "  piiTitelj  enjoy  in  a  plealifiil  manoet " 
"  For  to  have  them,  for  to  pay  them  amj,  ia  net  to  eOjo j  then ) 
to  enjOT  them  ii  to  have  them  lying  by  ni,  having  no  other  need 
of  them  than  (o  nae  them  for  the  clearing  of  die  eyeol^t,  aod 
the  comforting  of  our  KDsa.  Ilieae  we  did  carry  abont  with  wt, 
tewing  them  in  tome  patches  of  our  doabkta  near  onto  the  hew^ 
and  a«  clow  to  the  >kin  ai  we  coald  haodtomely  qnilt  tltem  !>, 
holding  them  to  be  restorative,"} 


Ovid  bewiait  hit  hard  condition  in  being  baniih^  from  Cbwf 
and  the  Society  of  the  Princeu  Julia, 
Ovid, 
BaniBh'd  the  court?  let  me  be  baDish'd  life, 
Since  the  chief  end  of  life  ia  there  concluded. 
Within  the  court  is  all  the  kingdom  bounded ; 
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"And  my  dear  Julia  Ui"  fibstracl  of  the  court. 
Mfthinit&r  DOW  1  coiDp  Dpar  lipr,  I  respire 
StRiu*  air  uf  tliat  lute  oonifbrt  I  receiv*!! : 
i  while  the  erening,  with  her  modest  veil, 
s  leave  to  such  poor  shadows  aa  myself 
■  slval  ftbroadi  Ii  like  a  heartless  g-host, 
~tbout  the  living  body  of  my  loce, 
]  here  vcalki  and  attend  licr.     For  1  knov 
A  far  from  hence  she  is  imprisoned, 
i  hopes  of  her  strict  gruardian  to  bribe 
D  much  admittance,  ai  to  gjieak  lo  me, 
d  cbccc  my  fainting  sjiirits  with  her  brcaUi. 

Julia  apjiton  above  at  her  Chatnber-ieindow. 
Jul.   Ovid  !  my  love  I 
Otid.  Here,  heav'nly  Julia. 

JmL  Here  I  and  not  here  I  O  how  that  word  doth  pl.iy 
'hli  botli  our  fortunes,  iliffering,  like  uursekcs ; 
w,  nnd  yet  divided,  as  opposed  ; 
thou  low  I  O  this  our  plight  nf  place 
ibly  presents  the  two  lets  of  our  love, 
LucaJ  and  ceremonial  height  and  lowncsi ; 
Riilli  ways,  1  am  too  high,  and  thou  too  low. 

minds  are  even,  yet :  U  why  should  our  bodiM, 
;  are  their  »lavut,  be  bo  without  their  rule  ? 
taal  mywif  dawQ  to  tllen  :  if  1  die, 
ever  live  with  thee :  no  height  of  birth, 
placp,  of  duty,  or  of  cruel  power, 
II  keep  me  from  thee :  should  my  father  lork 
body  up  within  a  tomb  of  brass, 
Fm  I'll  be  with  thee.     If  the  furms.  I  hold 

Mul,  he  made  one  lubiitaDCi'  with  it ; 
uiul  iiimiortAl ;  and  tlit^  uunc  'tii  now  ; 

cannot  raie  the  eRocta  she  now  rctainMb : 
tlien  uuy  abfl  be  iay  where  she  vilL 


Utvd 

m       JmL 

^^Doubly 
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The  souls  of  parents  rule  not  children's  louli ; 
When  death  sets  both  in  their  dissolT'd  estates, 
Then  is  no  child  nor  bther :  then  eternity 
Frees  all  from  any  temporal  respect. 
I  come,  mj  Ovid,  take  me  in  thine  arms ; 
And  let  me  breathe  my  soul  into  thy  breast. 

Ovut.  O  atay,  my  love ;  the  hopes  thou  dost  concdre 
Of  thy  qmck  death,  and  of  thy  future  life, 
Are  not  authentical.     Thou  chusest  death. 
So  thou  might'st  joy  thy  love  in  th'  other  hfe. 
But  know,  my  princely  love,  when  thou  art  deadi. 
Thou  only  must  survive  in  perfect  soul ; 
And  in  the  soul  are  no  affections : 
We  pour  out  our  affections  with  our  blood ; 
And  with  our  blood's  affections  fade  our  loves. 
No  life  hath  love  in  such  sweet  state  as  this  ; 
No  essence  is  so  dear  to  moody  sense, 
As  flesh  and  blood,  whose  quintessence  is  sense. 
Beauty,  compos'd  of  blood  and  flesh,  moves  more. 
And  is  more  plausible  to  blood  and  flesh, 
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^  fiiM.  or  nothing  ;  and  thus  \ovt-. 
Ami  ttvery  worldly  fancy,  is  transpoa'd 
Hv  worldly  tyriuiny  to  wliat  plight  it  list. 
(),  fnthrr,  since  thou  gav'st  me  not  my  mind, 
NtritG  not  to  rule  it :  take  but  what  thou  gav'et 
To  thy  disposorc :  thy  affections 
Kultr  Dot  in  me  1  I  must  bear  all  my  grieb  ; 
L«t  me  use  all  my  pleasures :  Virtuous  love 
Wan  nevor  scandal  to  a  goddess'  state. 
Hut  he's  inflexible !  and,  my  dear  lore. 
Thy  life  may  chance  be  shoricn'd  by  the  length 
Of  my  unwilling  speeches  to  depart. 
Farewell,  aweei  life  :  though  thou  be  yet  eiil'd 
Th"  officious  court,  enjoy  me  amply  still ; 
My  soul,  in  thli  my  br«ith,  enters  thine  cars; 
And  on  this  turret's  floor  will  I  he  dead, 
Till  we  may  meet  again.     In  this  proud  height, 
[  knnd  beneath  thee  in  my  prostrate  love. 
And  kiss  the  happy  sands  that  kiss  thy  feet. 
^    tirrfll  Jove  submits  a  sceptre  to  a  cell  ; 

d  lovers,  ere  they  part,  will  meet  in  hell. 
I  Orid.  Farewell  all  company,  and,  if  I  could, 
II  light,  with  thee  :  bell's  shade  should  hide  my  brows. 
D  thy  dear  beauty's  beams  redcem'd  my  vows. 
I  Jul.  Oi'id,  my  love  :  alas  I  may  we  not  stay 
\  Ottle  longer,  tbink'st  thou,  undisceni'd  '( 
,   Orid.  Fur  thine  own  good,  fair  goddess,  do  not  stay- 
o  would  engage  a  firnuunent  of  Grei, 
n  thee,  for  tne,  S  falling  star  ? 
f,  sweet  life-blood  :  if  1  should  discern 
Ehys»ir  Iml  touch 'd  for  my  sake,  I  should  die. 
f  jiii  I  will  begune  ihun  ;  and  not  kcaT'n  itaolf 
e  back. 
Oeid.  Yft,  Julio,  if  thou  wilt, 
K  tiule  loogcr  sUy. 


1^ 


t2 
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Jul.  I  atn  content. 

Onid.  O  miglity  Orid  1  what  the  sway  of  hesv'n 
Could  not  retire,  my  breath  hath  turded  back. 

Jul.  Who  shall  go  first,  my  lore  ?  my  paationate  vjn 
Will  not  endure  to  sec  thee  turn  from  me. 

Ovid.  If  thou  go  first,  my  soul  will  follow  thee> 

Jul.  Then  we  must  atay. 

Ovid.  Ay  me,  there  is  no  stay 
In  amorous  pleasures.     It'  both  stay,  both  die. 
I  hear  thy  father.     Hence,  my  deity. 

(Julia  goet  in.) 
Fear  forgeth  sounds  in  my  deluded  ears ; 
I  did  not  hear  him :  I  am  mad  with  lore. 
There  is  no  spirit,  under  heav'n,  that  works 
With  such  illusion :  yet,  such  witchcraft  kill  me. 
Ere  a  sound  mind,  without  it,  save  my  life. 
Here  on  my  knees  I  worship  the  blest  place. 
That  held  my  goddess ;  and  the  loving  air, 
That  cloa'd  her  body  in  his  silken  arms. 
Vun  Ovid  I   kneel  not  to  the  place 


Vtonhj  Cornelhu  Callus  and  TibiiUas  *. 
Vou  both  Bw  gvntlornan  j  you  Cornelius, 
A  MidJcr  of  reaowu,  and  tlic  fint  provost 
That  ever  k-i  our  Itonum  Eogla  Hy 
On  swarthy  Hgypt.  quarried  with  hpr  opoils. 
Vfl  (not  to  bear  rold  fomu,  nor  men's  out-tcrms, 
Without  tht>  itinard  fires,  and  lives  of  mi-n) 
Yuu  both  bavr  virturs,  sluDing  through  your  $lia|Ji-s  ; 
Tu  shew,  your  tjtlvs  arr  not  writ  on  poits, 
<>r  hollow  *tntur4  ;  which  the  brut  men  are, 
Without  ProDWtlii'an  stuffings  reach*d  From  hMVen. 
Swwt  I'ofsy's  sirred  garland*  crown  your  gentry : 
Which  i«,  of  oil  the  faculties  on  carlh. 
The  mo^t  abnrttet,  and  perfect,  if  she  be 
Tnio  bom,  sad  mirst  with  nil  the  euiraces. 
She  nui  lo  mould  Ilntnc,  and  htr  monuments, 
Within  the  liquid  marble  of  her  linm, 
Tliat  thi-y  ilinll  »tainl  fresh  Jiud  miraculous,       >  it 
Kvcn  whtm  thoy  mix  «ith  innovating  dust :      , ; 
III  her  *we«t  ftreamn  shnll  our  bmv?  Itnmiin  gpiriti 
(.'hose,  and  awim  uftor  di'nth,  with  their  cfaoieo  deeds 
Shining  on  thpir  white  shouldt-rs  ;  and  thertUD, 
Khali  Tylnr,  and  nur  Gtmous  rivers,  foil 
h  (och  attraction,  that  th'  ambitious  line 
Vth«  round  world  shall  to  her  centre  shrink, 
X  iheir  muuc.     And  for  these  high  parts, 
rov»rrnce  the  Pierian  arts. 
t  nMJesty's  high  priiee  to  poesy 
punsi  all  the  dull  detrw-tiuUB 
a  Muls ;  who  for  the  vain  assumiugs 
?,  quite  worthli-sn  of  her  sovireigti  wr«lh». 
mtUQ  hor  Worthiest  prophetit  in  contempt. 


Bj*  TWj  W  oftmJcd  ilii  Uuipmi  bj  coDCadiiit  VhcVni->(  tlitAtiA 


Gal.  Happy  ts  Rome  of  &11  earth's  athar  tMes, 
To  have  so  true  and  great  a  preiident, 
For  her  inferior  apirita  to  imitate, 
Ab  Cnsar  is ;  who  addeth  to  the  sun 
Influence  and  lustre,  in  increasing  thus 
His  inspirations,  kindling  fire  in  us. 

Hor.  Phcebus  himself  shall  kneel  at  Cnur's  shrine 
And  deck  it  with  bay-garlands  dew'd  with  vinei 
To  quit  the  worship  Ctesar  does  to  him ; 
Where  other  princes,  hoisted  to  their  thrones 
By  Fortune's  passionate  and  diaorder'd  power. 
Sit  in  their  height  like  clouds  before  the  aun, 
Hind'ring  his  comforts  ;  and  (by  their  excess 
Of  cold  in  virtue,  and  cross  heat  in  vice) 
Thunder  and  tempest  on  those  learned  heads, 
Whom  Cesar  with  such  honour  doth  advance. 

Tib.  All  human  business  Fortune  doth  command 
Without  all  order ;  and  with  her  blind  hand. 
She,  blind,  bestows  blind  gifts :  that  still  have  nnist, 
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Now  he  is  conip  out  of  Campania, 
I  doubt  Dot  he  hatli  finuli'd  Albhis  .^neids ; 
Wbich,  like  anotUiJr  soul,  I  long  t'  vnjoj', 
\Miai  think  tou  three  of  Virgil,  gentlemen, 
(That  arc  of  his  proiesxian  though  rank'd  liigher) 
Or.  linnurc,  what  Boyst  thou,  that  art  the  poorest. 
And  hkelirst  to  «UTy  or  to  detract? 

H<^r,  Cssar  speaks  after  cununon  men  in  this, 
To  make  a  diflcrMiM  of  me  for  my  pooracss ; 
Ai  if  the  filth  uf  poverty  sunk  as  deep 
Into  a  knowing  spirit,  as  the  bane 
Of  riches  doth  into  an  ignorant  souL 
No,  C»5ar ;  lliej  be  pathless  moorish  minds, 
Tliat  being  oacc  made  rotten  with  the  dung 
Of  (Umne'l  riches,  ever  after  sink 
lleneath  the  steps  of  any  vilhiiny. 
Uut  knowledge  is  the  nectar,  that  keeps  swee' 
A  perfect  soul,  oven  in  ihU  grave  of  sin ; 
And  br  ray  soul,  it  is  as  free  as  Cwsor's  ; 
For  what  I  know  is  due  I'll  give  to  alK 
_IIe  that  detracts,  or  envies  virtuous  merit, 
b  Itill  the  covetous  and  the  ignorant  spirit. 
C<M.  Thanks,  Horace,  for  thy  free  &ud  wholeiome 
sharpness; 
h  plraseth  Cceaar  more  than  servile  fawns. 
L  flaiter'd  prince  soon  turns  the  prince  of  fools. 
i  for  thy  sake,  we'll  put  no  difference  more 
nreen  the  great  and  good  for  being  poor, 
jr  iheo.  loved  Horace,  thy  Irut  thought  of  \'irgil- 
I  ffar.  1  judge  him  of  a  reettQed  spirit, 
ny  revolutions  of  discourse, 
a  bb  bright  nmson'*  inHurncr)  rvfim-d 
n  all  the  tarlarons  moo<U  of  common  mcit ; 
iiing  tlie  naturf  and  rimJlilude 
t »  right  hoiretth' Inxiy :  moat  severe 
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In  fashion  and  collection  of  himself : 
And  then  as  clear  and  confident  ai  Jove. 

Gal.  And  yet  so  chaste  and  tender  ia  his  ear. 
In  sufiering  any  syllable  to  pass. 
That  he  thinks  may  become  the  honour'd  name 
Of  issue  to  bis  so  examined  self; 
That  all  the  lasting  fruits  of  his  full  merit 
In  his  own  poems,  he  doth  still  distaste; 
As  if  his  mind's  piece,  which  he  strove  to  paint, 
Could  not  with  fleshly  pencils  have  her  right. 

Tib.  But  to  approve  his  works  of  soverdgn  worth. 
This  observation  (racthinks)  more  than  serves  ; 
And  is  not  vulgar.     That  which  he  hath  writ. 
Is  with  such  judgment  labour'd,  and  distUl'd 
llirough  all  the  needful  uses  of  our  Uvcs, 
That  could  a  man  remember  but  his  lines, 
He  should  not  touch  at  any  serious  point, 
But  he  mi^ht  breathe  his  spirit  out  of  him. 

Ciss.  You  mean  he  might  repeat  part  of  his  works. 


And  mntnnl  Iovpb  of  all  your  uevcral  merits 
Argueti  a  truth  of  mtirit  in  you  all. 

VlKCilL  fnfert. 
tmea  \1r^\ :  vc  viill  rise  and  trreet  trim : 
a  CxaoT,  ^'irgil,     Ca?sar  and  Virgil 
U  differ  but  in  sound  ;  tn  Cmwr,  Virgil 
f  his  expressed  greatness)  shall  be  made 
^second  sir-name ;  and  to  Virgil,  Caesar. 

e  arc  thy  famous  ^'Eneids  ?  do  ns  grace 
B  lot  us  see,  and  snrfeit  on  their  sight. 

.  Worthless  they  are  of  C'fesar's  gmcious  eyeSi 
■  Acy  were  perfi^ ;  much  more  with  dieir  wants : 
^lich  yet  ore  more  than  my  time  could  supply. 
And  could  great  Ciesar's  expectation 
Bf  »ati&fied  with  any  other  Beri'ice, 
1  would  not  shew  them. 

Cinr.  Virjfil  is  too  roudi-st : 
Or  >e«ks,  in  vain,  to  make  our  longings  more. 
Shew  them,  sweet  Virgil. 
FiV.  Then,  in  soeh  due  fear 
B  fits  presentprs  of  great  works  to  Cicsar, 

mbly  ihcw  them. 
fCitii.  Vet  us  DOW  hihald 
|L  Inimiin  soul  made  visible  in  life  : 

ore  rcfiilgeol  in  a  senseless  paper, 
n  the  sentmal  complement  of  kings. 
I,  read,  thyself,  dear  Virgil ;  let  not  me 
Mthane  ono  accent  with  an  untuned  tongue  : 
1  matter,  badly  shown,  (hews  worse  than  had- 
9  tlirn  this  chair,  of  piirpow  set  for  ihec, 
B  rvoA  thy  poem  in  ;  refuse  it  not. 

S  without  prwumptiou,  place  may  lake 
ft  kings,  whom  only  stii-  should  m&k'^. 
y  Vir,  Ji  will  bu  tboughi  a  thing  ridicu\oua 
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To  present  eyes,  and  to  all  future  times 
A  gross  untruth ;  that  any  poet  (void 
Of  birth,  or  wealth,  or  tempora)  dignity), 
Should,  with  decorum,  transcend  Caesar's  chair. 
Poor  virtue  rabed,  high  birth  and  wealth  set  undefy 
Crosseth  heav'ns  courses,  and  makes  wordlings  wonder. 

Cobs.  The  course  of  heaven,  and  &te  itself)  in  this 
Will  Caesar  cross  ;  much  more  all  wordly  custom. 

Hot,  Custom  in  course  of  honour  ever  errs : 
And  they  are  best,  whom  fortune  least  prefers. 

CcBs.  Horace  hath  (but  more  strictly)  spoke   our 
thoughts. 
The  vast  rude  swinge  of  general  confluence  ' 

Is,  in  particular  ends,  exempt  from  sense : 
And  therefore  reason  (which  in  right  should  be 
The  special  rector  of  all  harmony) 
Shall  shew  we  are  a  man,  distinct  by  it 
From  those,  whom  custom  rapteth  in  her  press. 
Ascend  then,  Virgil ;  and  where  first  by  chance 
We  here  have  tum'd  thy  book,  do  thou  first  read. 

Vir,  Great  Caesar  hath  his  will :  I  will  ascend. 
'Twere  simple  injury  to  his  free  hand. 
That  sweeps  the  cobwebs  from  un-used  virtue. 
And  makes  her  shine  proportioned  to  her  worth. 
To  be  more  nice  to  entertain  his  grace. 
Than  he  is  choice  and  liberal  to  afiford  it. 

C<Bs.  Gentlemen  of  our  chamber,  guard  the  doors, 
And  let  none  enter ;  peace.     Begin,  good  Virgil. 

Virgil  read^  part  of  hut  fourth  JEneid. 
Vir,  Mean  while,  the  skies  gan  thunder,  &c. 

[This  Roman  Play  seems  written  to  confute  those  enemies  of 
Ben.  Jonson  in  his  own  days  and  ours,  who  have  said  that  he 
made  a  pedantical  use  of  his  learning.  He  has  here  revived  the 
whole  court  of  Augustus,  by  a  learned  spell.    We  are  admitted 
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to  the  society  of  the  illostrious  dead.  Virgil,  Horace,  Orid, 
Tibiilliif,  conyene  in  oar  own  tongue  more  finely  tnd  poetically 
than  they  expressed  themselves  in  their  native  Latin.— Nothing 
can  be  imagined  more  elegant,  refined,  and  court-like  than  the 
scenes  between  this  Lewis  the  Fourteenth  of  Antiquity  and  his 
literati. — ^The  whole  essence  and  secret  of  that  kind  of  inter- 
course b  contained  therein.  The  economical  liberality  by  which 
greatness,  seeming  to  wave  some  part  of  its  prerogative,  takes 
care  to  lose  none  of  the  essentials ;  the  prudential  liberties  of  an 
inferior  which  flatter  by  commanded  boldness  and  soothe  with 
wmplimcntal  sincerity.] 


THE  SAD  SHEPHERD  :   OR,  A  TALE  OF  ROBIN  HOOD. 

BY  BEN.  JONSON. 

Alken^  an  old  Shepherd,  instructs  Robin  Hood*s  Men  how  to 
find  a  Witch,  and  how  she  is  to  he  hunted, 

Robin   Hood.     Tuck.     Little  John.     Scarlet. 
ScATHLocK.    George.    Alken.     Clarion. 

Tuck,  Hear  you  how 
Poor  Tom,  the  cook,  is  taken  I  all  his  joints 
Do  crack,  as  if  his  limbs  were  tied  with  points : 
His  whole  frame  slackens,  and  a  kind  of  rack 
Runs  down  along  the  spondils  of  his  back ; 
A  gout,  or  cramp,  now  seizcth  on  his  head. 
Then  £dls  into  his  feet ;  his  knees  are  lead ; 
And  he  can  stir  his  either  hand  no  more 
Than  a  dead  stump  to  his  office,  as  before. 

Alk,  He  is  bewitch'd. 

Cla.  This  is  an  argument 
Both  of  her  malice,  and  her  power,  we  see. 

AUc,  She  must  by  some  device  restrained  be. 
Or  ahel]  go  hur  in  mischief. 


__  .x^u.ict,  or  sitting  m  her  fourm 
Or  else  at  relief,  like  a  hare. 

Cla,  You  speak, 
Aiken,  as  if  you  knew  the  sport  of  witch-h 
Or  starting  of  a  hag. 

Roh.  Go,  Sirs,  about  it. 
Take  George  here  with  you,  he  can  help  tc 

John,  Rare  sport,  I  swear,  this  hunting 
Will  make  us. 

Scar.  Let's  advise  upon't,  like  huntsmei 

Geo,  An  we  can  spy  her  once,  she  b  ou 

Scath,  First  think  which  way  she  foumi 
wind: 
Or  north,  or  south. 

Geo.  For,  as  the  shepherd  said, 
A  witch  is  a  kind  of  hare. 

Scath.  And  marks  the  weather, 
As  the  hare  does. 

John,  Where  shall  we  hope  to  find  her? 

Alk,  Know  you  the  witches  dell  ? 

Scar,  No  more  than  I  do  know  the  walk 

Alk,  Within  a  gloomy  dimble  she  doth  H 


e  rtrats  fonh  to  relief,  in  the  Togs, 

ApiI  rotteD  iiiisls,  upon  the  fens  and  l>og9, 

Do«n  to  the  druwnnl  lands  of  Lineolnshire ; 

To  make  ewes  cast  their  lambs,  amne  oat  their  farrow ! 

The  house-wife'a  tun  not  work,  nor  the  milk  chum ! 

Writhr  children's  wrists,  and  tuck  thrir  breath  in  sleep  ! 
^^Gel  vinls  (if  their  blood  1  and  where  the  sea 
^^Buts  tip  his  slimy  ooze,  search  for  a  weed 
^^^ft  open  lock*  with>  and  to  rivet  charms, 
^Hbtit«d  about  her,  in  the  wicked  sent 

Of  all  her  mischiefs,  which  are  manifidd. 
John.  I  wundm'  such  a  story  could  be  told 

Of  her  dirp  deeils, 

ICto.  1  thought,  a  wilche>  luinks 
hd  enclosed  nothing  but  the  nu-ny  pranks 
t  lome  old  woman. 
I^car,  Yes,  her  nialiee  more. 
|£miM.  As  it  would  quickly  appear,  bad  wc  the  store 
f  his  eollerta. 
'.Cr'eo.  Aye,  this  good  lenmed  man 
an  speak  her  right. 

Scar.  He  know^  her  shifts  and  haunts. 
Alk.  And  all  her  wiles  and  turns.    The  venom 'd  plants 
'herewith  the  kills  I  where  the  and  mandrake  ^ows, 
ise  K^tins  are  deathful  I  the  dead  numbing  night- 

stupifying  hemlock '.  adder's-longue, 
martegin  1  the  slirieks  of  luckless  owU« 
hear  t  and  croaking  night-i?n>wg  in  the  air  I 

bellied  snakes  I  blue  firo  drakes  in  the  sky  t 
giddy  (Llter>mico  wilh  leather  wings  I 
scaly  beetles,  with  iheir  habL-rgrons 
make  a  hummiii;;  uiunuur  as  they  fly ! 

In  llie  stocks  of  trees,  white  fnyn  do  dwell, 
•panJoi^  elm  thai  djuicc  jihout  a  \>ou\. 
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With  each  a  HtUe  changeling  in  thdr  annat 
The  airy  spirits  play  with  faXUng  starsy 
And  mount  the  sphere  o£  fire,  to  kiss  the  moon  t 
While  she  sits  reading  by  the  glow-worm's  light. 
Or  rotten  wood,  o'er  which  the  worm  hath  crept. 
The  baneful  schedule  of  her  nocent  charms. 
And  binding  characters,  through  which  she  womndt 
Her  puppets,  the  SigiUa  of  her  witchcraft* 
All  this  I  know,  and  I  will  find  her  for  yon ; 
And  shew  you  her  sitting  in  her  fourm ;  1*11  lay 
My  hand  upon  her ;  make  her  throw  her  scot 
Along  her  back,  when  she  doth  start  before  us. 
But  you  must  g^ve  her  law ;  and  you  shall  see  her 
Make  twenty  leaps  and  doubles,  cross  the  paths, 
And  then  squat  down  beside  us. 

John,  Crafty  croan, 
I  long  to  be  at  the  sport,  and  to  report  it. 

Scar.  We'll  make  this  hunting  of  the  witch  as  Sunous, 
As  any  other  blast  of  venery. 

Geo,  If  we  could  come  to  see  her,  cry  so  haw  once — 

Alk,  That  I  do  promise,  or  Tm  no  good  hag-finder. 


SEJANUS  HIS  FALL :    A  TRAGEDY.     BY  BEN.  JONSON. 

Sejanutf  the  morning  he  is  condemned  hy  the  Senate,  receweg 
some  tokens  which  presage  his  death, 

Sejanus.    Pomponius.   Minutius.   Terentius,  &c. 

Ter,  Are  these  things  true  ? 
Min.  Thousands  are  gazing  at  it  in  the  streets. 
Sej.  What's  that? 

Ter,  Minutius  tells  us  here,  my  Lord, 
That  a  new  head  being  set  upon  your  statue, 


mporfect. 


my  good  Natta. 

V,  Ralrius, 


A  rope  i*  ainM  Tound  wreath  d  about  it  t  and 
But  now  a  fiery  mrtror  in  ihe  form 
Of  a  ^rmt  ball  utas  wea  to  roll  along 
Th«  Iroulilrd  air,  where  jrt  it  hangs  i 
The  uiuuiiig  wonder  of  the  multitude. 

Sf}'.  No  more. — 
Si-nd  fur  lhi>  tribunes  ;  wo  will  stntil  luve  up 
More  of  the  aoldier*  for  our  guard.     Minutiua. 
Wc  pray  you  go  for  Cutta,  Latioris, 
Tritt  t]ie  consul,  or  what  senators 
K^Vou  know  are  sure,  aud  ours, 
r  Lacu  provost  of  the  watch, 
p  timn  of  proof  comes  ou.     Arm  all  our 
d  without  tumult.      You,  Pomponiua, 

*  good  eorrwpondenr*  with  the  consul : 
mpt  him,  nolilo  friend.     Tliesc  things  hegiu 
•  look  like  dangers,  now,  worthy  my  fates. 
«i  thy  worst;  Let  dnubtftil  slates 
d  things  imcertain  hang  u^ion  thy  will : 
n'st  death  shall  render  c«rtain  still. 
It  why  is  now  my  thought  tiim'd  toward  death, 

n  fiitus  have  let  go  on  so  far  in  breath 
ichnckt  or  imrepruv'd  ?     1,  that  did  help 
6  fell  thr  lofty  cedar  of  the  world 
(iermanieiis :  that  at  one  stroke  nit  down 
1>rus(u  that  upright  elm;  wither'd  hi*  vine; 
Laid  SiliuB  and  Sabinu»,  two  strong  naks, 
pflu  on  the  earth ;  Ivsides  those  other  shrubs, 
uid  Sosia,  Claudia,  Puk-hro, 
I,  nud  Ualluv,  which  I  have  gruhb'd  up ; 
cr.  have  aet  my  uxe  so  strong  oud  deep 
0  the  root  of  spreading  Agrippina ; 
A  off  and  Kcattcr'd  her  proud  bnmches,  Nero, 
Bsus,  and  Csiu*  too,  although  replanted : 
pou  will,  destinie*,  that  after  all 


I  &iiit  now  ere  I  touch  my  period. 

You  are  but  cruel ;  and  1  already  have  done 

Things  great  enough.     All  Rome  bath  been  my  slave ; 

The  senate  sate  tin  idle  looker  on, 

And  witness  of  my  power  ;  when  I  have  blush'd 

More  to  command,  than  it  to  suffer ;  all 

The  fethers  have  sate  ready  and  prepar'd 

To  give  me  empire,  temples,  or  their  throats, 

When  I  would  ask  'em ;  and  (what  crowns  the  top) 

Rome,  Semite,  people,  all  the  world,  have  seen 

Jove  but  my  equal,  Csesar  but  my  second. 

'Tis  then  your  malice,  Fates,  who  (but  your  own) 

Envy  and  fear  to  have  any  power  long  known. 


nSe    morning   of  the    Canipiraci). — Lmtvlui,    Crihtgvi,  e 
CalUiae  mtet,  before  the  other  Cinupiratort  are  readg. 


■  Not  Vnrifunteiua  ? 

.  Neither, 

.  A  fire  in  thi^ir  bcda  and  bosor 

e  their  sloth  rather  than  virtue. 
1  Romans,  and  at  such  high  need 

Iffnl.  Both  they,  LoDginua,  Lecca,  Curius, 
FulTiiu,  Gabinua,  gave  me  word  last  night, 
Bjf  Lucius  Bestia,  they  would  all  be  here, 
And  Ktrly. 

Crt.  Yt!3 1  38  you,  had  I  not  callM  you. 

e  all  sleep,  and  aro  mere  dormice ;  flies 
I  little  less  than  dead :  marc  dulness  hangs 

ra.     We're  spirit-bound, 
B  ribs  of  ice ;  our  whole  bloods  ore  one  atone : 
knd  honour  cannot  thaw  us,  nor  our  wants. 
igh  they  bum  hot  as  fevers  to  our  state*. 
Cat.  I  muse  they  would  be  tardy  at  an  hour 
If  so  gre«l  purpose. 

Cel.  If  the  gods  had  call'd 
Hient  io  a  purpose,  Ihcy  would  just  have  come 
RTith  the  luuiie  lortoise  speed ;  that  are  thus  slow 
B  such  an  action,  which  the  gcida  will  envy ; 
J  asking  nu  less  meaus  than  all  their  powers 
;oiljoin'd  to  effect.     1  would  have  seen  Rome  bum 
'     !,  and  her  ashi.'s  id  on  urn  : 
e  kingdom  oftlic  senate  rent  asunder: 
Ind  the  dogrui'mtr  talking  gown  run  frighted 
Out  of  the  air  of  Ilaly. 
t"a/.  Spirit  of  men, 
~    u  heart  of  our  great  enterprise,  how  much 
K  lo»o  these  Toiccs  in  thee  ! 
Cft.  0  th*  days 
If  Sylla's  *way.  wlien  the  frcu  sword  took  lcat*e 
&*«  wt  «11  thai  it  would  I 
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Cat.  And  was  familiar 
With  entrails,  as  our  augurs 

Cet.  Sons  kill'd  fathers, 
Brothers  their  brotherB  

Cat.  And  had  price  and  praise: 
All  hate  ond  licence  g^v'n  it ;  all  rage  reins. 

Cet.    Slaughter  bestrid   the    streets,   and 
himself 
To  seem  more  huge :  whilst  to  tus  stained  thighs 
The  gore  he  drew  flow'd  up,  and  carried  dgwa 
Whole  heaps  of  limbs  and  bodies  through  his  arch. 
No  age  was  spar'd,  no  sex. 

Cat.  Nay,  no  degree 

Cel.  Not  infants  in  the  porch  of  life  were  free. 
The  sick,  the  old,  that  could  but  hope  a  day 
Longer  by  nature's  bounty,  not  let  stay. 
^'i^ging  and  widows,  matrons,  pregnant  wives, 
All  died. 

Cat.  'Twas  crime  enough  that  they  had  lives. 
To  strike  but  only  those  that  could  do  hurt. 
Was  dull  and  poor.     Some  fell,  to  make  the  number;! 
As  some,  the  prey . 

Cet.  The  rugged  Charon  fainted. 
And  Bsk'd  a  navy  rather  than  a  boat. 
To  fyrry  over  the  sad  world  that  came 
The  maws  and  dens  of  beasts  could  nol 
llie  bodies  that  those  souls  were  frighted  from  : 


And  even  the  graves  were  Sll'd  with  n 
Whose  flight  and  fear  had  mix'd  them 

Cat.  And  this  shall  be  again,  and  n 
Now  Lentulus,  the  third  Cornelius, 
Is  lo  stand  up  in  Kome. 

Lent.  Nay,  urge  not  that 
h  so  uncertain. 

Cat.  IIow! 


yet  living. 
t'ith  the  dead. 


,  and  more,         ji 
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Lml.  I  mean,  not  clear 'd ; 
And  therefure  not  to  be  reflected  on. 

Cat.  Tlie  Sybil's  leaves  uncertain !  or  the  comments, 
( )f  our  grave,  deep,  divining  men,  not  clear  ! 

Lmil.   All  prophecies,  you  koow,  suffer  the  torture. 
C'ttl.  But  this  already  hath  confees'di  without ; 
Aiid  «o  been  weigh'd,  eiamin'd,  and  cotnpar'd. 
As  'twere  malicious  ignorance  in  him 
Would  faint  ia  the  belief. 
Lent.  Mo  you  believe  it? 
Cat.  Do  1  love  Lentulus,  or  pray  to  see  it  ? 
Lmt.  The  augurs  all  are  constant  I  am  meant. 
Cat.  TTiey  had  lost  their  science  else. 

Lent.  They  count  from  Cinna 

Cat.  And  Sylla  nest and  so  make  you  the  third : 

'U  that  can  say  the  »uii  n  ris'ii,  must  think  it. 
'   Lml.  Afen  mark  me  more  of  late  as  1  come  forth  t 
Cat.  Why,  what  can  they  do  less  ?     Cinna  and  Sylla 
e  act  and  gone  ;  and  we  must  turn  our  eyes 
n  him  that  is,  and  shines.     Nohlc  Cethegus, 

him  with  me  here  !     He  looks  alrvady 
■  if  be  shook  a  pceptrc  o'er  the  senate, 
^nd  tlie  aw'd  purple  dropt  their  rods  and  axes, 
les  melt  again,  and  household  goda 
■  groans  confess  the  travails  of  the  city  : 
t  very  walls  sweat  blood  before  the  change  ; 
A  stones  start  out  to  ruin,  ere  it  comes. 
>  Crt.  But  he,  and  we,  and  all,  are  idle  still. 
[  Lent.  I  am  your  creature,  Scrpus  ;  and  what«'er 

e  grtat  Coniclian  nniui'  shall  win  to  be, 
k  ia  not  augury,  nor  the  .Sybil's  books, 
1  Calihne,  that  makes  it. 
Co/.  1  am  a  shadow 

bhonour'd  Lenlulud,  and  Cethegus  hercj 
D  arc  the  heirs  of  Mars.     


Level  diicoven  la  the  HotI  of  the  Ifeuj  Inn,  iit  Lme  fir  tie 
hady  Framxt,  and  Aii  reatorujor  ctmcraling  Ati  PoolM 
from  her. 

Lov.  There  is  no  life  on  e&rtb,  but  being  in  love  1 
There  are  no  studies,  no  delights,  no  bnsiQess, 
No  intercourse,  or  trade  of  sense,  or  soul. 
But  what  is  love !     I  was  the  laziest  creature. 
The  most  unprofitable  sign  of  Dothing, 
The  veriest  drone,  and  slept  away  my  life 
Beyond  the  dormouse,  till  I  was  in  love  I 
And  now  I  can  out-wake  the  nightingale, 
Out'Watch  an  usurer,  and  out-walk  him  too. 
Stalk  like  a  ghost  that  haunted  *bout  a  treasure ; 
And  all  that  fancied  treasure,  it  is  love  1 

Host.  But  is  yaur  name  Love-ill,  sir,  or  Love-wdl? 
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Anil  look'd  npon  b«r  a  whole  day,  admir'd  her. 
LovmI  her,  and  did  not  tell  her  ao,  loved  siill, 
Louk'd  still,  and  loved ;  and  loved,  and  look'd,  and  eigh'd  ; 
Bui,  as  a  man  Deglis^'ted,  I  came  off, 
And  luirt^nrded. 

Hail.  Could  you  blnme  her,  sir, 
_  Whpn  you  w^rc  ailent  and  not  sajd  a  word  ? 
^^  Lor.  O  but  1  loved  the  more  ;  and  she  might  read  II 

^B)nt  in  my  silence,  had  she  been 

^^K  Hiut. as  melancholic, 

^^Hb  you  arc-     Pray  you,  why  would  you  eland  mute,  sir  ? 
^^V  Xnc  O  thereon  han^  a  history,  raiuc  host. 
^^Bid  you  ever  know  or  hear  of  the  Lord  Beaufort, 
^vTho  wrv'd  so  bravely  in  France  ?     1  ww  his  jingc. 
And,  ere  he  died,  his  friend !     1  follow 'd  him 
Kinrt  in  thy  won,  and  in  the  times  of  ]H-uce 
I  waii4>d  on  his  studies  ;  which  were  right. 
Hl-  had  no  Arthurs,  nor  no  [tosieleers. 
No  Knights  of  the  Sun,  nor  Anindis  de  Gauls, 
Primoltuns,  and  Pantagniels,  public  nothings  : 
irtiTcs  of  the  fabulous  dark  cloister, 
It  out  to  poison  courts,  and  infest  manners : 
It  great  Achilles',  Agamemnon's  acts, 
e  Nestor's  counsels,  and  iriysses'  sleighta, 
djdea'  fortitude,  as  Homer  wrought  them 
■  fats  itnroortal  fancy,  for  examples 
If  the  lu-roie  virtue.     Or,  as  Virgil, 
r  uf  the  Epic  I'oem,  linm'd 
s  ^l^nras,  his  religious  ]irincr, 
iog  his  aged  parent  on  his  shoulders, 
kpl  from  the  flwiips  of  Troy,  with  his  yaung  son. 
isd  these  be  brought  to  prarticr  and  to  use. 
■  gavp  me  Brst  my  breeding,  I  acknowU-dgi^, 
n  ilinwi'r'd  his  bounties  ou  me.  like  tbe  IVonn, 
That  epea'bauded  tit  upon  the  clouds, 


And  press  the  liberality  of  heaven 

Down  to  the  lap*  of  ttumkfiil  laen  t    But  then. 

The  trust  committed  to  me  st  his  death 

Was  abore  all,  and  lef^  »o  strong  a  tje 

On  ail  mv  powers  as  time  shall  not  dissolve. 

Till  it  dissolve  itself,  and  bury  all : 

The  care  of  his  hraf  e  heir  and  only  son  I 

Wlio  being  a  virtuous,  sweet,  youn^,  hopefiil  lord. 

Hath  cast  his  first  affections  on  this  lady. 

And  though  I  know,  and  may  presume  her  such. 

As,  out  of  humour,  will  return  no  love. 

And  therefore  might  indifierentty  be  made 

The  courting'Stock  for  all  to  practise  on, 

As  she  doth  practise  on  us  all  to  scorn : 

Yet  out  of  a  religion  to  my  char^. 

And  debt  profess'd,  I  have  made  a  self-decree. 

Ne'er  (o  express  my  person  though  my  passion 

Burn  me  to  cinders. 

Lorel.  in  the  prelencr  of  Otr  JjoAy  Fnatcet,  the  fomg  H 
Beaafort,  and  olher  Gveilt  of  the  Neu-  Inn,  drfiart 

Lov.  What  else 
Is  love,  but  the  most  noble,  pnre  affection 
Of  what  is  truly  beautiful  and  fair  ? 
Desire  of  union  with  the  thing  beloved  ? 

Beau,  1  have  read  somewhere,  that  man  and  woe 
Were,  in  the  first  creation,  both  one  piece. 
And  being  cleft  asunder,  ever  since 
Love  was  an  appelitr  to  be  rejdn'd. 

Lor.  It  is  a  fnhle  of  Plato's,  in  his  banquet. 
And  utter'd  there  by  Aristophanes. 

ffotl.  'Twa«  well  rcmcmber'd  here,  and  to  good  a 
But  on  with  your  description  what  love  is. 
Desire  of  union  with  the  thing  beloved. 


it  a  definition.     For  I  made 
The  efficient  cause,  what's  beautiful  and  fair. 
The  formal  cause,  the  appetite  of  union. 
The  final  cause,  the  union  Itwlf. 
But  larger,  if  you'll  have  it,  by  description  : 
It  is  a  flame  and  ardour  of  the  mind, 
Dead  in  the  proper  corps,  i[uick  in  another's : 
Transfers  the  lover  into  the  loved. 
That  he,  or  she,  that  loves,  engraves  or  stamps 
Tlie  idea  of  what  thoj  love,  first  in  themselves  : 
Or,  like  to  glasses,  so  their  minds  take  in 
The  forms  of  their  belov'd,  and  tbera  rcflecL 
It  is  the  likcnese  of  affections, 
Is  both  the  parent  and  the  nurse  of  love. 
Lovo  is  a  spiritual  coupling  of  two  souls. 
So  nmch  niore  excellent  as  it  least  relates 
,_Unto  the  body  ;  circular,  eternal; 

t  Feign'il,  or  made,  but  bom  :  And  then,  so  precioi 
■  nought  can  value  it,  but  itself.     ^  free, 
t  nothing  can  command  it  but  itself. 
And  in  itself  bo  round  and  liberal. 
As,  where  it  favours,  it  bestows  itself. 
But  «e  must  take  and  understand  this  lovo 
long  stilt  as  a  name  of  dignity, 
A  pleasure. 
e  lovo  hath  no  unworthy  thuught.  no  light 
e  unbecoming  appetite,  or  strain  ; 
1  filed,  constant,  pure,  immutable. 
^£eatt.  I  relbb  not  these  philosophical  feast* ; 
ov  a  banquet  o*  sense,  like  that  of  Ovid  ; 
A  form,  to  take  the  eye;  a  voice,  niiue  ear: 
I^ire  aromatici  to  my  scent ;  a  soft 
Smooth  dainty  lund  to  touch  ;  and,  for  my  tade, 
^^■broaiac  kisses  to  melt  down  the  palat. 
^^kCw.  Tbej  ure  the  vMitbiy,  lower  form  tA  \o\«ni 


_-Unto 
KSotf. 

^[oB  no 
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Are  only  taken  with  what  strikes  the  senan. 
And  loTc  by  that  loose  scale.     Altho'  I  grant) 
We  like  what's  fair  and  graceful  in  an  object. 
And  (true)  would  use  it,  in  them  all  we  tend  to, 
Both  of  our  civil  and  domestic  deeds, 
In  ordering  of  an  aimy,  in  our  style, 
Apparel,  gesture,  building,  or  what  not  / 
All  arts  and  actions  do  affect  their  beau^. 
But  put  the  case,  in  travel  I  may  meet 
Some  gorgeous  structnre,  a  brave  frontispiece. 
Shall  I  stay  captive  in  the  outer  couit, 
Surpriz'd  with  that,  and  not  advance  to  know 
Who  dwelb  there,  and  inhabiteth  the  hoose  ? 
There  is  my  friendship  to  be  made,  within ; 
With  what  can  love  me  again ;  not  with  the  walls, 
Doors,  windows,  ardutrabes,  the  friete,  and  cornice. 
My  end  is  lost  in  loving  of  a  face. 
An  eye,  lip,  nose,  hand,  foot,  or  other  part. 
Whose  all  is  but  a  statue  if  the  mind 
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Nor  do  they  trespass  within  hounds  of  pardon, 
That  giving  way  and  licence  to  their  love, 
Divest  him  of  his  nohlest  ornaments, 
Which  are  his  modesty  and  shamefac'dness : 
And  so  they  do,  that  have  unfit  designs 
Upon  the  parties  they  pretend  to  love. 
For  what's  more  monstrous,  more  a  prodigy. 
Than  to  hear  me  protest  truth  of  affection 
Unto  a  person  that  I  would  dishonour  ? 
And  what's  a  more  dishonour,  than  defacing 
Another's  good  with  forfeiting  mine  own. 
And  drawing  on  a  fellowship  of  sin  ? 
From  note  of  which  though  for  a  while  we  may 
Be  hoth  kept  safe  hy  caution,  yet  the  conscience 
Cannot  he  cleans'd.     For  what  was  hitherto 
Call*d  hy  the  name  of  love,  becomes  destroy'd 
Then,  with  the  fact ;  the  innocency  lost. 
The  bating  of  affection  soon  will  follow  ; 
And  love  is  never  true  that  is  not  lasting : 
No  more  than  any  can  be  pure  or  perfect, 
That  entertains  more  than  one  object. 

[These  and  the  preceding  extracts  msy  senre  to  shew  the 
poetical  fancy  and  elegance  of  mind  of  the  supposed  rugged  old 
Bard.  A  thousand  beautiful  passages  might  be  adduced  from 
those  numerous  court  masques  and  entertainments  which  he  was 
in  the  daily  habit  of  furnishing,  to  prove  the  same  thing.  But 
they  do  not  come  within  my  plan.  That  which  follows  is  a  spe- 
cimen of  that  talent  for  comic  humour,  and  the  assemblage  of 
ludicrous  images,  on  which  his  reputation  chiefly  rests.  It  may 
serve  for  a  variety  after  so  many  serious  extracts.] 
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Or  ?o  a  feairinz  aner  -irum  and  cr.?:iT" 

^ore  of  ihi?.     You  shall  start  up  voune*  Vicerovs, 
are  vour  punc^ues  and  punquetecs.  my  Surly : 


ALCHEMIST. 


cl  mrto  the«  I  speak  it  first,  Be  »-irA. 
Tiere  is  my  Subtle  there?  within  ho  — 


bruc 


e  to  you  by  and  by. 


Mam.  That's  his  fire-drake, 
Hi»  Lungs,  his  Zephynis,  he  that  puffs  his  coalfl 
Till  he  firk  Nature  up  in  her  own  ccuire. 
Vou  are  not  fnilhrul,  sir.     This  night  111  change 
All  that  is  metal  in  thy  house  to  gold : 
And  early  in  the  morning  will  I  send 
To  all  the  plumbers  and  the  pewterers. 
And  buy  their  tin  and  lead  up  ;  and  to  Lothbury, 
For  all  the  copper, 

.  ttTiat,  and  turn  that  too  p 
Mam.  Yes,  and  I'll  purchase  Devonshire  and  Cornwall, 

d  make  them  perfect  Indies  I     You  admire  now  ? 
J  Svr.  No,  faith. 
Mam,    But  when  you  sec  the  effects   of  the  great 
medicine  I 

Of  which  one  part  projected  on  a  hundred 
Of  Mercury,  or  Venus,  or  the  Moon, 
Shall  Uim  it  to  as  many  of  the  .Sun  ; 
Nay,  to  a  thousand,  so  ad  injiuilum  : 
Vou  will  bflieve  me. 

(Sur.  Yes,  when  I  sce't,  I  will. 
Mam.   Ha:   why. 
»  you  think  I  fable  with  you  ?     I  asEure  you, 
ithat  has  once  llie  flower  of  the  Sun, 
k  perfect  Ruby,  which  we  call  Elixir, 
It  only  can  dn  that,  but  by  its  virtue 
B  ccqifer  honour,  love,  respect,  lung  life, 
tn  Hfety,  valour,  yoo,  and  vicloty, 
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To  whom  he  will.    In  eight  and  twentjr  iajM 
I'll  make  an  old  man  of  fouracore  a  chSd. 

Sur.  No  doubt ;  he's  that  alreadjr. 

Mam.  Nay,  I  mean. 
Restore  his  years,  renew  him  like  an  eagle. 
To  the  fifth  age ;  make  him  get  sons  and  dangfaten, 
Young  giants,  as  our  philosophers  have  done 
(The  andent  patriarchs  afore  the  flood) 
But  taking,  once  a  week,  on  a  knife's  pcunt 
The  quantity  of  a  grain  of  mustard  of  it. 
Become  stout  Marses,  and  beget  young  Cupds. 

Sur.  The  decay'd  vestals  of  IHckt-hatch  would  thank 
you, 
That  keep  the  fire  aUre  there. 

Mam.  Tis  the  secrid: 
Of  Nature  naturizeJ  'gainst  all  infections. 
Cures  all  diseases,  coming  of  all  causes  ; 
A  month's  grief  in  a  day  ;  a  year's  in  twelve ; 
And  of  what  age  soever,  in  a  month : 
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.  Perdnax  Surly, 
Will  you  believe  antiquity  ?     Records  ? 
I'll  shew  you  a  book,  where  Mo*es,  and  his  sister, 

I  id  Solomon,  have  written  of  the  Art  ? 
Kod  a  treatiBc  peon'd  by  Adam. 
Sur.  How  ? 
Mam.  Of  the  Philosopher's  Stone,  and  in  High  Dutch. 
Sur.  Did  Adam  write,  Sir,  in  High  Dotcb  ? 
Matn.   He  did, 
liieh  proves  it  was  the  primitive  tongue. 
JSur.  What  paper? 
Mam.  On  cedar-board. 
Sur.  (>  that,  indeed,  they  say, 
^_WU1  last  'frainst  worms, 
^M    Mam.  Tis  like  your  Irish  wood 
^BBcinst  cobwebs.     !  have  s  piece  of  Jason's  Fleece  ti 
^TWhich  was  no  other  than  a  book  of  Alchemv, 
Writ  in  inr^e  sheep-skin,  a  good  (at  rara-velium. 
Such  wns  Pythngorns'  Thigh,  Pandora's  Tub, 
And  all  that  fable  of  Medea's  channs, 
I'Hie  manner  of  our  work:  the  bulls,  our  furnace, 
till  hrL>athing  fire :  our  Argenl-rivt,  the  Dragon  : 
f-  Dragon's  teeth.  Mercury  sublimate, 
,1  keeps  the  whiteness,  hardness,  and  the  biting : 
ksd  thry  arc  gather 'd  mto  Jason's  helm 

i'  Alembick)  and  then  sow'd  in  Mars  hia  field, 
Lnd  thence  tublim'd  to  often,  till  they  on-  fii'd. 
Ii  this,  the  Hcsper'inn  Garden,  Cadmus'  Story, 
s  Shower,  the  Boon  of  Midas,  Argus'  Eyes, 
e  lui  Deinogor^n.  ihousaiida  more, 
AU  abstract  riddles  of  our  Stoue, 
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Fac«  eiilrrt. 
oar  dav  come  ?  and  ho\Aa  'w** 
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Face.  ITie  erening  will  aet  red  npoD  ygu,  nr  j 
Yon  liave  colour  for  it,  crimson ;  the  red  fermoit 
Has  done  bis  office.     Three  hours  heoce  prepue  jot 
To  see  projection. 

Mam,  Fertinax,  my  Surly, 
Again  I  say  to  thee  aloud,  Be  rich. 
This  day  thou  shalt  have  ingots,  and  to-morrow 
Give  lords  th'  affront.     Is  it,  my  Zepbynu,  right? 
Blushes  the  Bolt's-head? 

Face.  Like  a  wench  with  cliild,  sir, 
That  were  but  now  discover'd  to  her  master.    ' 

Midi.  Excellent  witty  Lungs  I     My  only  c»re  is, 
Where  to  get  stuff  enough  now,  to  project  on. 
This  town  will  not  half  serve  me._ 

Face.  No,  sir  ?  buy 
The  covering  off  o'  churches. 

Manu  That's  true. 

Face.  Yes. 
Let  'em  stand  bare,  as  do  their  auditory  ; 


AlfiimisT. 


IP  Fare.  Ym,  sir. 
Mam.  Where's  Toaater? 
Fact.  At  his  prayers,  sir,  he. 
Good  inan,  he's  doing  his  devatians 
For  the  success. 

iVoitt.  Lun^,  I  will  set  a  period 
To  all  thy  l&boiin  :  thou  ilmll  be  the  master 
Of  ray  semglio.     For  I  do  nican 
To  havi'  a  list  of  wives  aad  coucublncs 
Equal  with  Solomon,  who  had  the  Stone 
Alike  with  luv :  and  1  «-ill  nmkc  me  a  back 
With  the  Elixir,  that  shall  Ik.-  as  tough 
As  Herwileji,  to  encounter  fifty  a  tiiglit 
Thou  art  snrc  thou  aaw'st  it  bloud  f 

kFace.   Both  blood  and  tpirit,  sir. 
Mam.  I  will  have  all  my  beds  blown  up ;  no 
iwn  is  too  hard.     And  then,  i 
ml'd  with  Huch  pictures  as  Tiberius  took 
From  Elepliantis,  and  dull  Aretiue 
But  i-oldly  imitated.     Then,  my  glasses 
Cut  in  more  subtil  angles,  to  disperse 
And  multiply  the  figiirrs,  as  I  walk 
Naked  between  my  Suecvlire.     My  mists 
111  have  uf  perfume,  vapour'd  1k>uI  the  room. 
To  luite  ourseltes  in  ;  and  my  baths,  like  pits 
To  fall  iuio :  from  whence  we  will  come  forth, 
And  roll  us  dry  in  gossamour  and  ro!>es. 
(Is  it  arrivd  at  ltuby?J — WTiere  1  spy 
A  wealthy  citiicn,  or  rich  lawyer. 
Have  a  sublim'd  pure  wife,  unto  tliut  fellow 
ni  send  a  ihuusand  [louud  to  be  my  cuckold. 

Fact.  And  I  sliall  uarry  it  ? 

itfnm.  No,  I'll  have  no  bawds, 
IIul  bllwr*  and  ntothers.     They  mil  do  it  best, 
itiM  of  ail  others.    And  my  flailercra 
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Shall  be  the  pure  and  gravest  of  diviiiM 
That  1  can  get  for  money.     My  meet  fooU, 
Eloquent  burgessea  ;  and  then  my  poeta. 
The  same  that  writ  so  Bubtily  of  the  Fart : 
Whom  I  will  entertiun  still  far  that  subject 
The  few  that  would  give  out  themselveB  to  be 
Court  and  town  stallions,  and  each-where  helye 
Ladies,  who  are  known  most  innocent  (for  them) 
Those  will  I  beg,  to  make  me  eunnchs  of: 
And  they  shall  fan  roe  with  ten  estrich  tails 
A  piece,  made  in  a  plume,  to  gather  wind. 
We  will  be  brave,  Puffe,  now  we  ha'  the  'nedicine 
My  meat  sball  all  come  in  in  Indian  shells, 
Dishes  of  Agate  set  in  gold,  and  studded 
With  emeralds,  anphires,  hyacinths,  and  rubies: 
The  tongues  of  carps,  dormice,  and  camels'  heela, 
B(»rd  i'  the  spirit  of  Sol,  and  dissolv'd  pearl, 
(Apicius'  diet  'gainst  the  epilepsy) 
And  I  will  cat  these  broths  with  spoons  of  amber. 
Headed  with  diamant  and  carbuncle. 
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!t\y  gloves  of  fishes'  aiid  birds'  nkins,  perfum'd 
Willi  guius  of  parudiae,  olid  eiutcm  nir. 

Sar.  Anti  do  j'oii  think  to  Itavc  the  Stone  with  thi^? 

Mam.  No,  I  Ju  think  to  have  all  this  with  the  Stone. 

Sitr,  Why,  I  have  hean),  he  must  be  komofrugi, 
A  fiious,  holy,  and  rohgious  man. 
One  free  from  mortal  sin,  a  very  virgin 

itfoiu.   That  makes  it Sir,  he  is  so.    But  1  buv  il. 

Mj  reniure  brings  it  me.     He,  honest  wretch, 
A  uaUiliW,  su)K.-ntiiioui,  good  soul. 
Ha*  worn  hie  knees  IwirG,  and  his  slippore  twld. 
With  prayrr  and  fasting  for  it:  nnd.  sir,  let  him 
Do  it  alone,  for  mc,  still,     lirre  he  eomes. 
■  prophaue  word,  afore  him :  'tis  poison. 

c  iiulgincnt  i<  [irrfrcilf  overwhelmrd  hj  ihc  toirtnt  of 

a,  wont*,  and  iHiuli-knuiilnlge  with  which  Mammaa  ton. 

■  bl>  incrFdiilout  hearer.     They  cniuc  piUiririe 

msItv  8trok«  or  NUna.    Thrj  •■  duuLly  rednoUlr 

■  apna  the  foe.''     DoeriptioD  i>autiiii«  praof.    Wc 

lo  bclierc  rllcDta  bcfurc  wt  bare  tutimoof  for  their  oau* 

ly  do«iTiptiiia  of  llie  jojii  of  heaVFa  sametimct  |)wuu  fof 

It  to  prate  the  uistmcc  of  iiu-'h  a  jAiux.    ]f  Iliciv  bo 

g»«lilch  riM9  to  Che  beifbt  orthciiililimF,  jel  th«  con. 

laliUge  of  than  all  jimiarim  sn  eSvot  t<qnal  to  the 

Zenct'  armj'  that  drank  np  whnle  rirsi  b 

Ir  «BBb*ra  may  itand  for  aingte  .Achillea.    Epicure  Mamnmu 

'ic  OUMI  drtermiaol  offapritig  of  the  aalbor.    It  baa  thewhult! 

r  Uid  ropjt  of  the  (arbnr.  c;c,  iiok',  li]K  th(  trick  of  bia 

'    Il  I*  juM  aurh  I  •wa^gtrcr  ru  rontrmpnrirfiui  hive 

d  old  Ova  t»  hm.     Meerrralt.  Bnlia.111.  the  Ilu.t  of  the 

1,  bare  all  hja  "  image  and  Bupcrgrriptioa  ■"  bat  MammoD 

I  pntrnnioii   petlonilied.     Sir  Sunpaun  Lc(;eail,  in 

b  onolhor  lying  oTprbearing  tUu-oi^i-r,  Iml 

1(1  Epiiior«  MaDXnun.     Wliat  ■  "  tOK'ring 

.ia  nmiiualiijr!    He  alfci'ta  n"  pliBsnre  ODder 

"  ^7P'  '''Il  Aiarrta  Mron  in  IntiuT."] 


I'oipone,  a  rUA  Venetian  nobleman,  aho  it  mUteiit  dUUnK. 
fagot  himie^  to  be  di/mg,  to  draw  gijii  from  ttui  at  pag 
their  court  to  him  in  the  expectation  of  bteoming  kit  Ann* 
Mojca,  hit  knavith  confederale,  pertiiadet  eack  of  Oat 
men  in  turn,  that  he  it  aamed  for  the  inherilaiue,  W 
by   thit   meant  eitractt  from   their   creduiUy   wianji   eottfy 

VoLPONB,  at  on  hit  death-bed.     MoscA.    CoKBACCiOt 
an  old  gentleman. 

Moa.  Signior  Corbacdo, 
You  are  very  welcome,  sir. 

Corb.  How  does  your  patron  ? 

Mot.  Trotli,  as  he  did,  sir,  ao  amoads. 

Corb.  VVhot  ?  mends  he  ? 
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Mot.  Sir, 
He  hu  no  faith  id  physic 
Curb.  Say  you,  say  yoa? 
Mo*.   H(!  has  no  faith  in  phpic :  he  does  thinki 
Moat  of  your  doctors  are  the  greatest  danger, 
A  wont  disFose  t'  escape.     I  oflen  hare 
Beard  him  protest,  that  your  physician 
Should  never  be  his  heir. 
Corb.  Not  I  his  heir? 
Hot.  Not  your  physician,  nr. 
Corb.  O,  no,  no,  no, 
1  do  not  mean  it. 

#Oif.  No,  sir,  nor  their  fees 
He  cannot  brook  :  he  says  they  flay  a  man, 
Itofurf  thny  kill  him 

Corb.  Right,  1  do  conceive  you. 
Mat.  And  then,  they  do  it  by  expertmi'nt : 
For  which  the  law  not  only  doth  absolve  "em. 
But  givt!S  them  gruit  reward ;  and  he  is  loth 
To  hire  his  death  so. 

Vorb.  It  is  true,  they  kill. 
With  an  much  licence  as  a  Judge, 
Mns.  Niy, 


£ 


ho  but  kills,  sir,  where  the  law  condemns, 
id  these  can  kill  him  too. 
C«rb.  I,  or  me  ; 

docs  his  apoplex  ? 
b  that  nronic  on  him  still  ? 

Mta.  Most  Tiolont. 
HU  ipeech  is  hrokeui  and  his  eyes  arc  act, 

lace  drawn  longer  tlian  'twas  wont. 

Corb.  How  ?  how  ? 

igef  than  he  was  woni  ? 
Jtfo«.  No.  sir :  his  face 
i«n  lan^r  iJuui  'tiros  wonL 
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Corb.    O,  good. 

Mo$.  HiB  mouth 
la  ever  gaping,  and  his  eyelids  lung. 

Corb.  Good. 

Mo3.  A  free;:ing  numbness  stiffens  &I1  his  jtuntef 
And  makes  the  colour  of  his  flesh  like  lead. 

Corb.  'Tia  good. 

Mot.  His  pulse  beats  slow,  and  dull. 

Corb.  Good  symptoms  still. 

Moa.  And  from  his  brain — 

Curb.  Iia  ?  how  ?  not  from  bis  hrain  P 

Mo»,   Yes,  sir,  and  from  his  brain — 

Corb.  I  conceire  you,  good. 

l^oa.  Flows  a  cold  sweat,  with  a  continual  rheum 
Forth  the  resolved  comers  of  his  eyes. 

Corb.  Is't  possible  ?  yet  I  am  better,  ha  I 
How  does  he  with  the  swimming  of  his  head  ? 

Mos.  O,  sir  'tis  past  the  seotomy  j  he  now 
Hath  lost  his  feeling,  and  bath  left  to  snort : 
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Corb.  To  be  his  heir  ? 

Moi.  I  do  not  knowy  sir. 

Corb,  True, 
I  know  it  too. 

Moi.  By  your  own  scale,  sir. 

Corb,  Well,  I  shall  prevent  him  yet.     See  Mosca»  look 
Here  I  have  brought  a  bag  of  bright  cecchines, 
Will  quite  weigh  down  his  plate. 

ilfof.  Yea  marry,  sir, 
This  is  true  physic,  this  your  sacred  medicine ; 
No  talk  of  opiates,  to  this  great  elixir. 

Corb.  Tis  aurum  palpabile,  if  not  potabile. 

Mos.  It  shall  be  minister'd  to  him  in  his  bowl  ? 

Corb.  I,  do,  do,  do. 

Mos.  Most  blessed  cordial. 
This  will  recover  him. 

Corb.  Yes,  do,  do,  do. 

Mos.  I  think  it  were  not  best,  sir. 

Corb.  A\Tiat? 

Mos.  To  recover  him. 

Corb.  O,  no,  no,  no ;  by  no  means. 

Mos.  \\Tiy,  sir,  this 
Will  work  some  strange  effect  if  he  but  feel  it. 

Corb.  *Ti8  true,  therefore  forbear,  I'll  take  my  venture ; 
Give  me't  again. 

Mos.  At  no  hand  ;  pardon  me 
You  shall  not  do  yourself  that  wrong,  sir.     I 
Will  so  advise  you,  you  shall  have  it  all. 

Corb,  How  ? 

Mom.  All  sir,  'tis  your  right,  your  own ;  no  man 
Can  claim  a  part ;  *tis  yours  without  a  rival. 
Decreed  by  destiny. 

Corb.  How  ?  how,  good  Mosca  ? 

Mos.  111  tell  you,  sir.     This  fit  he  shall  recover. 

Corb.  I  do  coDceive  vou. 


Moi.  And  on  first  advantage 
Of  his  g«in'd  sense,  wUl  I  re-importaiie  hfan 
Unto  the  making  of  his  testament ; 
And  shew  him  this. 

Corb.  Good,  good. 

Mot.  'Tis  better  yet. 
If  you  will  hear,  sir. 

Corb.  Yesi  with  all  my  heart. 

Mot.  Now,  would  I  counsel  you,  make  home  with 
speed; 
There  frame  a  will ;  whereto  you  shall  inscribe 
My  master  your  sole  heir. 

Corb.  And  disinherit 
My  son? 

Mot.  O  sir,  the  better ;  for  that  colour 
Shall  make  it  much  more  taking. 

Corb.  0,  but  colour? 

Mot.  This  will,  sir,  you  shall  send  it  unto  me. 
Now,  when  I  come  to  inforce  (as  I  will  do) 


^'Mine  own  project. 

Mo*.  Which  when  be  hath  done,  sir  — 

Corb.   Published  mc  bis  heir  ? 
^_     Mot.  And  you  so  ceruin  to  sarvive  him  — 
K  Corb. 

^H  Afni.  Being  so  lusty  a  man 

^K     Corb.  "Us  true. 

Mot.  Yc«.  sir— 

Corb.  I  thought  on  that  too.     See  how  he  should  be 
The  very  organ  to  express  my  thoughts  I 

»Mof.  You  have  not  only  done  yourself  a  good 
Corb.  But  multiplied  it  on  my  son. 
Jlfof >  "Tis  right,  sir. 
Corb.  Still  my  invention. 
itfcw.  'Las.  sir,  heaven  knows, 
It  hath  been  all  my  study,  all  my  care 
(I  e'en  gro«  grey  with  all)  how  to  work  thinga  ' 

I   Corb.  1  do  lonceive,  sweet  Mosca. 
Moi.  Yau  are  he, 
r  whom  I  labour,  here. 
C<rrb.  I,  do,  do.  do : 
1  stnugfat  about  it. 
Mo*.  Rook  go  with  you.  rnveo. 
Corb.  I  know  thee  honest. 
Mo*.  You  do  lie,  air  — 
Corb.  And 
Mo*.  Your  knowledge  is  no  better  than  your  ears,  sir. 
Corb.  I  da  n»I  doubt  to  be  a  father  to  tfat^ 
Mo*.  Nor  I  to  gull  my  brotlicr  of  his  blessing. 
Corb.  I  may  ha'  ray  youth  restored  to  me,  why  not  ? 
Mo*.  Your  worship  is  a  precious  ass 
Corb.  What  saisl  thou  ? 
Mo*.  I  do  dcsir<^  your  wor*hi|i  to  make  haste,  ilr. 
Corb.  "Tm  done,  'tis  doue,  I  go. 


Folp.  O,  I  shall  burst ; 

Let  out  my  sides,  let  out  mj  sides  —  — 

Moa.  Contain 
Your  flux  of  laughter,  sir :  you  know  this  hope 
Is  such  a  bait  it  covers  any  hooL 

Volp,  O,  but  thy  working,  and  thy  placing-  it  I 
I  cannot  hold :  good  rascal,  let  me  kiss  thee : 
1  never  knew  thee  in  so  rare  a  humour. 

Mos.  Alas,  air,  I  but  do,  as  I  am  taught ; 
Follow  your  grave  instructions  ;  give  'em  words ; 
Pour  oil  into  their  ears :  and  send  them  hence. 

Volp,  'Tis  trae,  'tis  true.     What  a  rare  punishment 
Is  avarice  to  itself! 

.Vo*.  I,  with  our  help,  sir. 

Volp.  So  many  cares,  so  many  maladies, 
So  many  fears  attending  on  old  age. 
Yea,  death  so  often  call'd  on,  as  no  wish 
Can  be  more  frequent  with  'em,  their  limbs  faint, 
Their  senses  dull,  their  seeing,  hearing,  going. 
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Cor VI NO,  a  Merchant^  enters, 

Mo$.  Sig^nior  Corvino  !  come  most  wisht  for  !     O, 
How  happy  were  you,  if  you  knew  it  now ! 

Corp.  WTiv?  what?  wherein? 

Mo$.  The  tardy  hour  is  come,  sir. 

Corv.  He  is  not  dead  ? 

Cos.  Not  dead,  sir,  but  as  good ; 
He  knows  no  man. 

Corr,  How  shall  I  do  then  ? 

Mos.  Why,  sir  ? 

Corv,  I  have  brought  him  here  a  pearl. 

Mos.  Perhaps  he  has 
So  much  remembrance  lefl,  as  to  know  you,  sir : 
He  still  calls  on  you :  nothing  but  your  name 
Is  in  his  mouth :  is  your  pearl  orient,  sir  ? 

Corv,  Venice  was  never  owner  of  the  like. 

Volp.  Signior  Corvino. 

Mos,  Hark. 

Volp,  Signior  Corvino. 

Mos,  He  calls  you,  step  and  give  it  him.     He*s  here, 
sir  t 
And  he  has  brought  you  a  rich  pearl. 

Corv.  How  do  you,  sir  ? 
Tell  him  it  doubles  the  twelfth  caract. 

Mas.  Sir, 
He  cannot  understand,  his  hcaring*s  gone  : 

And  vet  it  comforts  him  to  see  vou 

«  « 

Corv,  Sav, 

it 

I  have  a  diamond  for  him  too. 

Mos.  Best  shew*t,  sir. 
Put  it  into  his  hand  ;  tis  only  there 
He  apprehends  :  he  has  his  feeling  yet. 
See  how  h^  gnps  it  ! 
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s  but  he  has  given  'em  nothing. 
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Corv.  That's  well,  that's  well.    Art  sure  he  does  not 
hear  us? 

Mom.  Sure,  sir  ?  why  look  you,  credit  your  own  sense. 
The  pox  approach,  and  add  to  your  diseases. 
If  it  would  send  you  hence  the  sooner,  sir, 
For  your  incontinence,  it  hath  deserv'd  it 
Throughly,  and  throughly,  and  the  plague  to  hoot 
(You  may  come  near,  sir)  would  you  would  once  close 
Those  filthy  eyes  of  your*8  that  flow  with  slime. 
Like  two  frog-pits  :  and  those  same  hanging  cheeks, 
Cover'd  with  hide,  instead  of  skin  :  (nay  help,  sir) 
That  look  like  frozen  dish-clouts  set  on  end. 

Corv.  Or,  like  an  old  smok'd  wall,  on  which  the  rain 
Ran  down  in  streaks. 

Mos.  Excellent,  sir,  speak  out ; 
You  may  be  louder  yet :  a  culvering 
Discharged  in  his  ear,  would  hardly  bore  it. 

Corv.  His  nose  is  like  a  common  sewer,  still  running. 

Mos.  *Tis  good ;  and  what  his  mouth  ? 

Corv.  A  very  draught. 

Mom.  O,  stop  it  up 

Corv.  By  no  means. 

Mos.  Pray  you  let  me. 
Faith  I  could  stifle  him  rarely  with  a  pillow. 
As  well  as  any  woman  that  should  keep  him. 

Corv.  Do  as  you  will,  but  111  begone. 

Mom.  Be  so ; 
It  is  your  presence  makes  him  last  so  long. 

Corv.  I  pray  you  use  no  violence. 

Mom.  No,  sir,  why  ? 
Why  should  you  be  thus  scrupulous  ?   'Fray  you,  sir. 

Corv.  Nay  at  your  discretion. 

Mom.  Well,  good  sir,  be  gone. 

Corv.  I  will  not  trouble  him  now,  to  take  my  pearl. 
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Moi.  Puh,  nor  your  diamond.    What  a  needleM  can 
Ib  this  afflicts  you  7    Is  not  all  here  jaan  ? 
Am  not  I  here,  whom  you  have  made  your  creaUire, 
l^st  owe  my  being  to  you  ? 

Corv.  (Jratefiil  Moaca ! 
Thou  art  my  friend,  my  fellow,  my  companion, 
My  partner,  and  shall  share  in  alt  my  fortunes.     \Exili. 

Volp.  My  divine  Mosca ! 
Thou  hast  to-day  out  gone  thyself. 


THE   TRIUMPH   OF    LOVE  :    BEING    THE   SECOND  OF 

FOLR  PLAYS.  OR  MORAL  REP  RESENT  ATI  OXS, 

L\  ONE.     BY  KRANCIS  BEAUMONT. 

yiolantn.  Daughter  io  a  Xobleman  of  Milan,  it  trilJt  ekUd  hg 
Gerrard,  tuppotnt  to  be  of  mean  dencfitl :  oh  offrncr  u^iek 
iy  tke  lawt  of  Milan  ii  made  eapital  to  bolh  partict. 


TRIUMPH  OP  LOVE.  365 

VioL  O  Gerrard,  thou  art  my  life  and  faculties, 
And  if  I  lose  thee,  I'll  not  keep  mine  own ; 
The  thought  of  whom  sweetens  all  miseries. 
Would'st  have  me  murder  thee  beyond  thy  death  ? 
Unjustly  scandal  thee  with  ravishment  ? 
It  was  so  far  from  rape,  that  heaven  doth  know, 
If  ever  the  first  lovers,  ere  they  fell, 
Knew  simply  in  the  state  of  innocence, 
Such  was  this  act,  this,  that  doth  ask  no  blush. 

Ger.  Oh  !   but  my  rarest  Violanta,  when 
My  lord  Handulpho,  brother  to  your  father. 
Shall  understand  this,  how  will  he  exclaim. 
That  my  poor  aunt  and  me,  which  his  free  alms 
Hath  nurs*d,  since  Milan  by  the  duke  of  Mantua, 

Who  now  usurps  it,  was  surpriz*d that  time 

My  father  and  my  mother  both  were  slain. 
With  my  aunt's  husband,  as  she  says ;  their  states 
DespoiFd  and  sciz'd ;  'tis  past  my  memory. 
But  thus  she  told  me :  only  thus  1  know. 
Since  I  could  understand,  your  honoured  uncle 
Hath  giv'n  me  all  the  liberal  education 
That  his  own  son  might  look  for,  had  he  one ; 
Now  will  he  say,  dost  thou  requite  me  thus  ? 
O  I  the  thought  kills  me. 

Viol.  Gentle,  gentle  Gerrard, 
Be  cheer'd,  and  hope  the  best.     My  mother,  father, 
And  uncle,  love  me  most  indulgently. 
Being  the  only  branch  of  all  their  stocks : 
But  neither  they,  nor  he  thou  would'st  not  grieve 
With  this  unwelcome  news,  shall  ever  hear 
Violanta's  tongue  reveal,  much  less  accuse 
Gerrard  to  be  the  father  of  his  own. 
Ill  rather  silent  die,  that  thou  may*st  hve 
To  see  thy  little  oflfspring  grow  and  thrive. 
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Violatila  it  atUndtd  m  (^Udbed  by  her  mctker  JngeSm. 

VioL    Mother,    I'd    not    offend    yon:    might    boI 
Gerrard 
Steal  in  and  see  me  in  the  evening  ? 

Angel.  Well, 
Bid  him  do  bo. 

VioL  Heaven's  blesuDg  on  your  heart. 
Do  ye  not  call  child-bearing  travel,  mother? 

Angel.  Yes. 

VioL  It  well  may  be.     The  bare-foot  traveller 
That's  bom  a  prince,  and  walks  his  pilgrimage. 
Whose  tender  feet  kiss  the  remorseless  stones 
OnlV)  ne'er  felt  a  travel  like  to  it. 
Alas,  dear  mother,  you  groan 'd  thus  for  me. 
And  yet  how  disobedient  have  I  been  I 

Angel'  Peace,  Violanta  :  thou  hast  always  been 
Gentle  and  good. 

VioL  Gerrard  is  better,  mother : 
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The  bed  nearer  the  fire :  silken  rest 
Tie  all  thy  cares  ap*. 

Fiokmia  describes  how  her  Dove  fir  Gerrard  began. 

VioL  Gerrard's  and  my  affection  began 
In  in&ncy :  my  uncle  brought  him  oft 
In  long  coats  hither. 

The  little  boy  would  kiss  me>  being  a  child, 
And  say  he  lov'd  me ;  give  me  all  his  toys, 
Bracelets,  rings,  sweetmeats,  all  his  rosy  smiles : 
I  then  would  stand  and  stare  upon  his  eyes. 
Play  with  his  locks,  and  swear  I  loved  him  too ; 
For  sure  methought  he  was  a  little  Love, 
He  wooed  so  prettily  in  innocence, 
That  then  he  warm'd  my  fancy. 

*  YioUnU^s  pnttle  is  sorery  pretty  and  so  natural  in  her  situation^ 
that  I  could  not  resist  giving  it  a  plac-c.  Juno  Lucina  was  never 
hiToked  with  more  elegance.  Pope  has  been  praised  for  giving  dignity 
to  a  game  of  tarda.  It  required  at  least  as  much  addrets  to  ennoble  a 
lying-in. 
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THE  MAID'S  TRAGEDY.     BY  FRANCIS  BEAUMONT, 

AND  JOHN  FLETCHER. 

AwmUoTt  a  noble  Gentleman,  promises  marriage  to  Aspatia,  and 
forsakes  her  bi/  the  King*s  command  to  wed  Evadne, — The 
grief  of  Atpatia  at  being  forsaken,  described. 

This  lady 
Walks  discontented,  with  her  watry  eyes 
Bent  on  the  earth  :  the  unfrequented  woods 
Are  her  delight ;  and  when  she  sees  a  bank 
Stock  full  of  flowers,  she  with  a  sigh  will  tell 
Her  servants  what  a  pretty  place  it  were 
To  bury  lovers  in ;  and  make  her  maids 
Pluck  *em,  and  strew  her  over  like  a  corse. 
She  carries  with  her  an  infectious  grief 
That  strikes  all  her  beholders,  she  will  sing 
The  moumfuirst  things  that  ever  ear  have  heard> 
And  sigh,  and  sing  again  ;  and  when  the  rest 
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or  our  young  la^es  in  their  wanton  bloodi 
Tell  mirthful  tales  in  course  that  fill  the  nxm 
With  laughter,  she  will  with  m>  sad  a  look 
Bring  forth  a  atoiy  of  the  silent  death 
Of  some  forssJcea  virgin,  which  her  grief 
Will  put  in  such  a  phrase,  that,  ere  (he  end, 
Shell  send  them  weeping  one  hy  one  away. 

77i«  marriagc-iaght  of  Aumbtr  and  Efodnr. 
EvADNE.     AspATiA.     DuLA,  aiM^  oHter  LadM, 
Evad.  Would  thou  could'at  iutill  (  To  ZMk.) 

Some  of  thy  mirth  into  Aspatia. 
Asp.    It  were   a  timeless   smile   should   prove  n^ 
cheek; 
It  were  a  fitter  hour  for  me  to  lai^h. 
When  at  the  altar  the  religious  priest 
Were  pacifying  the  offended  ponera 
With  sacrifice,  than  now.     This  should  have  been 


y  a  garlajid  on  my  heorte  of  the  ditmal  yeit ; 
"iow  bra*ch«»  bear  /  aay  J  died  true  .• 
\t  faltr,  but   /  icat  Jirm  frnm   my  h»ur  of 
lirth ; 

Upon  my  buried  body  lay  tightly  genii*  earth, 
Mwlain,  good  night ; — may  no  ili»cunU*Dt 
Grow  'twiit  your  love  and  you  ;  but  if  there  do. 
Enquire  of  ine,  and  1  will  guiile  your  moan, 
TtAch  you  an  artificial  way  to  ^ieve, 
To  keep  your  sorrow  waking.     Love  your  lord 
No  wor«e  than  I :  but  if  you  love  so  well, 
Alas,  you  may  displease  him,  so  did  I. 
This  is  the  last  time  you  shall  look  on  me : 
L*die9  fareweil ;  as  soon  as  I  am  dead. 
Come  all  and  watch  one  night  about  niy  faeanw  ; 
Bring  each  a  mournful  slary  and  a  tear 
To  otkr  at  it  when  1  go  to  earth : 
With  Battering  ivy  clasp  my  coffin  round, 
Wnt«  on  my  brow  my  fortune,  let  my  bier 
Be  borne  by  yii^ns  that  shall  «tng  by  course 
truth  of  maids  and  perjuries  of  men. 
Evad.  Alas,  I  pity  thee.  (Ammtor  enttrt.) 

jiip.  (jo  and  be  happy  in  your  lady's  love ; 

(  To  Amintor.) 
all  the  wrong?  that  you  have  done  to  aw, 
utterly  forgotten  in  my  death. 
trouble  you  no  more,  yet  I  will  take 
ig  kiaa,  and  will  not  be  denied. 
'11  comci  my  lord,  and  see  the  virgins  wwp 
laid  ID  «aitli,  though  you  yourself 
know  no  pity :  thus  I  wind  myself 
lata  this  willow  giirUnd,  and  am  prouder, 
Tlwi  1  waa  one«  your  love  (tho^^h  now  refus'd) 
to  have  had  anolht^r  true  to  me.  — — 


t 


Aipalia  tvilJt  her  Maident  to  be  mmvftd,  h&catue  At  it  »>• 

AspATiA.    Antiphila.    Olyhpias. 
Asp.  Come,  let's  be  sad  my  girls  j 
That  dovm-csat  of  thine  eye,  Olympias, 
Shews  a  fine  sorrow;  mark,  Antiphila, 
Just  sucb  another  was  the  nymph  Oenone, 
When  Paria  brought  home  Helen :  now  a  teoTi 
And  then  thou  art  a  piece  expressing  fully 
The  Carthage  Queen,  when  from  a  cold  sea  rock. 
Full  with  her  sorrow,  she  tied  fast  her  eyes 
To  the  fair  Trojan  ships,  and  having  lost  them, 
Just  3.1  thine  eyes  do,  down  stole  a  tear,  Antiphila. 
What  would  this  wencb  do,  if  she  were  Aspatis  ? 
Here  she  would  stand,  till  some  more  pitying  god 
Tum'd  her  to  marble :  'tis  enough,  my  wench  ; 
Shew  me  the  piece  of  needle-work  you  wrought. 
Ant.  Of  Ariadne,  madam  ? 
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In  this  pUc«  work  a  quirknand, 
And  o*cr  it  a  ahaDow  iiiniling  wat<>r, 
AdiI  liiD  ship  pluuffhing  it,  and  then  a  fear. 
Du  thai  fear  to  the  life  wench. 
Aat.  Twill  wron|[  the  storj-. 

A^i.  Twill  make  the  story,  wron^d  by  wanton  poeM, 
Lire  long  and  be  bcliev'd;  but  wherc's  the  lady? 
Ant.  There,  Madam. 

Axp.  He,  you  have  miat'd  it  here,  Antijiliila, 
^'ou  are  much  mist&kL'ii,  wench  ; 
These  colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  enough. 
To  show  a  soul  so  full  of  misery 
As  this  and  lady's  was  ;  du  it  by  roe, 
Dn  it  again  by  me  the  lost  Aapatia, 
And  yon  shall  find  all  true  but  the  wild  i^litnd. 
1  stand  upon  the  sea  beach  now,  and  think 
Mine  anns  thus,  and  mine  hair  blown  with  the  wind. 
Wild  as  tluit  desart,  and  let  all  about  me 
Tell  that  I  am  forsaken,  do  my  face 
(If  thou  hodst  ever  feeling  of  a  sorrow) 
^Sbl*i  thus,  Antiphila,  striTc  to  make  me  look 
^■k«  Sorrow'n  monumeut ;  and  the  trees  about  oio, 
HStt  them  be  dry  and  leaf  etesa;  let  the  rocks 
^jroaii  with  eontiriual  surges,  and  behind  me 
Make  nil  a  desolation  ;  look,  look,  wenches, 
A  mix-rnble  life  of  this  poor  picture. 
Oiytii.  Dear  madam  T 

'  *     L>  done,  sit  down,  and  let  as 
t  point  lix  all  our  oi'S,  that  point  there ; 
I  dnU  ailencc.  tiByou  feel  a  sudden  fadiiess 
W  nuls*. 

of  lilt  (xmUfdI  oM  pneu  it  Ihior  hcing  ibl*  tn 
Hi  ahich  niiiinlli  do  not  won  (iiKT-ptlbl*  cf 
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MAID*S  TRAOBDY. 

Heaven  knows  I  bare  too  many ;  do  not  mock  me ; 
Though  I  am  tame  and  bred  up  with  my  wrongi. 
Which  are  my  foster-brothers,  I  may  leap 
Lake  a  hand-wolf  into  my  natural  wilderness, 
And  do  an  outrage :  pray  thee  do  not  mock  me. 

Evad,  My  whole  life  is  so  leprous,  it  infects 
All  my  repentance :  I  would  buy  your  pardon 
Though  at  the  highest  set,  even  with  my  life. 
That  slight  contrition,  that's  no  sacrifice 
For  what  I  have  committed. 

Amm.  Sure  I  dazzle : 
There  cannot  be  a  faith  in  that  foul  woman, 
That  knows  no  god  more  mighty  than  her  mischiefs. 
Thou  dost  still  worse,  still  number  on  thy  foults, 
To  press  my  poor  heart  thus.     Can  I  believe 
There's  any  seed  of  virtue  in  that  woman 
Left  to  shoot  up,  that  dares  go  on  in  sin 
Known,  and  so  known  as  thine  is  ?     O  Evadne  1 
Would  there  were  any  safety  in  thy  sex, 
That  I  might  put  a  thousand  sorrows  off. 
And  credit  thy  repentance :  but  I  must  not ; 
Thou  hast  brought  me  to  the  dull  calamity. 
To  that  strange  misbelief  of  all  the  world, 
And  all  things  that  are  in  it,  that  I  fear 
I  shall  &11  like  a  tree,  and  find  my  grave. 
Only  rememb'ring  that  I  grieve. 

Evad,  My  lord. 
Give  me  your  griefs :  you  arc  an  innocent, 
A  soul  as  white  as  heaven ;  let  not  my  sins 
Perish  your  noble  youth :  I  do  not  fall  here 
To  shadow  by  dissembling  with  my  tears. 
As  all  say  women  can,  or  to  make  less 
What  my  hot  will  hath  done,  which  heaven  and  you 
Knows  to  be  tougher  than  the  hand  of  time 
Can  cut  from  man's  remembrance ;  no  I  do  not; 


I  do  appear  the  same,  the  sane  Emliiei 

Dreat  in  the  shamea  I  liv'd  ii 

But  these  are  names  of  honour,  to  vhat  I  aiu ; 

I  do  present  mjaelf  the  foulest  creature. 

Most  poisonous,  dangerous,  and  despis'd  of  men, 

Lcrna  e'er  bred,  or  Nilua ;  I  am  hell. 

Till  you,  my  dear  lord,  shoot  your  light  into  me. 

The  beams  of  jour  foi^iveness :  I  am  soul-uck,     ' 

And  wither  with  the  fear  of  one  condemn'd. 

Till  I  have  got  jour  pardon, 

^niin.   Rise,  Evadne. 
Those  heavenly  powers  that  put  this  good  into  thee. 
Grant  a  continuance  of  it :  I  for^ve  thee  ; 
Make  thyself  worthy  of  it,  and  take  heed, 
Take  heed,  Evadne,  this  be  serious; 
Mock  not  the  powers  above,  that  can  and  dare 
(live  thee  a  great  example  of  their  justice 
To  all  ensuing  cyt^s,  if  thou  play'st 
With  thy  repentance, 


PHILA6TER. 

Amm*  I  am  now  dissolved : 
My  frozen  soul  melts :  may  each  sin  thou  hast,  * 
Find  a  new  mercy :  rise,  I  am  at  peace : 
Had'st  thou  been  thus,  thus  excellently  good. 
Before  that  devil  king  tempted  thy  frailty. 
Sure  thou  had*st  made  a  star :  give  me  thy  hand ; 
From  this  time  I  will  know  thee,  and  as  far 
As  honour  gives  me  leave,  be  thy  Amintor : 
When  we  meet  next,  I  will  salute  thee  fairly. 
And  pray  the  gods  to  give  thee  happy  days : 
My  charity  shall  go  along  with  thee, 
Though  my  embraces  must  be  far  from  thee. 

Men*s  NcUures  more  hard  and  subtil  than  WomeiCt. 

How  stubbornly  this  fellow  answer'd  me  I 

There  is  a  vile  dishonest  trick  in  man. 

More  than  in  women :  all  the  men  I  meet 

Appear  thus  to  me,  are  harsh  and  rude. 

And  have  a  subtilty  in  every  thing, 

Which  love  could  never  know ;  but  we  fond  women 

Harbour  the  easiest  and  smoothest  thoughts, 

And  think  all  shall  go  so ;  it  is  unjust 

That  men  and  women  should  be  matcht  together. 


PHILASTER;  OR,  LOVE  LIES  A  BLEEDING:  A  TRAGI- 
COMEDY. BY  FRANCIS  BEAUMONT  AND  JOHN 
FLETCHER. 

Philaster  teiis  the  Princess  Arcthusa  how  he  first  found  the  boy 

Bcliario. 

I  have  a  boy  sent  by  the  gods, 

Not  yet  seen  in  the  court ;  hunting  the  buck, 

I  found  him  sitting  by  a  fountain  side. 

Of  which  he  borrow'd  some  to  quench  h\a  lYunX^ 


M 


A  gmilaad  )aif  In  by.  rnds  by  h 

Of  many  Mnnl  lumuM,  fand  in  te  fe^* 

8tu&  m  thtt  n^atie  order,  Oat  Oa  nnam 

DcUKlltn  1D6>    but  tfvtf  VDBtt  Bt  tUBfl 

Hii  te&dv  qpM  upon  Aaui  ba  MMdd  ««i^ 
Aaifba  mmit  to  naks  Ahd  gnv  agnn. 
Sering  HM^  praUf  hdplcaa  innaoewa 
Dwffl  in  hia  &oa,  I  aak'd  In  aO  Ua  ah>r; 
H«  tald  ma  Ort  hii  {wenta  gvBtle  &4 
Lokving  Urn  to  the  mtnj  of  tha  IMjm, 
WUdtgftTalHnMtB:  and  of  tha  oryatd  ^ik^ 
WMA  did  not  Hop  their  couiata ;  andthflaiiBa 
Viliidi  atill,  be  tbaul'd  hhn,  yielded  him  hn  li^ 
Then  took  he  up  hii  garland  and  did  shew. 
What  every  floirer,  as  country  people  bold. 
Did  ugni^ ;  and  hon  all  order'd  thus, 
Expreat  bis  gnefi  and  to  my  thoughts  did  read 
The  prettiest  lecture  of  his  country  art 
That  could  be  wish'd,  so  that,  methought,  I  could 
Have  studied  it.     I  gladlr  ratertain'd  him, 
Who  wms  as  gUd  to  follow  ;  and  have  got 
The  tnistiest,  loving'st,  and  the  gentlest  boy. 
That  ever  master  kept :  him  will  I  send 
To  wait  on  yon,  and  bear  our  bidden  love. 

Pkilmtler  prrfen  BeUano  lo  Ike  Senicr  i^lke  Prmttu 

PhL  And  thou  shall  End  her  honoiuable,  boy, 
Full  of  regard  unto  thy  tender  routh. 
For  ttune  own  modesty ;  and  for  my  sake, 
Apter  to  give,  than  thou  wilt  be  to  ask,  aye, 

BiM,  Sir,  yoQ  HA  take  me  np  whem  I  was  notUagi 
And  only  yet  am  something  by  being  yonn ; 
^•v  truited  me  unknown ;  and  that  which  joa  an  ap 
»atna  a  nrnple  iBBoeenee  m  rae, 


■  iii%fal  bare  been  craft,  tbi*  cunning  of  a  boy 
Harden'd  in  lies  and  tbcd;  yet  vtntur'd  you 
To  part  my  miseries  and  me:  for  nhich, 
I  never  can  cipect  to  serve  a  lady 
That  bears  more  honour  in  her  breot  than  you. 

Phu  But,  boy,  it  will  prefer  thee;  thou  art  young. 
And  ln-ar'sl  a  childish  overflowing  love 
To  them  that  clap  thy  cheeks  and  apeak  thee  fair  vet. 
But  when  thy  judpnent  comes  to  rule  those  iiassionE, 
Thou  wiit  remember  best  those  careful  friends 
Tliat  [ilaced  thee  in  the  noblest  way  of  life : 
She  is  a  princess  I  prefer  thee  to. 

BfU.  In  that  small  time  that  I  have  seen  the  world, 
I  never  knew  a  man  hasty  to  port 
With  a  servant  he  thought  trusty ;  I  remember, 
My  father  would  prefer  the  boys  he  kept 
To  greater  men  than  he,  but  did  it  not 
Till  they  were  grown  too  saucy  for  himself. 

P/iL  Why,  gentle  boy,  I  find  no  fault  at  all 
In  thy  behaviour. 

BrU,  Sir,  if  I  have  made 
A  fault  of  ignorance,  instruct  my  youth ; 
1  shall  be  willmg,  if  not  apt,  to  learn. 
Age  and  experience  will  adorn  my  mind 
With  InrgiT  knowledge :  and  if  1  have  done 
A  wilful  &ult,  think  me  not  past  all  hope 

what  master  holds  so  strict  a  hand 
IS  boy,  that  he  will  part  with  him 
t  one  warning?     Let  mc  be  correcrted 
Bo  bre«k  my  fttubbomncM  if  it  be  so, 

r  than  turn  me  off.  and  [  shall  mend. 
f  i%i.  Thy  love  doth  plead  so  prettily  to  stay, 
A  (trust  roe)  I  ciuld  w«rp  to  part  with  tlwe. 
I,  I  do  not  tarn  theo  off:  thou  knoweat 
lia  mv  buaineM  thai  doth  call  thee  hence, 
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And  when  thou  art  with  ber  thou  dwell'st  with  me : 

Think  so,  and  'tia  so  ;  and  when  time  is  full, 

That  thou  hast  well  diachar^'d  this  heavy  trust, 

Laid  on  so  weak  a  one,  I  will  agaiu 

With  joy  receive  thee;  as  I  live,  I  will ; 

Nay  weep  not,  gentle  boy  ;  'tis  more  than  time 

Thou  didst  attend  the  princess. 

Bell.  1  am  gone  ; 
But  since  1  am  to  part  with  you,  my  lord. 
And  none  knows  whether  I  shall  live  to  do 
More  service  for  you,  take  this  Uttle  prayer ; 
Heaven  bless  your  loves,  your  fights,  all  your  deugns. 
May  sick  men,  if  they  have  your  wish,  be  well ; 
And  heaven's  hate  those  you  curse,  though  I  be  one. 

Bellario  dcicriiei  /o  tie  Princcu  ArctAuta  I)k  mamm  of  lot 
matter  Pliihtlcri  loi-efur  hn. 

Are.  Sir,  you  are  sad  to  change  your   service,  ii't 


t  thou  Itnnw  ^ef,  and  never  yol.  knew'st 
love  ? 
Thou  art  deceiv'd,  boy.     Does  he  apeak  oF  roe 
Ab  if  he  wiah'd  roe  well? 

Stll.  If  it  be  love. 
To  for^«t  all  respect  of  his  own  iriend«i 
In  ihiukiiig  of  your  face  ;  if  it  be  love, 
Tu  sit  croBS-ami'd  aod  sig-h  away  the  daji 
Mingled  with  starts,  ciyin^  your  name  as  loud 
And  hastily,  as  roen  i'the  streets  do  fire ; 
If  it  be  lovi!  to  weep  Iiimself  away. 
When  he  but  henrs  of  any  bdy  dead, 
Or  kill'd,  because  it  might  have  been  your  chance  i 
If  irhcn  he  goes  to  rest  (which  will  not  be) 
'Twixt  every  prayer  he  says  to  nam*^  you  once. 
An  other*  drop  a  bead,  be  to  be  in  love  ; 
Then,  madam,  I  dare  swear  he  loves  you. 

Are.  O  you're  a  cunning  boy,  and  taught  to  lie 
For  your  lord'i  credit ;  but  thou  koow'st  a  Ue 
Tlwl  bean  this  sound,  is  welcomer  ta  me 
D  any  truth  that  says  he  loves  me  not. 

PhiUater  ajraJaui  of  Brliano  viDi  the  Priiian. 
\£*U.  Health  to  you,  my  lord : 

e  princess  doth  cammead  her  love,  her  life, 
1  this  unto  you. 
'.  O  DelUriu, 
r  1  [KTCcivc  she  loves  me,  she  does  shew  it 
I  loving  t)u<c,  my  boy,  she  has  nuide  thee  brave. 
[  £tll.  My  lord,  she  has  attired  me  post  my  wish. 
It  my  desert,  more  lit  for  her  attoudant, 
i|i;fa  iax  unfit  for  mo  who  do  attend. 
L.'^  Thou  art  grown  courtly,  boy.     O  let  all  woroiti 
X  love  black  deed^  learn  to  dissemble  here. 
n  by  tbii)  paper  she  does  write  to  me 
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As  if  her  heart  were  minea  of  adamant 

To  ail  the  world  besides,  but  unto  me 

A  maiden  snow  that  melted  with  mj  looks. 

Tell  me,  my  boy,  how  doth  the  princess  me  thee  ? 

For  1  shall  guess  her  love  to  me  by  that. 

Bell.  Scarce  like  her  servant,  Irat  as  if  I  were 
Something  allied  to  her  ;  or  had  preserv'd 
Her  life  three  times  by  my  fidelity ; 
As  mothers  fond  do  use  their  only  sons ; 
As  I'd  use  one  that's  left  unto  my  trust. 
For  whom  my  life  should  pay  if  he  met  harm. 
So  she  does  use  me. 

Phi.  Why  thb  is  wond'rous  well : 
But  what  kind  language  does  she  feed  thee  with  ? 

Bell.  Why,  she  does  tell  me,  she  will  trust  my  ymith 
With  all  her  loving  secrets,  and  does  call  me 
Her  pretty  servant,  bids  me  weep  no  more 
For  leaving  you  ;  she'll  see  my  services 
Regarded :  and  such  words  of  that  soft  strun, 


'  Phi.  She  kisses  thee  ? 

Bfll.  Not  ao,  my  lord. 

PhL  Come,  come,  I  koow  she  does. 

£tll.  No,  by  my  life. 
Aje,  DOW  1  Bee  why  roy  disturbed  thoughts 
Were  »o  perplext  when  first  I  went  to  her ; 
My  heart  held  augiirv-     You  are  abus'd. 
Some  villaiu  has  abus'd  youi  I  do  see 
Whereto  you  tend  ;  fall  rocks  upou  his  head, 
That  put  this  to  you  ;  'tis  some  subtil  tnun 
To  briug  that  noble  frame  of  yours  to  nought. 

Phi.  Thnu  thiiik'st  I  will  be  angry  with  thet;.     Come, 
Thou  shall  know  all  my  drift.     1  hate  her  more. 
Than  1  love  happiness,  and  plac'd  thee  there 
To  pry  with  narrow  eyes  into  her  deeds. 
Hast  thou  discover'dP  is  she  fal'n  to  lust, 
An  1  would  wish  her?     Speak  some  comfort  to  me. 

BelL  My  lord,  you  did  mistake  the  boy  you  sent : 
Had  she  B  sin  that  way,  hid  Irom  the  world, 
I  would  nut  aid 

Her  base  desires  ;  but  wh.nt  1  came  to  know 
As  servant  to  her,  I  would  not  reveal. 
To  make  my  life  last  ages. 

Phi.  O  my  heart  I  

This  is  ■  salvL'  worse  than  ihe  main  disease. 
Tell  me  thy  ihuughta :  for  I  will  know  the  leut 
That  dwells  within  thcc,  or  will  rip  thy  heart 
'^  know  it ;  I  will  sec  thy  thoughts  as  plain 
^  I  do  know  thy  face. 

BttI,  Why,  BO  you  do. 

k  is  (for  aught  1  know)  by  aJl  the  gods, 
B  chMt<>  as  ice ;  but  were  she  foul  as  hell, 
1 1  did  know  it,  thus  ;  the  breath  of  king«, 

e  ptniits  uf  nwurtls,  tortures,  nor  bulls  of  bfaasj 
'd  draw  it  from  mu. 


16  PBILABTBt. 

Phi.  ThcD  it  is  no  time 
To  dally  with  thee ;  I  will  uke  thy  life, 
For  I  do  hate  thee :  I  could  curse  thee  now. 

Bell.  If  you  do  hat«,  you  could  not  curse  ine  vone; 
The  gods  have  not  a  punishment  in  store 
(Jreatcr  for  me  than  is  your  hate. 

Phi.  Fie.  fie, 
So  young  and  so  dissembling!  fear'st  thou  not  death? 
Can  boys  contemn  that? 

Bell.  O,  what  boy  is  he 
Can  be  content  to  live  to  be  a  man, 
That  sees  the  best  of  men  thus  passionate, 
Thus  without  reason  ? 

Phi.  Oh,  but  thou  dost  not  know  what  'tis  to  die. 

Jiell.  Yes  I  do  know,  my  lord. 
'Tis  less  than  to  be  born  ;  a  lasting  sleep, 
A  quiet  resting  from  all  jealousy ; 
A  thing  we  all  pursue  ;  I  know  besides 
It  is  but  giving  over  of  a  game 
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I  cannot  urge  thee  further ;  hut  thou  wert 
To  hlame  to  injure  me,  for  1  must  love 
Thy  honest  looks,  and  take  no  revenge  upon 
Thy  tender  youth  :  a  love  from  me  to  thee 
Is  firm  whate'er  thou  dost :  it  troubles  me 
That  I  have  call'd  the  blood  out  of  thy  cheeks, 
That  did  so  well  become  thee  :  but,  g^ood  boy, 
Let  me  not  see  thee  more ;  something  is  done 
That  will  distract  me,  that  will  make  me  mad. 
If  I  behold  thee ;  if  thou  tender*st  me. 
Let  me  not  see  thee. 

BelL  I  will  fly  ks  far 
As  there  is  morning,  ere  I  give  dbtaste 
To  that  most  honour'd  mind.     But  through  these  tears, 
Shed  at  my  hopeless  parting,  I  can  see 
A  world  of  treason  practis'd  upon  you. 
And  her,  and  me.     Farewell  for  ever  more ; 
If  you  shaU  hear  that  sorrow  struck  me  dead. 
And  after  find  me  loyal,  let  there  be 
A  tear  shed  from  you  in  my  memory. 
And  I  shall  rest  at  peace. 


Bettario,  discovered  to  be  a  Woman,  confettei  the  motiioefor  her 
ditguise  to  have  been  Love  for  Prince  PhilatUr, 

My  Cither  would  oft  speak 
Your  worth  and  virtue,  and  as  I  did  gprow 
More  and  more  apprehensive,  I  did  thirst 
To  see  the  man  so  prais'd,  but  yet  all  this 
Was  but  a  maiden  longing,  to  be  lost 
As  soon  as  found,  till  sitting  in  my  window. 
Printing  my  thoughts  in  lawn,  I  saw  a  god 
I  thought  (but  it  was  you)  enter  our  gates ; 
My  blood  flew  out,  and  back  again  as  fast 
As  I  had  puft  it  forth,  and  suck*d  it  in 

breath ;  then  was  I  call'd  away  in  haito 

VOL.  ii>  c 
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To  entertain  yon.     Never  tnu  &  mm 

HesT'd  from  &  sheep-cot  to  a  Meptro,  nu*d 

So  high  in  thought!  u  I ;  joa  leA  a  kias 

Upon  these  lips  then,  which  I  mean  to  keep 

From  you  for  erer ;  I  did  hear  yon  talk 

Par  above  unging ;  after  you  were  gone, 

I  grew  acquainted  with  my  heart,  and  search'd 

What  stirr'd  it  so.     Alas  I  I  found  it  lovet 

Yet  far  from  lust,  for  could  I  hare  but  Uv'd 

In  presence  of  you,  I  had  had  my  end. 

For  this  I  did  delude  my  noble  father 

With  a  feign*d  pilgrimage,  and  dreat  mjaelf 

In  habit  of  a  boy,  and,  for  I  knew 

My  birth  no  match  for  you,  I  was  paat  hopa 

Of  having  you.     And  underEtanding  well. 

That  when  I  made  discovery  of  my  sex, 

1  could  not  stay  with  you,  I  made  a  vow 

By  all  the  most  religious  things  a  maid 

Could  call  together,  never  to  be  known, 

Whilst  there  was  hope  to  hide  me  from  men's  eyes. 
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Naharal  Antipathie*, 

Nature  that  loves  not  to  be  questioned 
Why  she  did  this,  or  that,  but  has  her  ends, 
And  knows  she  does  well,  never  gave  the  world 
Two  thmgs  so  opposite,  so  contrary, 

trenird  repreientetioni,  of  following  him  abroad  u  a  page.  It  it  so 
cameat,  ao  wdghtj,  so  rich  in  poetiy,  in  lense,  in  wit,  and  pathos,  that 
I  have  thought  fit  to  inaert  it,  aa  a  lolemn  dote  in  ftiture  to  all  tuch 
■ckly  frnciM  aa  he  there  deprecatee.  The  ttoiy  of  his  romantic  and 
unfortunate  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  Sb  GeiMrge  Moore,  the  Lady 
here  toppoted  to  be  addrett,  may  be  read  in  Walton*t  livea. 

ELEGY. 

By  our  firtt  strange  and  fatal  intenriew. 
By  all  desires  which  thereof  did  ensue. 
By  our  long  striring  hopes,  by  that  remorse 
Which  my  words*  masculhie  persuasiye  force 
Begot  in  thee,  and  by  the  memory 
Of  hurta,  which  spies  and  rivals  threatened  me, 
I  calmly  beg.     Bat  by  thy  fkther^s  wrath. 
By  all  pains  which  want  and  divorcement  hath, 
I  conjure  thee ;  and  all  the  oaths,  which  I 
And  thou  hare  sworn  to  seal  joint  constancy, 
I  here  unswear,  and  overswear  them  thus  : 
Thou  shalt  not  love  by  means  so  dangerous. 
Temper,  O  fair  love,  lovers  impetuous  rage ; 
Be  my  true  mistress,  not  my  fe^ed  page, 
m  go,  and,  by  thy  kind  leave,  leave  behind 
Thee,  only  worthy  to  nurse  in  my  mind 
Thirst  to  come  back ;  O,  if  thou  die  before. 
My  soul  from  other  lands  to  thee  shall  soar. 
Thy  (else  almighty)  boanty  cannot  move 
Rage  from  the  seas,  nor  thy  love  teach  them  love^ 
Nor  tame  wild  Boreas*  harshness ;  thou  hast  read 
How  roughly  he  in  pieces  shivered 
The  fidr  Orithea,  whom  he  swore  he  loT*d. 
Fall  ill  or  good,  *tis  madness  to  have  proved 
Dangers  unurg'd ;  feed  on  this  flattery. 
That  absent  lovers  one  in  th'  other  be. 
Dissemble  nothing,  not  a  boy,  nor  change 
Thy  body's  habit,  nor  mind ;  be  not  strange 
To  thyself  only.     All  will  sp^  in  thy  fi^e 
A  blushing  womanly  discoveiiDg  giace. 

c2 
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As  he  and  I  am :  if  a  howl  of  blood 

DrawD  from  tbb  arm  of  mine  would  pcdson  thee, 

A  draught  of  hia  would  cure  tbee. 

Interetl  m  Firtae. 

Why,  my  lord,  are  you  bo  moved  at  this  ? 

When  any  falla  from  virtue,  I  am  distract, 
I  have  an  interest  in't. 

Richlf  cl«th'd  ipet  m  oll'd  mpn,  Mid  u  mm* 
Eclipi'd  u  briglii  ire  all  t)u  moon  tlt«  mooD. 
Men  of  PniDCQ,  chuignblD  omeUoos, 
SinlLlca  or  diteuea,  ihopi  of  fuhioiu, 
LiTCt'  fitellen^  and  the  ligbteit  compuij 

Will  too  too  quickly  koDW  th(c  ;  and  >lu, 
Th'  indifferent  Ilalian,  u  we  pau 
Hia  wirm  land,  veil  conlcni  to  think  Ihec  p^c, 
Wili  hunt  tface  vith  luch  luat,  and  hideoua  nge. 
Ai  Lot't  iiiir  gueiil>  nere  lext.     Dul  Done  of  tine. 
Nor  apungj  Aydroptiquo  Dutch  ihaU  thee  diapleue, 
If  ihou  (lay  hero.     O  aiaj  here ;  tor.  Tot  (hee 
EngUnd  is  only  a  worthy  gallery. 


LnuippJa,  the  Sin^t  Son,  Utkri  to  miilfru  Bacha,  a  Widow , 
but  bving  qtieilvmcd  by  kit  FalJifT,  to  preMerve  her  honour 
iwean  that  ike  a  thatte.  Thr  old  King  admirri  tier,  and  m 
flW  credit  of  thai  IMl/i,  wAiie  hu  Son  u  atnenl.  mnmct  Jkrr. 
Leuappat,  when  hr  diicoveri  the  dreadful  amtcqurncet  t^lke 
deceit  ivhich  he  had  uied  to  hit  FalAer,  amiuelt  hu/riemi 
fimmui  nmer  lo  ipeak  afalirhood  in  anif  cair. 

LeU'  Mir  ain,  Ismenus,  has  wrought  all  this  ill : 
And  I  beseech  thee  to  be  wam'd  by  me, 
.\nd  do  not  lie,  if  &ny  maa  should  asL  thee 
But  hoo)  ihou  dott,  or  what  a  clock  'tis  now, 
tie  sure  thou  do  not  lie,  maJce  no  excuse 
For  him  that  is  most  Dear  thee  :  never  let 

officious  falsehood  'scape  thy  tongue ; 
they  kbove  (that  are  entirely  truth) 

II  make  that  seed  which  thou  hast  sown  of  lies, 
Twld  miseries  a  thousand  fold 
Upon  thine  head,  as  they  have  done  on  mine. 

L^Tuipptti  and  hii  ifictfd  Jlttilher-in4aw,  BaeAa,  are  left  alone 

lagetAerfor  lAtJSrit  lime  afier  hi-r  jaamagr  with  the  king,  hu 

Fatker. 

BatA.  He  stands 
As  if  he  grew  there,  with  his  eyes  on  earth. 
Sir,  you  and  I  tthen  we  were  last  together 
Kept  not  this  distance,  as  we  were  afraid 
<>f  blasting  by  ourselves. 

Am.  Madam,  'tis  true. 
Meaven  pardon  it. 

Bach.  Amen,  sir;  you  may  think 

I  have  ione  you  urong  in  thii  stninge  tnu'ni^' 


For 
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heu.  'Tis  paat  now. 

Back.  But  it  was  no  &ult  of  mine : 
The  world  had  catl'd  me  mad,  bad  I  refiu'd 
The  kiDg :  nor  laid  I  any  train  to  catdi  Um, 
It  was  your  own  oaths  did  it. 

Leu.  Tis  a  truth, 
Itiat  t^keB  my  sleep  away ;  but  would  to  heaven, 
If  it  had  BO  bees  pleas'd,  you  had  refiis'd  him. 
Though  I  had  gratified  that  courtesy 
With  having  you  myself:  but  since  'tis  thus, 
I  do  beseech  you  that  you  will  be  honest 
From  henceforth ;  and  Dot  abuse  his  eredulona  age, 
Which  you  may  easily  do.     As  for  myself. 
What  I  can  sayi  you  know  alas  too  well. 
Is  tied  within  me ;  here  it  will  sit  like  lead, 
But  shall  offend  no  other,  it  will  pluck  me 
Back  from  my  entrance  into  any  mirth. 
As  if  a  servant  came  and  whisper'd  with  me 
<  K  ^...T,..  lri.-iul's  iit-arh  :  but  I  will  boar  my-'M 
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'1  a  weakness  in  myself 
Tliat  cwj  deny  you  nothing ;  if  you  tiinpt  me 
I  shal!  embrace  sin  as  it  were  a  friend. 
Anii  run  to  meet  it. 

Leu.  If  you  knew  how  far 
It  were  from  me,  you  would  not  iirge  an  oath. 

But  for  your  tatb^tJon,  when  I  tempt  you 

Bach.  Swear  not.    I  cannot  move  him.    This  sad  talk 
Of  tbingB  past  help,  does  not  become  us  well. 
Shall  I  scud  one  for  my  musicians,  and  we'll  dance  ? 
Lm.   Dance,  madam  7 
Bath.   Yes,  a  lavolta. 
/rffu.  I  cannot  dance,  madam. 
^    Bath.  Th&n  let'i  he  mern-. 
^^m  Jjtu.  I  am  as  my  fortunes  bid  me. 
^^Do  not  von  ice  me  sour? 
^M  Bach.   Yes. 
^^Knd  why  think  you  I  smile  ? 
^^B  Lnt.  I  am  so  far  from  any  joy  myself, 
^HcAnnot  fancy  a  cause  of  mirth. 

Barh.  I'll  tell  you.     We  arc  a1on<'. 
Lru.  Alone! 
Bach.   Yes. 

Lttu.  "Pis  true :  what  then  ? 
Bach.  What  then  ? 
Ynu  make  my  smiling  now  break  into  laughter : 
What  think  you  is  to  be  done  then  ? 

Leu.  Wp  should  pray  to  heaven  for  mercy. 
Bach.  Pray  1  that  were  a  way  indeed 
To  poM  the  time. 

Ltm.  1  dare  not  think  I  understand  you. 
Baeh.  I  rami  teach  ymi  then.     Come  kiss  an 
L*m.  Kiss  you? 
^—^  Saeh.  Ym,  he  not  ashum'd : 
^■|iDB  did  it  not  yt>Hrui}t,  I  will  forgive  jou. 


Ztfu.  Keep,  you  displeased  ^ods,  tlw  dna  m 
I  ought  to  bear  unto  tbii  wicked  woman. 
As  she  is  now  my  mother !  haste  within  me. 
Lest  I  add  sinB  to  sins,  till  no  repentance 
Will  cure  me, 

BiKh.  Leave  these  melancholy  moodst 
That  I  may  swear  thee  welcome  on  thy  Ups 
A  titousand  times. 

I,eu.  Pray  leave  this  wicked  talk  i 
You  do  not  know  to  what  my  father's  inaag 
May  ui^  me. 

Bach.  I'm  careless,  and  do  weigh 
The  world,  my  life,  and  all  my  afler  hopes, 
Nothinfi:  without  thy  love :  mistake  me  not. 
Thy  love,  as  I  have  had  it,  free  and  open 
As  wedlock  is  within  itself,  what  say  yon? 

Lev.  Nothing. 

Bach.  Pity  me,  behold  a  duchess 
Kneels  for  thy  mercy.     What  answer  will  you  give? 


CUPID'S  REVE.VGK. 

If  joa  speak,  I  wil)  not  follow  your  counsel, 
Neither  will  I  tell  the  world  to  jour  iliagrace. 
But  give  you  the  just  honour 
That  is  due  from  me  to  my  father's  wife. 

Jiack.  Lord,  how  full  of  wise  formality  you're  ( 
Of  bte :  bul  you  were  telling  me. 
You  could  have  wish'd  that  I  had  married  you ; 
If  you  will  swear  so  yet,  I'll  make  away 
The  king. 

Lieu.  You  are  a  stnnnpet. 

Bach.  Nay  I  core  not 
For  all  your  railings :  they  will  batter  walls 
And  tak«  in  towns  as  bood  as  iroulile  mc: 
Tell  him ;  I  care  not ;  I  shall  undo  you  only, 
^^'hich  is  no  matter. 

Lru.  I  appeal  to  you. 
Still,  and  for  ever,  that  are  and  cannot  be  others 
Madam,  1  see  'tis  in  your  power 
To  work  your  will  on  him :  and  1  desire  you 
To  lay  what  trains  you  will  for  my  wish'd  death. 
But  fuffvr  him  to  Gad  his  quiet  grave 
In  peac*;  alas  he  never  did  you  wrong; 
And  brtber  1  beseech  you  pardon  mc 
For  the  ill  word  I  gave  you,  for  however 
You  may  deserve,  it  beeame  not  me 
To  eaU  you  so,  but  passion  urges  me 
1  know  not  whither ;  my  heart  break  now,  and  e- 
vnr. 
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THE  FAITHR'L  SHEPHERDESS.    BV  JOHN 

Clorm,  a  Skepitrdtu,  valeting  bt/  He  Grate  <^  her  Later,  k 
found  by  a  Satyr, 

Ctor.  Hail  holy  earth,  vhoee  cold  u-ou  do  embnoe 
The  truest  man  that  ever  fed  hia  flocka 
Bjr  the  tat  plains  of  fruitful  Thewaly. 
Thus  I  salute  thy  grave,  thug  do  I  pay 
My  early  tows,  and  tribute  of  mine  eyes, 
To  thy  still  loTed  ashes ;  thus  I  free 
Myself  frvm  all  ensuing  heats  and  firei 
Of  love  :  all  sports,  delights,  and  jolly  gsmes, 
That  shepherds  hold  full  dear,  thus  put  I  off. 
Now  no  more  shall  these  smooth  brows  be  b^irt 
With  youthful  coronals,  and  lead  the  dance.  * 

No  more  the  company  of  fresh  fair  maids 
And  wanton  shepherds  be  to  me  delightful : 
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Only  remeni'bring  what  my  youth  did  piia 

In  thp  dark  hidden  virtuous  use  of  herbs. 

That  will  I  pra«ice,  &nd  as  freely  give 

All  my  endeavours,  as  I  gain'd  them  free. 

Of  all  green  wounds  I  know  the  remedies 

In  men  or  cattcl,  be  they  stung  with  snakes. 

Or  charm'd  with  powerfiil  words  of  wicked  art ; 

Or  be  they  love-sick,  or  through  too  much  heat 

Grown  wild,  or  lunatic ;  their  eyes,  or  ears, 

Thick'ned  with  misty  film  of  dulling  rheum  : 

These  I  can  cure,  such  secret  virtue  lies 

In  herbs  applied  by  a  virgin's  hand. 

My  meat  shall  be  what  these  wild  woods  afford. 

Berries  and  chestnuts,  planlaJn?,  on  whose  cheeks 

The  sun  sits  smiling,  and  the  lofty  fruit 

Pull'd  from  the  fair  head  of  the  straight-grown  pine, 

(hi  these  I'll  feed  with  free  content  and  rest, 

■n  night  shall  blind  the  world,  by  thy  side  hl«st. 


KlThei 


A  Satyr  enleri. 

Satyr.  Thorough  yon  same  bending  plain 
That  flings  his  arms  down  to  the  main. 
And  through  these  thick  woods  have  I  run. 
Whose  bottom  never  kist  the  sun. 
the  lusty  spring  began, 
to  please  my  master  Pan, 
ive  I  trotted  without  rest 
get  him  hvil ;  for  at  a  feast 
entBTttitiK  this  coming  night 
paramour  tho  Syrinx  bright: 
brhold  a  iiurer  sight  ! 
that  heavenly  form  of  thine, 
fbtcflt  fair,  thou  art  divine, 

from  great  Immortal  nu« 
Um  godir  for  in  thy  Acq 


Bart  ae  agjiei  far  a  ^shb, 

TkKanof  tfaai  htsaouj  iiMat 
The  grtmt  gud  I^  himself  doth  ft: 
AO  theae,  aad  what  the  woodi  an  ykU, 
Ths  hnginig  momitaia,  or  the  fieid 
I  Avelj  oflb-,  and  ere  kmg 

brn^  fon.  mora,  more  iweet  and  itroii 
Smt,  bmubljr  le«Te  I  Uke, 
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It  the  great  Pan  do  awake, 

sleeping  Ues  in  a  deop  glade, 

r  a  broad  beechea  shade. 

It  go,  I  n 
Swifter  than  the  fiery  sun.  [Exit. 

Clor.  And  all  my  fears  go  with  thee. 
What  greatness,  or  what  private  hidden  power. 
Is  there  iu  me  to  draw  submission 
From  this  rude  man  and  beast?  sure  I  am  mortal: 
The  daughter  of  a  shepherd  ;  he  was  mortal. 
And  she  that  bore  me  mortal ;  pric-k  my  hand 
And  it  will  bleed ;  a  fever  shakes  me,  and 
The  self    same   wind  that  makes   the    young   lambs 

shrink, 
Makes  me  a-cold :  my  fear  says  I  am  mortal : 
Vet  1  have  heard  (my  mother  told  it  me) 
And  now  I  do  believe  it,  if  1  keep 
My  virgin  flower  uncropt,  pure,  chaste,  and  fair  : 
No  goblin,  wood-god,  fairy,  elf,  or  Send, 
Satyr,  or  other  power  that  haunts  the  groves, 
Shall  hurt  my  body,  or  fay  vain  illusion 
Draw  me  to  wander  after  idle  fires. 
Or  Toic«s  calling  me  in  dead  of  night 
To  make  me  follow,  and  so  tole  me  on 
Through  mire,  and  standing  pools,  to  find  my  mill. 
Elae  why  should  this  rough  thing,  who  never  knew 
MaoDer^  nor  smooth  humanity,  whose  hrati 
Arc  rougher  than  himself,  and  more  misshapen, 
Thtis  mildly  kneel  to  me  ?  Sure  there's  a  power 
In  that  great  name  of  Virgin,  that  binds  fast 
All  rude  uncivil  bloods,  all  appetites 
Thai  brrak  their  confines.     Then,  strong  Chastity, 
Be  thou  my  strongest  guard ;  for  here  IU  dwell 
~n  DjpotitjoB  agi)B*t  fiUe  and  hell.- 


ao 
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Pciigol  and  Amoret  appoini  lo  meet  at  lie  Ftrtmevt  Wet 
Peru  Stay,  geulle  Amoret,  thou  fkir-broir*d  c 
Thy  ahepherd  prays  thee  stay,  that  holds  thee  dear. 
Equal  with  his  soul's  good. 

Amo,  Speak,  I  give 
Thee  freedom,  shepherd,  and  thy  tonnite  be  atili 
The  Mine  it  ever  was,  a&  free  from  ill. 
As  he  whose  conversation  never  knew 
The  court  or  city,  be  thou  ever  true. 

Peri.  Whcu  I  (all  off  from  my  affcctioQ, 
Or  mingle  my  clean  thoi^hts  with  ill  desires. 
First  let  our  great  God  cease  to  keep  my  flocks. 
That  being  left  alone  without  a  gruiird. 
The  wolf,  or  winter's  rage,  summer's  great  boat. 
And  want  of  water,  rots,  or  what  to  us 
or  ill  is  yet  unknown,  full  speedily, 
And  in  thrar  general  ruin,  let  me  feeL 

Atito.  I  pray  thee,  gentle  shepherd,  wish  not  sc 
I  do  believe  thee,  'tis  as  hard  for  me 
To  think  thee  false,  and  harder  than  for  thee 
To  hold  me  fold. 

Peri.  O  you  are  fairer  fiir 
Than  the  chaste  blushing  morn,  or  that  fdr  star 
That  guides  the  wand'ring  sea-men  through  the  d«i 
Straiter  than  straitest  pine  upon  the  steep 
Head  of  an  aged  mountain,  and  more  white 
Than  the  new  milk  we  strip  before  day-light 
From  the  full-freighted  ba^s  of  our  fair  flocks. 
Yuur  hair  more  beauteous  than  those  hanging  lock| 
Of  young  Apollo. 

Amo.  Shepherd,  be  not  lost, 
Y'arc  sail'd  too  br  already  from  the  cout 
Of  our  discourse.. 


SI 
',  Did  you  not  teU  d 

it  love  aloae,  I  should  nut  lost! 
y  paagions,  vowb,  uud  lioly  oatba, 
t  to  heaven  ?  did  you  not  pve  your  hand, 
Evvn  that  toir  hand,  in  hostage  ?    Do  not  then 
Give  baric  again  those  iwecta  to  other  men, 
You  younmlf  Tow'd  were  mine. 

Amo.   Shepherd,  so  far  as  maidcD's  modesty 
May  give  assurance,  1  am  once  more  thine. 
()iice  mure  1  pve  my  h&nd ;  he  ever  free 
From  that  great  foe  to  faith,  fuul  jealousy. 

Prri.  I  take  itas  my  i>est  good  ;   and  desire. 
For  stronger  confirmation  of  our  love. 
To  meet  this  happy  night  in  that  fair  grove. 
Where  all  true  shepherds  have  rewarded  been 
For  their  long  service.     Say,  sweet,  shall  it  hold  ? 

Amo.  Dear  fi-iend,  you  must  not  blame  me  if  I  make 
A  doubt  of  what  the  silent  night  may  do  — 
Maids  must  be  fearful. 

/Wi.  O  do  not  wrong  my  honest  simple  truth, 
Myself  and  my  affections  arc  as  pure 
Ai  those  chaste  flnmcs  that  bum  before  the  sbriue 
Of  the  great  Dian  :  only  my  intent 
To  draw  you  thither,  was  to  plight  our  troths. 
With  iDttrrchangc  of  mutual  chaste  embraces, 
And  ceremonious  tying  of  ourselves. 
I'or  \a  that  holy  wood  is  consecrate 
A  \'inuous  Well,  about  whose  flowery  bank; 
The  ntiublc-fuuted  fairii-4  dnnce  their  rounds 
By  thr  [wlc  tnoon-skiue,  dipping  oftentimes 
Tlwiir  stoli-D  children,  to  In  make  them  free 
From  dying  flesh,  and  dull  mortality. 
By  this  lair  fount  hnth  many  a  ihopherd  iwora 
AJid  given  away  Uin  (reedoni,  many  a  troth 
^^«n  plight,  which  neitlii-r  rnvy  nor  old  t\ine 
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Could  ever  break,  with  many  &  chaste  kiss  giTen 
In  hope  of  coming'  happiness ;  by  this 
Fresh  fountain  many  a  blushing  inaid 
Hath  crown'd  the  head  of  her  long  lored  ah^therd 
With  gaudy  flowera,  whilst  he  happy  sung 
Lays  of  his  love  and  dear  captivity. 
There  grow  all  herba  fit  to  cool  looser  flames 
Our  sensual  parts  provoke  ;  chiding  our  bloods, 
Aud  qucnchin;;  by  their  power  those  bidden  sparks 
That  else  would  break  out,  and  provoke  our  sense 
To  open  firos — ao  virtuous  ia  that  place- 
Then,  gentle  ahcpherdeas,  believe  and  grant; 
In  troth  it  fits  not  with  that  face  to  scant. 
Your  ftuthful  shepherd  of  those  chaste  desires 
He  ever  aim'd  aU 

Ano.  Thou  hast  prevail'd  ;  farewell ;  this  coming  nigfat 
Shall  crown  thy  chaate  hopes  with  long  wish'd  delight. — 

7Hctio(,  admiring  Ihe  couitanry  of  Clorin  Ut  ktr  dead  Loerr, 
ryVrti  Ihe  luil  of  Cloe. 
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How  the  ronvey'd  him  anAly  in  a  sleep. 
His  temples  bound  with  poppy,  to  the  stt^p 
Head  of  old  Latmus,  where  she  stoops  each  night. 
Gilding  the  mountains  with  her  bmther'a  light, 
Ti)  kiss  her  sweetest. 

7X?.   I'ar  from  me  ntt  these 
Hot  flashes,  bred  from  waotoD  heat  and  case. 
I  have  fui^t  what  lov<^  and  loving  meant ; 
Rliimiis,  BOngii.  and  meny  rounds,  that  oft  are  sent 
To  the  mR  cars  of  maids,  are  strangle  to  me  ; 
Only  I  live  to  admire  a  chastity. 
That  neither  pleasing  age,  smooth  tongue,  or  gold. 
Could  ever  break  upon,  so  pure  a  mold 
Is  that  her  mind  was  catt  in ;  'tis  to  her 
I  only  am  reserv'd  ;  she  is  my  form  I  stir 
By.  breathe  and  move,  'tis  she  and  only  she 
Cvt  make  me  happy,  or  gire  ine  misery. 

Clof.  Good  shepherd,  may  a  stranger  crave  to  Lnow 
To  whom  lliis  dear  observance  you  do  owe  ? 

Tif,  You  may,  and  by  her  virtue  learn  to  square 
And  level  out  your  life ;  for  to  be  fair 
And  nothing  virtuous,  only  fits  the  eye 
Of  gaudy  youth  and  swelling  vanity. 
Then  know,  she's  call'd  the  Virgin  of  the  Grove, 
She  thai  Imth  long  since  buried  her  chaste  love, 
Ami  now  lives  by  his  fjnvv,  for  whose  dear  soul 

(She  liath  vow'd  herself  into  the  holy  roll 
pf  ■trict  virginity;  'tis  her  I  so  admire, 
Ngt  any  looser  blood,  or  new  desire. 
'nmol  lorei  Clorrn  ^1  frmt  to  gaim  Ait  mJ. 
Clor.  i>h<>pherd,  how  ram'st  thou  hither  to  this  place  r 
lb  way  is  trodden  ;  all  the  verdant  grass 
Tbe  spring  shot  up.  stands  yet  unbruised  here 
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Of  any  foot,  only  the  d^pled  deer 

Far  from  th«  fe&red  aound  of  crooked  bom 

Dwells  io  this  fastaess. 

The.  Chaster  tfaAu  the  mom, 
I  have  not  nand'red,  or  by  strong  UlunOT 
Into  this  virtuous  place  have  made  intnuion  : 
But  hither  am  I  come  (believe  me,  &ir,) 
To  seek  you  out,  of  whose  great  good  the  air 
Is  full,  and  strongly  labours,  whilst  the  sound 
Breaks  against  heaven,  and  drives  into  a  stound 
The  amazed  shepherd,  that  such  virtue  can 
Be  resident  in  lesser  than  a  man. 

Clor.  It  any  art  I  have,  or  hidden  skill, 
May  cure  thee  of  disease,  or  fest«r'd  ill. 
Whose  grief  or  greenness  to  another's  eye 
May  seem  unpossible  of  remedy, 
I  dare  yet  undertake  it. 

Th«.  'Tis  no  pain 
I  suffer  through  disease,  no  beating  vein 
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II  and  thy  idle  passions,  that  the  si^ht 
Of  death  and  speedy  vengeance  may  not  fright 
Thy  very  soul  with  horror. 

The.  Let  me  not 
CThou  at)  perfectioo)  merit  such  a  btot 
For  my  tnu:  lealous  &ith. 
■  Clor.  DaresI  thou  abide 
To  see  this  holy  earth  at  once  divide 
And  give  her  body  up  t  for  sure  it  will. 
If  thou  puTsu'st  with  wanton  flames  lo  li!l 
This  hallow'il  place ;  therefore  repeat  and  go, 
Uliilst  I  with  praise  appease  his  ghost  below  ; 
That  else  would  tell  thee,  what  it  were  to  be 
A  rival  in  that  virtuous  lof  e  that  he 
Embraces  yet. 

Tht.  'Tis  not  the  white  or  red 
lohahits  in  your  cheek,  that  ih\i%  can  wed 
My  mind  to  adoration  ;  nor  your  eye, 
Though  it  be  full  and  fair,  your  forehead  high. 
And  smooth  as  Peiops'  shouhler :  not  the  smile. 
Lies  watching  In  those  dimples  to  beguile 
The  easy  soul ;  your  hands  aud  fingers  long 
With  veins  enamel'd  richly  ;  nor  your  tongue, 
Though  it  spoke  sweeter  than  Arion's  harp ; 
Your  hair,  wove  into  many  a  cunous  warp. 
Able  in  endless  error  to  enfold 
The  wand'ring  soul ;  nor  the  true  perfect  nkold 
Of  all  your  body,  which  as  pure  doth  shew 
In  maiden  wtuleness  as  the  Alpsian  anow  : 
All  thesi',  were  but  your  constancy  away, 
Would  please  me  less  than  a  black  stormy  day 
The  wretched  seaman  tolling  through  th«  derp. 
But  whilst  this  honour'd  strictoeaa  you  dare  keep, 
Though  all  the  pUgtws  that  e'er  Ivgottcn  were 
In  the  groat  womb  of  air,  were  iwlOed  liciei 
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Id  oppoaition,  I  would,  like  the  tne. 

Shake  off  those  drops  of  weakness,  and  be  free. 

Even  in  the  arm  of  danger. 

Clor.  Wouldat  tbou  have 
Me  raise  again  (fond  man)  from  ulent  gmrei 
Those  Bparka  that  long  ago  were  buried  here 
With  my  dead  friend's  cold  ashes  ? 

The.  Dearest  dear, 
I  dare  not  ask  it,  nor  you  must  not  grant. 
Stand  strongly  to  your  vow,  and  do  not  bint. 
Remember  how  he  lov'd  ye ;  and  be  still 
The  same,  opinion  speaks  ye  ;  let  not  will. 
And  that  great  god  of  women,  appetite, 
Sat  up  your  blood  again ;  do  not  invite 
Desire  and  Fancy  from  their  long  exile, 
To  set  them  once  more  in  a  pleasing  smile- 
Be  like  a  rock  made  firmly  up  'gainst  all 
The  power  of  angry  heaven,  or  the  strong  fall 
Of  Neptune's  battery  ;  if  ye  yield,  I  die 
To  all  affection :   'tis  that  loyalty. 
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'  With  fluch  force,  that  !  their  god. 

Three  times  striking  with  my  rod, 

Could  not  keep  them  in  their  ranks? 

My  fishes  shoot  into  the  banks. 

There's  not  one  that  »tays  and  feeds. 

All  have  hid  them  in  the  weeds- 
Here's  a  mortal  almost  dead 

Fal'n  into  my  river  bead. 

Hallow'd  so  with  many  a  spell, 

Tltal  till  now  none  ever  fell. 

'Tis  a  female  young  and  clear. 

Cast  in  by  some  ravisher. 

See  upon  her  breast  a  wound. 

On  which  there  is  no  ploister  bound. 

Yet  she's  warm,  her  pulses  beat, 

lis  a  tiga  of  life  and  heat. 

If  thou  be'st  3  virjfin  pure, 

1  can  give  a  present  cure. 

Take  a  drop  into  thy  wound 

From  my  watry  locks,  more  round 

Thsn  orient  pearl,  and  far  more  pure 

Than  unchaste  ficsh  may  endure. 

See  she  pants,  and  from  her  flesh 

The  warm  blood  gusheth  oul  nfresh. 

She  is  an  unpolluted  maid ; 

I  must  have  this  bleeding  staid. 

From  my  banks  I  pluck  this  flower 

^\1lh  holy  hand,  whose  virtuous  power 

Is  at  once  to  heal  ojid  draw. 

The  blood  returns.     I  never  saw 

A  fairer  mortal.     Now  doth  break 

llcr  deadly  slumber,     ^'irgin,  speak. 

Amu.  VVTio  hmh  restored  my  sense,  given  n 
breath. 
K^d  broafrhl  we  back  out  of  the  nnns  of  ixfC^'i 
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River  God.  I  have  heal'd  thy  womids. 

Amo.  Ah  lae  I 

River  God.  Fear  not  hini  that  ■uoeotir'd  tbee. 
I  am  this  {buntain's  god ;  b^w 
My  waters  to  a  river  grow, 
And  'twixt  two  banke  with  oners  set. 
That  only  prosper  in  the  wet, 
Through  the  meadows  do  they  glidci 
Wheeling  still  on  every  side, 
Sometimes  winding  round  ftbout, 
To  find  the  evenest  channel  out ; 
And  if  thou  wilt  go  with  me, 
Leaving  mortal  company, 
In  the  cool  streams  shalt  thou  lie. 
Free  from  harm  as  well  as  I. 
I  will  give  thee  for  thy  food. 
No  fish  that  useth  in  the  mud. 
But  trout  and  pike  that  love  to  swim 
Where  the  (iraveJ  from  the  brim 
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TTimk  not  Itack,  or  netel,  or  load, 
Will  bite  Oitffaot,  when  thou  hast  trod  ; 
Nor  Ul  the  water  rising  high. 
At  thou  KodeH  in,  make  thee  cry 
And  tui,  but  ever  Uve  with  me. 
And  not  a  mave  ehall  trouble  thee. 

Amo.  Immorul  power,  that  rulcst  thU  holy  flood  ; 
I  know  mj-wlf  unworthy  to  be  wood 
By  thee,  a  god  :  for  ere  thb,  but  for  thee, 
I  should  have  shown  my  weak  mortality. 
Besides,  by  holy  oath  betwixt  us  twain, 
I  am  betrath'd  unto  a  shepherd  awaia, 
Whuse  comely  face,  1  know,  the  gods  above 
May  make  me  leave  to  see,  but  not  to  love. 

Ricer  Gnd.  May  he  prove  to  thee  as  true. — 
Fairest  virgin,  now  adieu, 
I  mu»t  make  my  wateri  fly. 
Lest  th«y  leave  their  channels  dry. 
And  bvttsta  that  come  unto  the  sprin^r 
Mis*  their  morning's  watering : 
Which  I  would  not,  for  of  late 
All  the  neighbour  people  sate 
On  my  banks,  and  from  the  fold 
Two  white  lambs  of  three  weeks  old 
Ofler'd  to  my  deity  : 
For  which  this  year  they  shall  be  free 
From  mgiwir  floods,  that  as  they  pass 
Leave  their  gravel  in  the  grass : 
Nor  shall  tht^r  mead»  be  overflown. 
When  their  grass  is  newly  mown, 

Amo.  For  thy  kindness  to  me  showai 
Ncrer  from  thy  b«nkB  be  blown 
L  with  windy  forc«, 


Cross  thy  Btreanu  to  tHo^  thy  cohtm  : 
May  no  beast  that  comes  to  drink) 
With  hia  horns  cast  down  thy  brink ; 
May  none  that  for  thy  fish  do  look) 
Cut  thy  banks  to  damm  thy  brook : 
Bore-foot  may  no  neighbour  mde 
In  thy  cool  streams,  wife  nor  maid, 
When  the  spawn  on  atones  do  Ue, 
To  wash  their  hemp,  and  spoil  the  fry. 

River  God.  Thanks,  virgin,  I  must  down  ^ain. 
Thy  wound  will  put  thee  to  no  pun : 
Wonder  not  so  soon  'tis  gone ; 
A  holy  hand  was  laid  upon. 

[If  sll  the  part*  of  thu  Flay  hkd  beca  in  taiiw>ii  mitk  Aw 
innocent  sccd«i,  uid  >w«et  lyric  iDtermixtorei,  it  had  be^  > 
Poem  lit  to  Tie  with  Comnsor  the  Arcsdi*,  to  hive  been  pat  into 
the  bandi  of  boya  and  virpna,  to  have  made  matter  for  yomg 
dreama,  like  the  lotes  of  Henoia  and  Lyaandcr.  Bat  ■  ipotiiO* 
the  face  of  thi<  moon. — Nothing  ahort  of  inAitaation  cooUhnC 
driven  Fletcher  upon  mixing  up  with  thia  bleueduew  aneh  a 
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Ploiomy,  JChtg  of  Egypt,  pretenit  to  Cmtar  the  head  ofpon^tey. 
Ctriar  reiuJtei  lie  Egi/pliani  for  lAeir  treachery  and  ingra- 
iiii.de. 

C^sAft,   Anthony,   Dollabela,  Sceva,  Roman*; 

Ftolomy,  PHOTiNt;s,  Achillas,  Egypliant. 

Pho.  Hail,  conqueror  and  head  of  all  the  world. 

Now  ihi*  head's  off. 
Ca...  Hal 
Pho.  Do  not  shun  me,  Cssar. 

From  kingly  Ptolemy  1  bring  this  present. 

The  crown  and  sweat  of  thy  Pharsalian  labour; 

The  g>uai  and  mark  of  high  ambitious  honour. 

Before,  iby  victory  had  no  name,  Cxsar ; 

Thy  travail  and  thy  losa  of  blood  no  recompeace ; 

Thou  cfrcam'dst  of  bring-  worthy  and  of  war ; 

And  all  thy  furious  conflicta  were  but  slumbera; 

Here  they  take  life,  here  they  inherit  honour. 

Grow  fix'd  and  shoot  up  everlasting  triumphs. 

Take  it  and  look  upon  thy  humble  servant. 

With  noble  eyes  look  on  the  princely  Ptolomy, 

Tliat  offpni  with  this  head,  moat  mighty  Cssar, 

What  thou  would'st  once  have  given  for't,  all  Egypt. 
Aeh.  Nor  do  not  i]uestion  il,  nioiit  royal  conqueror. 

Nor  disrsteem  the  benefit  that  meets  thn.-, 

B*cauao  'tis  easily  got,  it  conies  the  safer. 
^^^  let  mo  UiH  ihoe,  motit  imperious  Cesar, 
HAwugh  he  nppoa'il  no  strength  of  swords  to  win  this, 
^^kw  labour'd  through  no  showera  of  darts  and  kncfs. 
^^nt  here  be  found  a  fort  that  faced  him  fltrongly, 
^Hu  inward  war;  lie  was  his  gnadure'a  (ucat. 
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Friend  to  hiB  fother,  &nd  when  he  was  eipdl'd 
And  beaten  from  this  kingdom  by  strong  hand, 
And  had  none  left  him  to  restore  his  honour. 
No  hope  to  find  a  friend  in  luch  a  misery; 
Then  in  stept  Pompey,  took  his  feeble  fortune, 
Streugthen'd  and  cherish'd  it,  and  set  it  right  i^aiiu 
This  was  a  lo^e  to  Csesar  I 

See.  Give  me  hate,  gods. 

Pho.  This  Ciesar  may  account  a  little  wirkod; 
Hut  yet  remember,  if  thine  ovru  hands,  conqueror, 
Had  fall'n  upon  him,  what  it  had  been  then ; 
If  thine  own  sword  had  touch'd  his  throat,  what  that 
He  was  thy  son-in-law,  there  to  be  tainted 
Had  been  most  terrible :  let  the  worst  be  render'd. 
We  have  deserr'd  for  keeping  thy  hands  incoeenL 

Ca».  O  Sceva,  Sceva,  see  that  head ;  at 
The  head  of  godlike  Pompey. 

See..  Hq  was  basely  niin'd. 
But  let  the  gods  be  griev'd  that  suSer'd  it, 


k 


TUB  FALSE  ONS.  43 

If  thy  great  tpirjt  can  ht«r,  I  muBt  task  thee : 
Thou'st  most  unnobly  rohb'd  me  of  lay  victory. 
My  love  and  mercy. 

Ant.  O  hovf  brave  these  lean  shew  ! 
How  eixcellent  is  gorrow  in  an  enemy  I 

Doi.  GInry  appears  not  greater  than  this  goodness. 

C(r*.  Egyptians,  dare  you  think  your  high  pyramides. 
Built  to  out-durc  the  sun  as  you  snppuae, 
Whrre  your  unworthy  kings  lie  rak'd  Id  ashea, 
Are  monuments  fit  Tor  him  ?     No,  brood  of  Nilus, 
Nothing  can  cover  hii  high  fame  but  heaven. 
No  pyramids  set  off  his  memories 
But  the  eternal  substauce  of  his  greatness  : 
To  which  I  leave  him.     Take  the  head  away, 
And  with  the  body  give  it  noble  burial. 
Your  earth  shall  now  be  blesa'd  to  hold  a  Roman. 
WTiow  braveries  all  the  world's  earth  cannot  balance — 
Yoa  look  now,  king. 

And  ygu  that  have  been  agents  in  this  glory. 
For  our  especial  favour  ? 

rtol.  We  desire  it. 

C<r*.  And  doubtless  you  expect  rewards  ? — 
I  forgive  you  all:  that's  recomp'nce. 
You  are  young  and  ignorant ;  that  pleads  your  pardon  : 
And  fear,  it  may  be,  more  than  hate  provok'd  ye. 
Your  minist«rs  I  must  think  wanted  judgment. 
And  so  they  err'd ;  I  am  bountiful  to  think  this. 
Believe  me,  most  bountiful ;  be  you  most  thankful. 
That  bounty  share  amongst  ye:  if  I  knew 
Uliat  to  send  you  for  a  present,  king  of  Egypt, 
I  mean,  a  head  of  equal  reputation. 
And  that  you  lov'd,  though  it  were  your  brightest  sbt«r'a*. 
(But  her  you  hatr)  I  would  not  b«  behind  ye. 

*  Cl««patn. 
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Ptol,  Hear  me,  great  desor. 

(?«».  I  have  heard  too  much : 
And  study  not  with  smooth  shows  to  invade 
My  noble  mind  as  you  have  done  my  conqneat. 
Ye  ire  poor  and  open ;  I  must  tell  ye  roundly, 
That  man  that  could  not  recompeoce  th«  beneiita. 
The  gjeat  and  bount«on8  services  of  Pompey, 
Can  never  doat  upon  the  name  of  CcMar. 
Though  I 

Had  hated  Pompey,  and  allow'd  hi?  ruin, 
Haaty  to  please  in  blood  are  seldom  trusty : 
And  but  1  stand  environ'd  with  my  victoriesa 
My  fortune  never  failing  to  befriend  mei 
My  noble  strengths  and  friends  about  my  pcruin, 
I  durst  not  try  ye,  nor  expect  a  courtesy 
Above  the  pious  love  you  shcw'd  to  Pompey. 
You've  found  me  merciful  in  arguing  with  you ; 
Swords,  hangmen,  fires,  <lestructions  of  all  natures, 
Demolishments  of  kingdoms,  and  whole  ruins. 
Are  wont  to  be  my  orators.     Turn  to  tears. 
You  wretched  and  poor  seeds  of  sun-bnmt  Egy^: 
And  now  you've  found  the  nature  of  a  conqueror, 
That  you  cannot  decline  with  all  your  flatteries, 
That  where  the  day  gives  light  will  he  himself  still,  1 
Know  how  to  meet  his  worth  with  humnu  eourtesieft| 
Go,  and  embalm  the  bones  of  that  great  soldier ; 
Howl  round  about  hia  pile,  fling  on  your  spices, 
Make  a  Sabsan  bed,  and  place  this  Phcenix 
Where  the  hot  sun  may  emulate  his  virtuei^ 
And  draw  another  Pompey  from  his  ashes 
Divinely  great,  and  fix  him  'mongst  the  wordiie*. 

Plol.  We  will  do  all. 

Ca-*.  You've  robh'd  him  of  those  t««ri 
Ifis  kindred  and  hie  friends  kept  sacred  for  him, 
'J'he  virgiuB  ot  tlieit  lunMiWKnwWwL'oww.-, 
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'  And  that  kind  earth  that  thought  to  cover  him. 
His  couutr/fl  earth,  will  cry  out  'gunst  your  cruelty, 
And  weep  unto  the  ocean  for  revenge. 
Till  NUuB  nise  his  aeven  heads  and  devour  ye. 
My  grief  haa  stopt  the  rest:  when  I'otnpcy  lived. 
He  used  you  nobly  :  now  he  b  dead,  use  him  so. 
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l^eoeadia  haixi  \cr  Fathrr't  koute,  ditguaed  in  mim't  opporrl, 
to  tranel  m  trarch  of  Mark^nSmao,  to  uAom  she  ii  cmUracUd, 
bmt  ka»  beat  deicrlcd  hg  Aim.  IVAen  at  Imgli  lAr-  vteelt  wM 
km,  tie  Jludt,  that  bti  a  prrtvntracl  he  ii  the  Hatband  of 
7%ei>dtnia.     la  Ua*  extrrmily,  PMlijipu.  Brother  to  Thea- 

^4o*>a,  offrn  Leocadia  marriage, 
Philifpo.     Lbocadia. 
Phi.  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

LiN>.  I  have  beard  so  much, 
WU  k*«p  me  deaf  for  ever.     No,  Mark-antonio, 
Aft«r  thy  sentence  I  may  hear  no  more. 
Thou  ha«t  pronounc'd  me  dead. 

Phi.  Appeal  to  reason  : 
She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  grief. 
Which  rules  hut  in  her  absence ;  hear  me  Hy 
A  sovereign  message  from  her,  which  in  duty. 
And  love  to  your  own  safety,  you  ought  hear. 
Wbv  do  yuu  strive  so  ?  whither  would  you  Sj  ? 
Vou  cannot  wrest  yourself  away  from  care, 
Vou  may  from  counsel ;  you  may  shift  your  pUu?, 
Bal  not  your  person  ;  and  another  cliroe 
Make*  you  no  otlicr. 
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Lta.  Oh  I 

P^  For  patsi<ni's  take, 
(Which  1  do  servo,  honour,  and  love  in  yoa) 
ir  you  will  sigh,  sigh  here ;  if  ^on  would  vary 
A  sigh  to  tears,  or  out-cry,  do  it  here. 
No  shade,  no  desart,  darkness,  nor  the  graven 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  thoughts  than  I. 
Only  but  hear  me  speak. 

heo.  What  would  you  say  ? 

Phi.  That  which  shall  raise  your  heart,  or  {mD  d 

Quiet  your  passion,  or  provoke  mine  own : 

We  must  have  both  one  balsam,  or  one  wound. 

For  know,  lov'd  fair, 

I  have  read  you  through. 

And  with  a  wood'ring  pity  look'd  on  you. 

I  have  observ'd  the  method  of  your  blood. 

And  waited  on  it  even  with  sympathy 

Of  a  like  red  and  paleness  in  mine  own. 

I  knew  which  blush  was  anger's,  which  was  love's. 


MprrstJTe  '^nst  chance  or  injury. 
Please  you  apply  it  to  the  grief ;  myself. 

Lto.  Ah  I 

Phi.  Nay,  do  not  think  me  less  than  such  a  cure  : 
Antonio  was  not,  and  'lb  possible 
Philippe  may  succeed.      My  blood  and  house 
Are  as  deep  rooted,  and  as  fairly  spread. 
As  Mark-antunio's  :  and  in  thai,  all  seek, 
Fortune  hath  giv'n  him  no  precedency ; 
Ab  for  our  thanks  to  Nature,  I  may  burn 
Incense  as  much  as  he ;  I  ever  durst 
Walk  with  Antonio  by  the  self-same  light 
At  any  feast,  or  triumph,  and  ne'er  cared 
WTiich  side  my  lady  or  her  woman  took 
In  their  surrey ;  I  durst  have  told  my  tale  too, 
Though  his  diacourse  new  ended. 

Lea.  My  repulse 

Phi.  Let    not   that   torture   you   which   make«    roe 
happy, 
Nor  think  that  conscience,  fair,  which  b  no  shame  ; 
"Twas  no  repulse,  it  was  you  dowry  rather : 
For  then  melhought  a  thousand  graces  met 
To  make  you  lovely,  and  ten  thousand  stories 
Of  constant  virtue,  which  you  then  out-reach 'd. 
In  one  example  did  proclaim  yon  rich  : 
Nor  do  I  think  you  wretched  or  disgraced 
Att«r  this  suffering,  and  do  therefore  take 
Advantage  of  your  need ;  but  rather  know, 
you  are  the  charge  and  business  of  those  powi^rs, 
Who,  like  best  tutors,  do  inflict  hard  tasks 
Upon  great  natures,  and  of  noblest  hopes ; 
Kosd  trivial  Icssous  and  half-line«  to  slugs  : 
They  that  live  long,  and  nevrr  feci  mischance, 

til  more  thwi  half  their  age  in  ignorance. 
to.    Tis  weJI  fou  ihink  so. 
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Phi.  You  shall  tbinlc  so  too, 
You  shall,  sweet  Leocadia,  and  da  so. 

•  Leo.  Good  sir,  do  more ;  you  have  too  bir  a  shape 
To  play  so  foul  a.  part  in,  as  the  Tempter. 
Say  that  I  could  make  peace  with  fortune :  whoi 
Who  should  absolve  me  of  my  VOW  yet ;  ha  ? 
My  contract  made  ? 

PhL  Your  contract  ? 

ieo.  Yes.  my  contract. 
Am  I  not  his  ?  his  wife  ? 

Phi    Sweet,  nothing  less. 

Leo.  I  have  no  name  then. 

Phi.  Truly  then  you  have  not. 
How  can  you  be  his  wife,  who  was  before 
Another's  husband  ? 

Leo.  Oh  1  though  he  dispense 
With  his  faith  given,  I  cannot  with  mine. 

Phi.  You  do  mistake,  clear  soul ;  his  precontract 
Doth  annul  yours,  and  you  have  giv'n  no  faith 


1 

■  6d  ihonltl  j'ou  livr  the  slaniier  of  each  sex. 
And  be  the  child  of  error  and  of  shame ; 
And  which  is  nome,  even  Mark-Eintonio 
Would  be  eall'd  just,  to  turn  a  wanderer  off. 
And  fame  report  you  worthy  his  contempt : 
WheMs  if  you  make  new  choice,  and  settle  here. 
There  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood. 
Each  current  keeps  his  course,  and  all  suspicions 
Shall  return  honours.     Came  you  forth  a  maid  ? 
Go  home  a  wife.     Alone,  and  in  disuse  f 
Go  home  a  waited  Leocadia. 
Go  home,  and,  by  the  virtue  of  that  charm, 
Transform  all  mischiefs  as  you  are  transfonn'd, 
Turn  your  offended  father's  wrath  to  wonder. 
And  all  his  loud  grief  to  a  silent  welcome  ; 
irufold  the  riddle*  you  have  made.—VHial  say  you  ? 
Now  is  the  time:  delay  is  hut  despair; 
If  you  be  ehang'd,  let  a  kiss  tell  me  so. 

Lea.  1  am;  but  how,  1  rather  feet  than  know. 

{Ttai  »  mm  -f  UiB  nxui  pl»«a(  if  nut  ihc  d.»1  .hmbg  K^nn  id 
Plelchdr.      All  immtt,  nuunl,  ind  nDfomd.     Ii  ii  irop;  nhirh  *>■ 
maj  wppon  MMunger  »  hm  pmRlfd  b;  die  >tu<l]ing.  ] 

fiOHDCCA:  A  TRAOBDY.    BT  JOHN  FLETCHER 
AMN/>r>.  tlU  BritM  Qurm.  taking   ocau>on  from  a  Drfcat 

^^BoNnucA,  Cahatach,  Henois  Nin.vius,  SoUitn. 
^r^tm.   The  hardy  Romans!   O ye  gods  of  Britain, 

^■Ate  these  the  men  that  conquer  by  iuhcriUDce  'f 
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That  with  the  sun  measure  the  eod  of  Natun^ 
Making  the  world  but  one  Rome  «iid  one  Cn«ar? 
Shame,  bow  they  flee  1  Cnur's  soft  soul  dwdla  in  thoo ; 
Their  mothers  got  them  sleeping,  pleasure  nuist  tlwm, 
Their  bodies  sweat  with  sweet  oils,  love's  alluremeitta, 
Not  lusty  arms.     Dare  they  send  these  to  seek  ua. 
These  Roman  ^rls  ?     Is  Britain  grown  so  iranton  7 
Twice  we  have  beat  them,  Nemiiua,  scattered  them. 
And  through  their  big-boned  Germans,  on  whose  pjltfT 
The  honour  of  their  actions  sit  in  triumph. 
Made  themes  for  songs  to  shame  them :  and  a  woman, 
A  woman  beat  them,  Nennius  ;  a  weak  woman, 
A  woman  beat  these  Romans. 

Car.  So  it  seems.     A  man  would  shame  to  talk  to. 

Bon.  Who's  that? 

Car.  r. 

Bon,  Cousin,  do  you  grieve  at  my  fortunes  ? 

Car.  No,  Bonduca, 
If  1  grieve,  'tis  at  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes  ; 


n  the  Romans  fearful,  fleeing  Itomans, 
1  Kamnn  girla,  the  Ices  of  ttinted  pleasures  : 
»  this  become  a  doer  ?  are  they  such  ? 
'  Bon.  They  are  no  more. 

Car.   Where  18  your  conquest  l.hpri  ? 
Why  are  your  altars  crowu'd  with  wreaths  of  flowers, 
The  beasts  with  gilt  honis  waiting  for  the  liro  ? 
The  holy  Dniides  composiug  songs 
Of  ererlastiog  life  to  Victory  ? 
'Why  are  these  triumphs,  lady  ?  for  a  may-g;amc  ? 
For  hunting  a  poor  herd  of  wretched  Romans? 
Is  it  DO  more  ■  shut  up  your  temples,  Britons, 
And  let  the  husbandman  redeem  his  heifers ; 
Put  out  our  holy  fires ;  no  timbrel  ring ; 
Let*s  home  and  sleep ;  for  such  great  overthrows 
A  candle  bums  loo  bright  a  sacrifice ; 
A  glow-wurm's  tail  too  full  of  flame.     O  Nennius, 
Tbon  badet  a  noble  uncle  knew  a  Koman, 
And  how  to  speak  to  him,  how  to  give  him  weight 
Id  both  bis  fortuDcs. 

Bon.  By  the  gods,  I  think 
Ye  doat  ujion  these  Komans,  Canitacb. 

Car.  Witness  these  wounds.  I  do :  tlu'y  were  fait 

I  loTc  an  enemy,  I  was  bom  a  soldier ; 
And  he  that  In  the  head  uPs  troop  defies  me. 
Bending  my  manly  body  with  his  sword, 
I  make  a  mistress.     Yellow-tressed  Hymen 
Nc'iff  tied  a  longing  virgin  with  more  joy. 
Than  I  am  married  to  that  man  that  wountb  me: 
And  an:  not  all  these  Itomans.      Ten  struck  battles 
I  snck'd  these  houour'd  scani  I'roni,  and  all  Koman. 
I'm  years  of  bitter  nights  and  heavy  marches. 
When  many  a  froscn  storm  aung  ifaniugh  my  cuirass^ 
And  BUuib  it  doubtful  whether  tliut  or  1 


Were  the  more  stubboni  metal,  have  I  wnnglit  thm^ 
And  all  to  try  these  RomanB.     Tea  timei  ■  lugfat 
I  have  swum  the  rivers,  when  the  atan  of  Rome 
Shot  at  me  as  I  floated,  and  the  billowa 
Tumbled  their  watry  ruins  on  my  shouldera, 
Chai^^ing  my  batter'd  aides  with  troops  of  aguet. 
And  still  to  try  these  Romans ;  whom  I  fmmd 
(And  if  I  lie,  my  woun<U  be  henceforth  backtnrd. 
And  be  you  witness,  gods,  and  all  my  dangera) 
As  ready,  and  as  fiill  of  that  I  brought| 
(Which  was  not  fear  nor  flight)  aa  valiant, 
As  vigilant,  as  wise,  to  do  and  suffer. 
Ever  advanc'd  as  forward  as  the  Britooa ; 
Their  sleeps  as  short,  their  hopes  as  high  as  our*. 
Aye,  and  as  subtil,  Lady.     'Tis  dishonour, 
And  follow 'd  will  be  impudence,  Bonduca, 
And  grow  to  no  belief,  to  taint  these  Romans. 
Have  I  not  seen  the  Britons  — 
Bon.  What? 


T^K  Roman  ^1,  cut  throuj^h  your  armed  cartt, 
AdcI  drove  them  beadlong  on  ye  down  the  hOl ; 
Then  when  he  buntrd  yc  like  Britaio-foies, 
More  by  the  scent  than  sight :  then  did  1  see 
These  valiant  and  approved  men  of  Briton, 
Like  hooding  owls,  creep  into  tods  of  Ivy, 
And  hoot  their  fears  to  one  another  nightly. 

-Vro.  And  what  did  you  then,  Coratach  ? 

Car.   I  fled  too, 
But  not  so  fast;  your  jewel  had  been  lost  then, 
Young  Hengo  there ;  be  troibt  ine,  Nenniiis  : 
For  when  your  fears  out-run  hitn,  then  stept  I, 
And  in  the  head  of  all  the  Itomau's  fury 
Took  him,  and,  with  my  tough  belt  to  my  back, 
1  buckled  biro ;  behind  hiro,  my  sure  shield  ; 
And  then  1  foUow'd.    If  I  say  I  fought 
Five  times  in  hrin^ng  off  this  bud  of  Britain, 
I  Ue  not,  Nennius.     KeitJier  had  ye  heard 
Me  speak  this,  or  ever  seen  the  child  more. 
But  that  the  son  of  Virtue,  Penyus, 
Seeing  me  steer  through  all  these  storms  of  danger, 
>Iy  helm  still  in  my  hand  (my  sword)  my  prow 
Tum'd  to  my  foe  (my  feee)  be  cried  out  nobly, 
"  Go  Briion,  bear  thy  lion's  whelp  off  safely  : 
"  Thy  manly  sword  has  ransom'd  thee ;  grow  strong, 
"  And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  in  arms : 
"  Then  if  thou  stand'st,  thou  art  mine."      I  wwk  Ws 
offer, 

D  to  honour  him. 


THE  BI.OODT  BKOTHKB. 


Bnlio,  Duke  of  Kormandt/,  a  bloo^  tyrant,  ptUt  to  ie^ 
hit  tutor  Baldwin,  for  too  freelj/  reprotm/f  iim  fit  fm 
ciimet :  but  aflenvardi  fail*  n  kmc  aitk  EdUA,  dn^Utr 
Jo  the  man  be  hat  lima.  Site  maket  a  ikow  ef  n<»«wg 
hit  love,  and  invitei  kirn  to  a  banquet ;  her  detiga  irimg  It 
Irain  him  there,  that  ihe  may  tUl  him  :  btU  onenomc  bg 
hitfiatleriei,  and  real  or  diltenbled  maorie,  lieJmU  n  her 
reioJution, 

RoLLO.    Edith. 
Kol.  What  bright  star,  taking  beauty's  fonn  opan  ber. 
In  all  the  happy  lustre  of  heaveo'ii  glory, 
Has  dropt  dom-n  from  the  sky  to  ctnnfort  me  ? 
Wonder  of  Nature,  let  it  not  propttane  tbee 
Mv  rude  hand  touch  thy  beauty,  nor  this  kisa. 
The  gentle  sacrifice  of  love  and  service, 


t 


Edi.  Wil't  please  you  sit,  sir? 

Rol.   So  you  please  sit  by  me. 
Fair  ^ntle  maid,  there  b  no  speaking  to  thecj 
The  excellency  that  appears  apon  thee 
Ties  up  my  tongue :  pray  spealc  lo  me. 

Edi.  Of  what,  sir? 

Rah  Of  any  thing-,  any  thing  is  excellent 
Will  you  take  my  directions  ?  speak  of  love  then  ; 
Speak  of  thy  fair  self,  Edith  :  and  while  thou  speak'st, 
Let  me  thus  languishing  give  up  myself,  wench. 

Edi.  H'as  a  strange  cunning  tongue.     Why  da  jol 

How  masterly  he  turns  himself  to  catch  me. 

RoL  The  way  to  paradise,  my  gentle  maid. 
Is  hard  and  crooked ;  scarce  repentance  findii^, 
With  all  her  holy  helps,  the  door  to  enter. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  what  dost  thou  frel? 

EdL  Your  tears,  sir ; 
Vou  weep  entremely ;  strengthen  me  now,  justice. 
^^~hy  arc  the«e  sorrows,  nr? 

Rol.  Thoult  never  lo»e  me, 
ir  1  should  tell  thee;  yet  there's  no  way  left 
Ever  to  purchase  this  blest  paradise, 
Bui  swimming  thither  in  these  tears. 

Edi.  1  stagger. 

RoL  Are  they  not  drops  of  blood  ? 

Edi.  No. 

RoL  They're  for  blood  then, 
For  gmltless  blood ;  and  they  must  drop,  my  Edith, 
They  must  thus  drop,  liU  I  have  drown 'd  my  mischiefs. 

Edi.  If  tliin  be  true,  I  have  uu  Mrvngth  tu  touch  him. 

Rill.  I  prithee  look  upon  me,  turn  not  from  me ; 
.Mas  I  do  confess  I'm  made  of  mischiefs, 
Bc^t  with  all  man's  miseries  upon  me : 
But  we  my  lorrows,  maJd,  and  do  not  thou> 
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Whose  only  sweetest  sacrifice  is  softneaa, 
Whose  true  (»nditioii,  tendemesB  of  nature, — • 

Bdi.  Mj  anger  melts,  oh,  I  shall  lose  mj  justice. 

Hot.  Do  not  thou  leam  to  kill  with  cniel^. 
As  I  have  done,  to  murder  with  thine  eyee, 
(Those  blessed  eyes)  as  I  have  done  with  malice. 
When  thou  hast  wounded  me  to  death  with  scorn, 
(As  I  deserve  it,  lady)  for  my  true  love. 
When  thou  hast  loaden  me  with  earth  for  ever, 
Take  heed  my  sorrows,  and  the  stings  I  suffer. 
Take  heed  my  nightly  dreams  of  death  and  horror 
Pursue  thee  not :  no  time  shall  tell  thy  griefs  then. 
Nor  shall  an  hom"  of  joy  add  to  thy  beauties. 
Look  not  upon  me  as  I  kill'd  thy  bther. 
As  I  was  smear'd  in  blood,  do  not  thou  hate  me; 
But  thus  in  whiteness  of  my  wash'd  repentance. 
In  my  heart's  tears  and  truth  of  love  to  Ei^th, 
In  my  fair  Ufe  hereafter. 
Edi.  He  will  fool  me. 


D  THEODQRET, 


TUrrry,  Xmg  «/  Francr,  hring  rkiUUu,  u  Jorttoid  fy  an 
Aitrologer,  Itiat  Ac  thall  hacr  ChUiiren  if  he  tarr^/kt  lAe/hit 
Woman  Uua  he  ihall  mrrt  at  lun-nir  ciymng  imt  of  Ike  Tntpir 
oflhana.  He  waiti  hrfirr  U,r  Trmptr.  and  the/rtl  H'onMn 
te  vri  prtmei  to  he  Aw  own  fl^  OrdcUa. 


Thierry.     Martbl,  n  Nobleman. 
I  Mart.  Your  grace  18  earlj  stirrinf^. 


I 

^^  Thirr.   How  can  h«  slocp 

WhwM.-  hAppiness  is  laid  up  in  ui  bour 

He  knows  comes  stealing  toworda  him  ?     Oh  Martel ! 

ts't  possible  the  longing  bride,  whose  wishes 

Out-run  her  fears,  can  od  that  day  she  is  married. 

Consume  in  slumbers ;  or  his  anns  rust  in  ease. 

Thai  hears  the  chargp,  and  sees  the  honour'd  purchase 

Ready  to  guild  his  ralour?     Mine  is  mnre. 

A  power  above  these  passions  ;  this  day  France, 

Prance,  that  in  want  of  iseue  withers  with  us. 

And  like  au  aged  river,  runs  his  head 

Into  funrotteo  ways,  again  I  ransom. 

And  his  fair  course  turn  right. 

jVart.  Happy  woman,  that  dies  let  do  these  things. 

fc7^^^er.  The  Gods  have  heard  mc  now,  and  those  that 
scom'd  me, 
Ithrrs  of  many  children  and  blest  fathers 
at  Hw  their  issue  like  the  stars  unuumbcr'd, 
Their  comfort  more  thou  thm.  shall  in  my  praises 
Now  teach  their  infants  nongs ;  and  tell  ihetr  agn 
From  such  a  son  of  niine,  or  such  a  queen, 
That  chasl«  Ordclla  briu^  me. 


58 


AMD  TaKODOUR. 


Mart,  The  day  wean. 
And  those  that  have  been  offering  early  pniycn, 
,  Are  now  retiring  homeward. 

"Hiier,  Stand  and  mark  then. 

Mart.  Is  it  the  first  must  sufer? 

Thier.  The  first  woman. 

Mart.  What  hand  shall  do  it,  sir  P 

TT^er.  This  hand,  Mart«l : 
For  who  less  dare  presume  to  give  the  gods 
An  incense  of  this  offeriug? 

Mart.  Would  1  were  she, 
For  such  a  way  to  die,  and  such  a  bleaung, 
Can  never  crown  my  parting. 
Here  comes  a  woman. 

Ordella  comet  out  from  lie  Temple,  veiled. 

Thitr.  Stand  and  behold  her  then. 

Mart.  I  think  a  fair  one. 

Thier.  Move  not  whilst  1  prepare  her  :  may  b 


lliai  raay  inherit  tuch  an  infinite 

As  you  prupound,  a  greataeis  bo  near  goodness, 

And  bringit  a  will  to  rob  ber. 

Thin:  Tell  me  this  then, 
Was  there  e'er  woman  yet,  or  may  be  found, 
Thsl  for  ra.ir  bme,  unspotted  memory. 
For  virtue's  soke,  and  only  for  its  self  sake. 
Has,  or  dare  make  a  story  ? 

OrdtL  Many  dead,  sir,  living  I  think  u  many. 

Thier.  Say  the  kingdom 
May  fironi  a  woman's  will  receive  a  blessing. 
The  king  and  kingdom,  not  a  private  safety  ; 
A  general  blessing,  lady. 

OnUL  A  genenl  curse  light  on  her  heart  denies  it 

Tlwr.  Full  of  honour ; 
And  such  examples  aa  the  former  ages 
Were  but  dim  shadows  of  and  empty  figure 


OrJti.  You   strangely  «lir 

ne,   sir,    and  were 

weakness 

In  any  other  flesh  but  modest  w 

num's. 

You  should  not  ask  mow  questio 

ns;  may  I  do  it? 

TTiirr.  You  mav.  and  which  i 

more,  you  must. 

OrdeL  I  joy  in't. 

you  promise 

It  shall  be  honest. 

Thirr.  Aj  ever  lime  disoover'd. 

Ordtl.  Let  it  be  what  it  may 

then,  what  it  dare. 

I  have  a  mind  will  hatard  it. 

nier.  But  hark  ye. 

What  may  thai  woman  merit,  makes  this  blessing  ? 

OriUL  Only  her  duty.  sir. 

Thi*r.   "l-i.  terrible. 

1    Ordft  'Til  MO  much  ibe  more  noWe. 
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TTUer.  'Tis  full  of  feaifiil  shadows. 

OrdeL  So  is  sleep,  Bir, 
Or  any  thing  that's  merely  ours  and  mortal ; 
We  were  begotten  gods  else :  but  those  fears. 
Feeling  but  once  the  firea  of  nobler  thoughts, 
Fly,  like  the  shapes  of  clouds  we  form,  to  nothing. 

TTtier.  Suppose  it  death. 

OrdeL  1  do. 

Tkier.  And  endless  parting 
With  all  we  can  call  ours,  with  all  onr  sweetoess, 
With  youth,  strength,  pleasure,  people,  time,  nay  rw 
For  in  the  silent  grave,  no  conversation*. 
No  joyful  tread  of  friends,  no  voice  of  lovers, 
No  careful  father's  counsel,  nothing's  heard. 
Nor  nothing  is,  but  all  oblivion. 
Dust  and  an  endless  darkness :  and  dare  you,  woma 
Desire  this  place  ? 

OrdeL  'Tis  of  all  sleeps  the  sweetest; 
Children  begin  it  to  us,  strong  men  seek  it. 
And  kings  from  height  of  all  their  painted  glories 


rhildren  ?  She  sighs  and  weeps. 


ihall  bear, 


T/iurr.   Andtiai 

Ordel.  On 

ThieT,  Dare  yoii  venture, 

poor  barren  praise  you  ne'oi 
To  part  with  these  sweet  hopes  ? 

Ordel.    With  all  but  heaven. 
And  yet  die  full  of  children  ;  he  that  reads  me 
When  1  am  ashes,  is  my  son  in  wishes : 
And  those  chaste  dames  that  Iteep  my  memory, 
Sin^ng  my  yearly  requiems,  arc  ray  daug-btere. 

Thier.  Then  there  is  nothing  wanting  but  my  know- 

And  what  1  must  do,  lady, 
^^     Ordnl.  You  are  the  king,  «ir, 
^B^d  what  you  do  It)  sufTer,  and  that  blessing 
^^Hbat  you  desire,  the  gods  sbowcr  on  the  kingdom. 
^H  Thier.  Thus  much  before  1  strike  then,  for  1  must 
^^^  kill  you, 

^^ne  gods  have  will'd  it  so,  they've  made  the  blesung 
^^Hnst  make  France  young  again,  and  me  a,  man. 
^^I«ep  op  your  strength  still  noblv. 

Ordfl  Fear  me  not. 

Thirr.  And  met-t  death  like  a  n 

kOrdel.   I  am  stedfaxt. 
Thurr.  Tliou  shall  be  s; 
1  out  in  chrystal  pure  sod  good  ai 
id  on  it  shall  be  graven  every  age 
Succeeding  peers  of  France  that  r 
Till  thou  licst  there  Uke  old  and  fruitfiil  Nature. 
Dare«l  thou  behold  thy  happiness  ? 
OrdeL  I  dare,  sir. 

{PuSU  affher  etH ;  h*  UufaU hit  tword.) 
■m^.  Hal 

Mar.  O,  sir,  you  must  not  do  it. 
Thitr.  No,  I  dare  not. 


in,  and  thy  tomb 
s  thou  art  ; 


e  by  thy  fall. 
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There  is  an  angel  keeps  that  pandiiei 
A  fiery  angel  friend ;  0  virtue,  virtue. 
Ever  and  endless  virtue. 

Ordel.  Strike,  sir,  strike  ; 
And  if  in  my  poor  death  foir  France  may  merit, 
Give  ine  a  thousand  blows,  be  killing  me 
A  thousand  days. 

Thier.  First  let  the  earth  be  barren. 
And  man  no  more  remember'd.     Rise,  Ordella, 
The  nearest  to  thy  maker,  and  the  purest 
That  ever  duH  flesh  shewed  ua, — Oh  my  heut  rtri 

Marlel  relaiti  to  TAiern/  the  maaiteT  of  Ordelia't  dn 
Mar.  The  griev'd  Ordella,  (for  all  other  titles 
But  take  away  from  that)  having  from  me, 
Prompted  by  your  last  parting  groan,  enquir'd 
What  drew  it  from  you,  and  the  cause  soon  learn'd 
For  she  whom  barbarism  could  deny  nothing, 
With  such  prevailing  earnestness  desir'd  it, 
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Twaii  not  in  me,  though  it  had  been  my  death. 
To  hide  it  from  her ;  she,  I  say,  in  nhom 
All  was,  that  Athens,  Rome,  or  warlike  Sparta, 
Have  r^flter'd  for  good  in  their  best  women^ 
But  nothing  of  their  ill ;  knowing  herself 
Mark'd  out,  (I  know  not  by  what  power,  but  sure 
A  cruel  one)  to  die,  lo  give  you  children  ; 
Having  first  with  a  settled  countenance 
Look'd  up  to  heaven,  and  ifaea  upon  herself, 
(It  being  the  next  beat  object)  and  then  snul'd. 
As  if  her  joy  in  death  to  do  you  service. 
Would  break  forth,  in  despite  of  Uie  much  sorrow 
She  sbew'd  she  had  to  leave  you  ;  and  ilien  taking 
Me  by  the  hand,  this  baud  which  I  must  ever 
Ijfve  better  than  I  have  douc,  since  she  tauch'd  it, 
"  Go,"  taid  she,  "  to  my  lord,  (and  to  go  to  him 
"  U  such  a  happiness  I  must  not  hope  for) 
■•  And  tell  liim  thai  he  loo  much  prii'd  a  trifle 
"  Mode  only  worthy  in  bis  love,  and  her 
**  Thankful  acceptance,  for  her  sake  to  rob 
"  The  orphan  kingdom  of  such  guardians,  as 
■■  Muct  of  necessity  descend  from  him  ; 
*•  And  therefore  in  some  part  of  recompence 
**  Of  his  much  love,  and  to  shew  to  the  world 
-'  That  'twas  not  her  feult  only,  but  her  fiite, 
■'  That  did  deny  to  let  her  be  the  mother 
"  f>f  »ur-h  raort  certain  blessings:  yet  for  proof, 
"  She  did  not  fmvy  her,  that  happy  her, 
"  That  ia  appointed  to  them  ;  her  quick  end 
"  Should  make  way  for  her:"  which  do  sooner  tpokr. 
Hut  in  a  moment  this  too  tvady  etigine 
Made  surh  a  l»ttery  in  the  choicest  castle 
That  ever  Nature  made  to  defend  life. 
At  it  shook  and  sunk. 


WIT  WITHOnr  MONET. 


7^  humour  of  a  GaUanl  wIm  mil  not  be  pemaded  bt  keep  Mt 
Lamb,  but  chute*  to  Ihe  by  Mm  Witt  rather. 

Valentine's  Uncle.  Merchant, vho  hat hu Mitr^^ag'' 

Mer.  When  saw  you  Valentine? 

Unc.  Not  since  the  horse  race. 
He's  taken  up  with  those  that  woo  the  widow. 

Mer.  How  can  he  live  by  snatches  from  such  peojfc? 
He  bore  a  worthy  mind. 

Unc.  Alas,  he's  sunk. 
His  moans  arc  gone,  he  wants ;  and,  which  b  worse, 
Takes  a  delight  in  doing  so. 

Met:  That's  strange, 

Unr.  Runs  lunatic  if  you  but  talk  of  states; 
He  can't  be  brought  (now  he  has  spent  his  own) 


VaLEXTINB  joitu  lk«m. 

VoL  Now  to  your  busmeBH,  unclp. 
Une.  To  four  slate  then. 
Val.  'T\s  ^one.  and  I  tuu  glad  on'l,  turoe't  n 
"Ti*  that  I  pray  against,  and  hoavi-u  hu  heaid  mv  ; 
I  tell  you,  sir,  1  am  more  fearful  uf  it, 
(I  mean,  of  thinking  of  more  lands  or  liviagi) 
Than  sickly  men  are  o'  travelling  o'  Sundays, 
I'cjr  being  qucU'd  with  carrier* ;  out  upon't ; 
Cnrrat  emptor  ;   \cl  Hbv.  fool  out-sweat  it, 
'lliat  thinks  lit-  has  giit  a  catch  oo't. 

t/nc.   This  is  TDBdneax, 
To  b(>  a  wilful  boggar. 

I'd/.  1  ani  mud  then. 
And  so  I  moan  to  be ;  will  that  content  you  ? 
How  bravely  now  I  live  I  how  jocund  I 
How  near  the  Srat  inheritance !   without  fear*  \ 
How  free  from  title  troubles  ! 
V»c.  And  from  meaui  too  I 
Val.  Mean*  ■ 
Why,  all  good  men's  my  means  ;  my  wit's  mj  plough  ; 
Tht  tawn'»  inv  stuck,  tavern's  my  atonding-honse, 
(And  adl  the  world  know,  there's  no  want)  :  all  gentlemen 
^Xhat  love  sodcty,  love  me  ;  all  purses 

It  Kit  and  pleasure  opens,  are  my  tenants ; 
tvery  man's  clothes  Ht  me  ;  the  next  fair  lodging 
■  but  my  next  remove  ;  and  when  1  please 

p  more  eiuioent,  aud  take  the  air, 
L  |»ece  is  levied,  and  a  eoach  prqiar'd, 
Jtd  I  go  I  care  not  whither ;  what  need  btate  here  7 

.  But  say  these  means  were  hirnest,  will  they  last 
sir? 
VaU  Far  longrr  than  your  jerkin,  and  wear  hirer, 
id's  tmdoa'd,  nothing  lies  upeu  uuViXv  -, 
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Your  very  thoughts  are  bindn,  that  work  on  nmhing 
But  d&ily  sweat  and  trouble  :  were  mj  way 
So  Ml  of  dirt  aa  this  ('tis  true)  I'd  shift  it. 

Are  my  acquaintance  Graaiera  ?     But,  air,  know ; 

No  man  that  I'm  allied  to  in  my  living, 

But  makes  it  oqual  whether  his  own  use 

Or  ray  necessity  pull  first  ;  nor  is  this  forc'd. 

But  the  meer  quality  and  poisure  of  goodness. 

And  do  you  think  I  venture  nothing  equal? 

Unc.  You  pose  me,  cousin. 

Vol.  What's  my  knowledge,  uncle? 
Is't  not  worth  money  ?  what's  my  understanding? 
Travel  ?  reading  ?  wit  ?  all  these  digested  ?  my  daily 
Making  men,  some  to  speak,  that  too  much  fl^m 
Had  froz'n  up  ;  some,  that  spoke  too  much,  to  hold 
Their  peace,  and  put  their  tongues  to  pensions  ;  some 
To  wear  their  cloatha,  and  some  to  keep  'em  :  these 
Are  nothing,  uncle  ?  hesides  these  ways,  to  teach 
The  way  of  nature,  a  manly  love,  community 
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[The  wit  of  Fletcher  ii  etoeUeot,  like  hie  eeifove  toeaee  :  but 
there  b  lomething  itrained  and  far  fetched  in  both.  He  is  too 
mistmstful  of  Nature ;  he  always  goes  a  little  on  one  side  of  her. 
Shakspeare  chose  her  without  a  reserve :  and  had  riches,  power, 
nnderstanding,  and  long  life,  with  her,  for  a  dowry.] 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN :    A  TRAGEDY.     BY 

JOHN  FLETCHER*. 


Three  Queens,  whose  Lords  were  slam  ami  their  bodies  denied 
burial  by  Creon  the  cruel  King  of  Thebes,  seek  redreufiom 
TTkeseuSj  Duke  of  Athens,  on  the  day  of  his  wuuriage  with  JUp" 
poiita.  Queen  of  the  Amazons.  The  first  Queen  falls  down  at 
the  feet  <f  Theseus  :  the  second  at  the  feet  of  Hippolita,  his 
bride;  mui  the  third  implores  the  metliation  of  Emilia,  his 
Sister, 

lit.  Qu.  to  The*.  For  pity*8  sake,  and  true  goitility, 
Hear  and  respect  me. 

2nd.  Qu.  to  Hip.  For  your  mother  s  sake. 
And  as  you  wish  your  womb  may  thrire  with  fair  ones, 
Hear  and  respect  me. 

Srd,  Qu.  to  EndL  Now  for  the  love  of  him  whom  Jove 
hath  mark'd 
The  honour  of  your  bed,  and  for  the  sake 
Of  clear  virginity,  be  advocate 
For  us  and  our  distresses  :  this  g^ood  deed 
Shall  raze  you  out  of  the  book  of  trespasses 
AU  you  are  set  down  there. 

Thes.  Sad  lady,  rise. 

Hip.  Stand  up. 

EwuL  No  knees  to  me. 

*  Fletcher  \%  laid  to  hare  been  astatted  in  this  P\i,|  bj  ^)aik«ysvT%. 

V2 
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What  voman  I  may  stead,  that  is  dirtreat. 
Does  bind  me  to  her. 

Tkea.  What's  your  request?     Deliver  you  ft>r  aU. 

l*t.  Qu.  We  are  three  queens,  whose  sorereignt  W 

The  wrath  of  cruel  Creon ;  who  endure 

The  beaks  of  ravens,  talons  of  the  kites, 

And  pecks  of  crows,  in  the  foul  field  of  Tbebet. 

He  will  not  suffer  us  to  bum  their  bones. 

To  urn  their  ashes,  nor  to  take  th'  offence 

Of  mortal  Ioathsomenes9  from  the  blest  eye 

Of  holy  PhtpbuB,  but  infects  the  winds 

With  stench  of  our  slain  lords.     Oh  pity,  duke, 

Thou  purg«r  of  the  earth,  draw  thy  fear'd  sword 

Thnt  does  good  turns  to  th'  world ;  give  us  the  bones 

Of  our  dead  kings,  that  we  may  chapel  them  ; 

And,  of  thy  boundless  goodness,  take  some  note 

That  for  our  crowned  heads  we  have  no  roof. 

Save  this  which  is  the  lion's  and  the  bear's. 
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And  swore  hU  sinews  thaw'd.     Oh  grief,  and  time, 
Fearful  consumers,  you  will  all  devour. 

]«f.  Qu.  OK  I  hope  aonie  god. 
Some  god  hath  put  bis  mercy  in  your  manhood. 
Whereto  he'll  infuse  power,  and  press  you  forth 
Our  undertaker. 

TTie*.   Oh,  no  knees,  none,  widow ; 
L'nto  the  helmeted  Bcllona  use  them, 
.^nd  pray  for  me  your  soldier. 
Troubled  I  am. 

ilnd.  Qu.  Honour'd  Hippolito, 
Most  dreaded  Amazonian,  tliat  hast  slain 
The  scythe-tusk'd  boor;  that  with  thy  aim  as  strong. 
As  it  is  white,  waat  near  to  mtike  the  male 
To  thy  KX  nptive.  but  that  this  thy  lord, 
Bom  to  uphold  creation  in  that  honour 
First  Nature  niled  it  in,  shrunk  thee  into 
The  bound  thou  wast  o'erflowing,  at  once  subdiung 
Thy  force  and  thy  atfection :  Soldieress, 
That  equally  const  poi«r  sternness  with  pity. 
Who  DOW  I  know  hast  much  more  power  on  liim 
Than  ever  he  had  on  thee,  who  ow'st  his  strength 
And  his  love  loo  ;  who  is  ■  servant  for 
The  tttior  of  the  speech ;  Dear  glass  of  ladies, 
Bid  him  that  we,  whom  flaming  war  doth  scorch, 
Lndvr  the  shadow  of  his  sword  may  cool  us  ; 
Require  him  be  advance  it  o'er  our  heads  ; 
8pft*li't  in  a  woman's  key,  like  such  a  woman 
As  any  of  us  three  ;  weep  ere  you  fail :  lend  us  a  ku«e. 
But  touch  llie  ground  for  us  no  longer  time 
Than  a  dove's  motion  when  the  head's  pluckt  off: 
Tell  liitn  if  bo  i'th'  blnoH-cis'il  field  lay  swoln, 
■Shewing  tbe  >un  hit  leelh,  grinning  at  the  moon, 
Whai  you  would  do. 

H^.  Poor  Lulv,  ray  no  more ; 
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I  had  as  licvc  trace  this  good  ■cdon  with  you, 
As  that  whereto  I'm  gtjing,  and  Derer  yet 
Went  I  so  willing  'way.     My  lord  is  taken 
Heart-deep  with  your  dbtresa;  let  him  eonnder  ; 
rU  speak  anon. 

Srd.  Qu.  to  Emil.  O  my  petition  wu 
Set  down  in  ice,  which  by  hot  grief  aacandied 
^lelta  into  drops,  so  sorrow  wanting  form 
Is  prcst  with  deeper  matter. 

EiiiU.  Pray  stand  up. 
Your  grief  is  written  in  your  cheek. 

•Aid.  Qu.  Oh  woe, 
Vou  cannot  read  it  there ;  there  through  my  tears. 
Like  wrinkled  pebbles  in  a  glassy  stream, 
Vou  may  behold  them.     Lady,  lady,  alack  ! 
lie  that  will  all  the  trEjasures  know  o'th'  earth. 
Must  know  the  centre  too  :  he  that  will  fish 
For  my  least  minnow,  let  him  lead  his  tine 
1'o  catch  one  at  my  heart.     O  pardon  me  ; 


VTiW  longer  last,  and  he  more  costly  ih&n 
Your  siipplianti  war.     Itemcmbfr  that  yoar  fame 
Knolis  in  the  ear  o'th'  world  :  what  you  do  quickly, 
Is  not  done  rashly;  your  first  thought  is  more 
Than  others'  labour'd  meditance ;  your  premeditating 
More  than  their  actions ;  but  oh  Jove,  your  actions. 
Soon  u  tbey  move,  as  Asprays  do  the  fish, 
Subdiie  before  they  touch.     Think,  dear  duke,  think. 
What  bt^dB  our  HaJn  kings  have. 

ind.  Qu.  What  griefs  our  bods, 
That  our  dear  lords  have  nnne. 

iird.  Qu.  None  fit  for  the  dead  : 
Tliose  that  with  cords,  knivits,  drama,  precipitance. 
Weary  of  this  world's  light,  have  to  ihemselres 
Been  death's  most  horrid  agents,  bumaa  grace 
Afford*  them  dust  and  shadow. 

III.  Qu.  But  our  lords 
Lie  blistering  'fore  the  visitating  sun, 
And  were  good  kings  when  Uving, 

TKif*.  It  is  true,  and  I  will  give  you  comfort, 
To  give  your  drtul  lords  graves : 
The  which  to  do  must  m.ike  some  work  with  Crcon. 

l«(.  Qu.  And  that  work  presents  itself  to  th'  doing: 
Now  'Iwill  take  form,  the  heats  are  gone  ti 
Then  bootless  toil  must  recompence  itself 
With  its  own  sweat :  now  he's  secure, 
Kot  dreams  wo  stand  before  your  puissance, 

icing  our  holy  begging  in  our  eyes 

make  petition  clear. 

Smd.  Qh.  Now  you  may  take  lum 
Drunk  with  bis  victory. 

tird.  Qu.  And  his  army  full 
Of  bread  and  sloth. 

Thet.  Artcsis.  that  bett  knowest 


—  Not 

bui>< 


1 
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How  to  draw  out,  Gt  to  thia  enterpriie 
The  prim'8t  for  this  proceeding,  sod  the  nnmber 
To  carry  Buch  a  business  forth ;  and  levy 
Our  worthiest  inatrumeats,  whilst  we  dispatch 
Thb  grand  act  of  our  life,  this  daring  deed 
Of  fate  in  wedlock. 

1«(.  Qu.  Dowagers,  take  hands ; 
Let  us  be  widows  to  our  woes,  delay 
Commends  us  to  a  famishing  hope. 

All.  Farewelh 

2nd.  Qu.  We  come  unseasoDably.     But  when  eouM 

Cull  forth,  as  unpang'd  judgment  can,  fit'st  time 
For  best  solicitation  ? 

TTies.  Why  good  ladies, 
This  is  a  service,  whereto  1  am  going. 
Greater  than  any  was  ;  it  more  imports  me 
Than  all  the  actions  that  I  have  foregone. 
Or  futurely  can  cope. 

\st.  Qu.  The  more  proclaiming 
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I  iliould  be  sucli  a  auitor,  y^t  I  think 
Did  I  Dot  by  th~  abstaining  of  my  joy 
WTiich  btvedH  a  deeper  longing,  cure  their  surfeit 
That  craves  a  present  nied'cine,  I  should  plucL 
All  ladies*  scandal  on  me.     Thcwfore,  sir. 
As  I  shall  here  make  trial  of  my  prayere, 
EilhiT  preBuming  them  to  have  eome  force. 
Or  sentencing  for  aye  their  vigour  dumb, 
Pron^e  this  business  we  are  going  about,  and  hang 
Your  shield  afore  your  heart,  about  that  neck 
Which  is  my  fee,  and  which  I  freely  lend 
To  do  these  poor  queens  service. 

AH  Qu'».  to  Emil.  Oh  help  now. 
Our  cause  cries  for  your  knee. 

EmiL  If  you  grant  not 
My  sister  her  petition  in  that  force. 
With  that  celerity  and  nature  which 
She  makes  it  in,  from  henceforth  I'll  not  dare 
To  ask  you  any  thing,  nor  be  so  hardy 
Ever  to  take  a  husband. 
Th*».   Pray  stand  up. 
I  am  entreating  of  myself  to  do 
That  which  you  kneel  to  have  me:  Perithous, 
I,,ead  on  the  bride ;  get  you  and  pray  the  godi 
Fnr  sucvi'ss  and  return ;  omit  not  any  thing 
In  the  pretended  celebration :  queens. 
Follow  yoiir  soldier  (as  before) :  hence  yon, 
at  tlie  banks  of  .\uly  mert  us  with 
forces  you  can  raise,  where  we  shall  find 
mcuety  of  n  number,  for  a  business 
Moro  bigger  look't.     Siucr  tbnt  our  theme  b  haatv, 
I  lUmp  this  kiss  upon  thy  currant  lip ; 
Sweet,  k(wp  it  as  my  token.     Set  you  forward, 
~      I  will  see  you  goue. 


in  H 
^t^olh 


t 


Hippolila  and   EmBa 


mrtimg  ^  tie  fiieitJtkip  belmrt 


PrrilAout  and  Thanu,  EmUia  reialet  a  pttrmiUl  k 

the  love  beliDffa  henelfand  Fiona,  being  prlt, 

Emil.  t  was  acquaioted 
Once  with  a  tiro«,  when  I  eajoy'd  a  pUy-fellow; 
You  were  at  wars,  when  she  the  grave  earich'd, 
Viiho  made  too  proud  the  bed,  took  leave  o'th'  mocn 
(Which  then  look'd  pale  at  parUng)  when  our  count 
Was  each  eleven. 

Hip.  'Twas  Flavia. 

Emil.  Yes. 
You  talk  of  Ferithous  and  Thesens*  bve ; 
Theirs  has  more  ground,  is  more  mstorelj  aeaaoo'd, 
More  buckled  with  strong  judgment,  asd  their  needs 
The  one  of  th'  other  may  be  said  to  water 
Their  intertangled  roots  of  love ;  but  I 
And  she  (1  sigh  and  spoke  of)  were  things  innocent, 
Loved  for  we  did,  and  like  the  elements. 
That  know  not  what,  nor  why,  yet  do  effect 
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n  her  spirits  would  sojouni  (rather  dwell  on) 
And  sing  it  in  her  slumbers ;  this  rehears&l 
(\M>ich  evpry  innoeenl  wola  well)  comes  in 
l.iko  old  Importtnent's  bustard,  has  this  end  : 
Tliat  the  true  love  'tween  maid  and  maid  may  b<* 
More  than  in  sex  dividnal. 

Palamon  and  Arciir  repining  at  their  herd  eoaditioa.  in  lirii 
wuule  ntplivei  for  life  in  Alhmi,  Hrrivr  mntolationfrum  I 
mjot/mmi  of  each  nihei't  rompang  in  prison. 

Pal   How  do  vou,  noble  cousin? 

Arc.  How  do  yoii,  sir  ? 

Pal.  Why  strong  enough  to  laugh  at  misenr. 
And  bear  the  chance  of  war  yet ;  we  are  prisoners 
I  fear  fur  ever,  couain. 

Arc.  I  believe  it. 
And  to  that  destiny  have  patiently 
I^aid  up  mv  hour  to  come. 

PaL  Oh  cousin  Arcite. 
Where  is  ThebeH  now  ?  where  is  our  noble  country  ? 
Where  are  our  friends  and  kindreds  ?  never  more 
Must  we  behold  thoM  comforts,  never  see 
The  hardy  youths  strive  for  the  game«  of  honour. 
Hung  with  the  paint^>d  favours  of  their  ladies 
like  tall  ships  under  sail ;  then  start  amongst  them. 
And  as  an  east  wind  leave  them  all  behind  us 
Like  laty  clouds,  whilst  Palamon  and  Arcilo, 
Even  in  the  wagging  of  a  wanton  leg, 
Out-stript  the  people's  praise*,  won  ihc  garlands 
Ere  they  ha»e  time  to  wish  them  ours.     Oh  never 
Shall  we  two  eiercise,  like  twins  of  honour, 
Our  arms  again,  and  feel  our  fiery  horses 
Like  praud  seas  under  us,  our  good  swords  now 

f*r  the  red-eyed  god  of  war  ne'er  wore) 
ih'd  our  sidps,  like  age,  must  run  lo  nl»^^ 
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And  deck  the  temples  of  those  goda  that  hate  ns ; 
These  hands  shall  never  draw  them  out  like  lightniDf 
To  blast  whole  armies  more. 

Arc.  No,  Palamon, 
Those  hopes  are  prisoners  with  us ;  here  «re  are, 
And  here  the  graces  of  our  youths  must  wither 
Like  a  too  timely  spring;  here  age  must  find  us. 
And  (which  is  heaviest)  Palamon,  unmarried ; 
The  sweet  embraces  of  a  loving  wife 
Loaden  with  kisses,  arm'd  with  thousand  cupids. 
Shall  never  clasp  our  necks,  no  issue  know  oa. 
No  figures  of  ourselves  shall  we  e'er  see, 
To  glad  our  age,  and  like  young  eagles  teadi  them 
Boldly  to  gaze  against  bright  arms,  and  say 
"  Remember  what  your  fathers  were,  and  conquer." 
The  (iur-eyed  maids  shall  weep  our  banishments. 
And  in  their  songs  curse  ever-blinded  Fortune, 
Till  she  for  shame  see  what  a  wrong  she  has  done 
To  youth  and  nature.     This  is  all  our  world  : 
We  shall  know  nothing  here,  but  one  another ; 
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Btch  from  the  bottom  of  tbesp  miseries. 
From  all  that  fortune  can  inflict  upon  us, 
1  sec  two  comforts  rising,  two  mere  bleisings, 
If  the  gods  please  to  hold  here ;  a  brave  patience, 
And  the  ciijoyiDg'  of  our  ^efs  together. 
Whilst  PaloiDon  is  with  me,  let  me  perish 
If  I  think  thb  our  prison. 

Pal.  Certainly 
'Tis  a  main  goodness,  cousin,  thai  our  fortunes 
Were  Ivrin'd  together ;  'tis  most  true,  two  souls 
Put  in  two  noble  bodies,  let  them  suffer 
The  gall  of  haiard,  so  ihey  grow  togetlier. 
Will  never  sink  ;  they  must  not ;  say  they  could, 
A  willing  tnan  dies  sleeping,  and  all's  done. 

Arc.  Shall  we  moke  worthy  uses  of  this  place 
That  all  men  hate  eo  much  ? 

Pal,  How,  gentle  cousin  ? 

Ari^.   Lei's  think  this  prison  holy  sanctuary. 
To  keep  us  from  cumiplioD  of  worse  mun  ; 
We  are  young,  and  yet  desire  the  ways  of  honour. 
That  liberty  and  common  conversation. 
The  poison  of  pure  spirits,  might  (like  women) 
Woo  UB  to  wander  from.     \^'hat  worthy  bleaung 
Can  be,  hut  our  imaginations 

May  make  it  ours  ?     And  here  being  thus  together, 
Wc  are  an  endless  mine  to  one  anolhcr ; 
We  are  one  another's  wife,  ever  begetting  ^ 

{births  of  love;  we  are  father,  friends,  acquaint* 
■re, 
lyo 
ir  ir 
,u: 
Uul 
hu 


n  one  another,  families ; 

D  your  heir,  and  you  are  mine.     This  place 

r  inheritance ;  no  hard  oppressor 

e  taka  this  from  us ;  ht-re  with  a  little  patience 
■  ahall  live  long,  and  loving  ;  no  surfeits  seek  us ; 
e  hand  of  war  hurt*  none  here,  nor  lUe  sea* 
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Swallow  their  yontb.    W«re  we  at  bbertj, 
A  wife  might  part  u>  lawfully,  or  bunneai ; 
Quarrels  consume  us  ;  envy  of  ill  nmn 
Crave  our  acquaintance ;  1  might  rickeiii  consiii. 
Where  you  should  oever  know  it,  and  so  periah 
Without  your  noble  hand  to  close  mine  eyea. 
Or  prayers  to  the  gods :  a  thousand  chances, 
Were  we  from  hence,  would  sever  us. 

Pal.  You  have  made  me 
(I  thank  you,  cousin  Arcite)  almost  wanton 
With  my  captivity  :  what  a  misery 
It  ia  to  live  abroad,  and  every  where  ! 
'Tis  like  a  beast  inethinks  I  I  find  the  court  here, 
I'm  sure  a  more  content ;  and  all  those  pleasures. 
That  woo  the  wills  of  men  to  vanity, 
I  see  through  now ;  and  am  sufficient 
To  tell  the  world,  'tis  but  a  gaudy  shadow. 
That  old  Time,  as  he  passes  by,  takes  with  him. 
What,  had  we  been  old  in  the  Court  of  Creon, 
Where  sin  a  justice,  luat  and  ignorance 
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•WFcl,  i»  tediiiui,  It  stop*  cverj  moiaeat ;  lie  1 
auking  iip  oae  sfter  the  olber,  addiog  image  tu  irni^  to  ilelibC' 
ntc\j  that  ve  b«  where  Ihej  joia  :  Shakapeare  nunglva  every 
thing,  he  runa  line  into  line.  emtwrruMa  iFatenres  and  UFt4|ihor>  ; 
before  one  idea  haa  burit  itt  ihell,  another  ie  hitched  anil  claiiio- 
rcnu  for  diacloaore.  If  Fletcher  wrote  tome  Keat»  in  imitatioD. 
why  did  he  stop  ?  or  aluU  we  uj  that  Shakspeare  wrote  the 
other  fcenrs  in  imJCalion  of  IHrd-her  ?  that  hr  gate  Shakapeare  ■ 
curb  and  a  bridle,  and  that  Shakspuare  gttr  hito  a  |HUr  uf  apun  : 
aa  Blackmore  and  Luean  are  brought  in  exchanging  giiu  in 
the  Battle  of  the  Books'] 


H 


Laie.  /nm  a  tlalr  of  iadigentr  and  drpmdr»ct,  it  tuddn/g 
raited  into  imoieme  nffiatnce  bif  a  deed  i^^ft  t^tkt  ntalet  of 
Mil  brothrr  Sir.  JiJln  Frugal,  a   mcTchatU.  retard  from  iMe 
world.     He  eaten,  from  laktng  a  tunvy  lyfAii  neui  ricAa. 
Lukt,  'Twu  uo  fonUutic  object  but  a  truth, 

A  real  truth,  no  dmun.     I  did  not  slumber ; 

And  could  wake  ever  with  a  brooding  eye 

To  goxe  upon 'I  I  it  did  endure  the  touch, 

I  Mw,  and  fclt  it.      Yet  what  1  l)theld 

And  handled  oft,  did  so  truuscvnd  belief 

(My  wonder  and  astonishment  puss 

i  faintly  could  give  credit  to  toy  sen 

Tliou  dumb  magiclnn. 

That  without  a  charm 

Didst  make  my  enlrance  ensy,  to  |H)SSl'£s 

Wlial  wise  men  wish  aJjd  toil  for.     Hcrmi*'  Moly  ; 

Sybtlb'i  golden  bough  ;  tlie  great  elixir, 

Imagin'd  only  by  the  alehymist ; 

Compar'd  with  thee,  are  shadows,  tlioti  the  subitsnce 
^kiii  guardian  of  fvUcily.     No  marvel. 
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My  brother  made  thy  place  of  rest  Us  bosom, 
Thou  being  the  keeper  of  his  heart,  a  mistrem 
To  be  hugg'd  ever.     In  by-coniers  of 
This  sacred  room,  silver,  in  bags  he^'d  up. 
Like  billuts  saw'd  and  ready  for  the  fire. 
Unworthy  to  hold  fellowship  with  bright  gold, 
That  flow'd  about  the  room,  conceal'd  itself. 
There  needs  no  artificial  light,  the  splendour 
Makes  a  perpetual  day  there,  night  and  darkness 
By  that  atill-burning  lamp  for  ever  banish 'd. 
But  when,  guided  by  that,  my  eyes  had  made 
Discovery  of  the  caskets,  and  they  open'd, 
Each  sparkling  diamond  from  itself  shot  forth 
A  pyramid  of  flames,  and  in  the  roof 
Fix'd  it  a  glorious  star,  and  made  the  place 
Heaven's  abstract,  or  epitome ;  Rubies,  saphires. 
And  rojies  of  orient  pearl,  these  seen,  I  could  not 
But  look  on  gold  with  contempt-     And  yet  I  found, 
What  weak  credulity  could  have  no  faith  in, 
e  far  exceeding  these.     Here  lay 
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I  now  dare  ttile  you  so.    You  were  before 

Too  glorious  to  be  look'd  on :  now  you  appear 

Like  a  city  matron,  and  my  pretty  nieces 

Such  things 

As  they  were  bom  and  bred  there.     Why  should  you 

ape 
The  fiishions  of  court  ladies,  whose  high  titles 
And  pedigrees  of  long  descent  give  warrant 
For  their  superfluous  bravery  ?  'twas  monstrous* 
Till  now  you  ne  er  look'd  lovely. 

Lady.  Is  this  spoken 
In  scorn? 

Luke.  Fie,  no ;  with  judgment.    I  make  good 
My  promise,  and  now  shew  you  like  yourselves, 
In  your  own  natural  shapes. 

Lady.  We  acknowledge 
We  have  deserv'd  ill  from  you*,  yet  despair  not. 
Though  we're  at  your  disposure,  youll  maintain  us 
Like  your  brother's  wife  and  daughters. 

Luke,  'Tis  my  purpose. 

Lady.  And  not  make  us  ridiculous. 

Luke.  Admir*d  rather, 
As  fair  examples  for  our  proud  city  dames 
And  their  proud  brood  to  imitate.     Hear 
Gently,  and  in  gentle  phrase  111  reprehend 
Your  late  disg^s'd  deformity. 
Your  father  was 

An  honest  country  fiumer,  Goodman  Humble, 
By  his  neighbours  ne'er  calFd  master.    Did  your  pride 
Descend  from  him  ?  but  let  that  pass.     Your  fortune. 
Or  rather  your  husband's  industry,  advanced  you 
To  the  rank  of  merchant's  wife.     He  made  a  knight, 

*  &i  Ut  dependent  state  thejr  had  treated  him  very  eraeUj.    Th«^ 
w  wcm  depeiident  on  him. 

VOL*  U.  G 
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And  your  sweet  mistreH-etiip  ladjffr'd,  you  won 

Satin  on  salemn  days,  a  chain  of  gold* 

A  velvet  hood,  rich  borders,  and  MmietiniM 

A.  dainty  miniver  cap,  a  silver  pin 

Headed  with  a  pe&rl  worth  threepence ;  and  tbni  &r 

You  were  privileg'd,  and  no  man  envied  it : 

It  being  for  the  city's  honour  that 

There  sbovdd  be  distinctioB  between 

The  wife  of  a  patrician  and  a  pleb^an.  — 

But  when  the  height 

And  dignity  of  London's  blesungs  grew 
Contemptible,  and  the  name  lady  mayoress 
Became  a  by-word,  and  you  soora'd  the  means 
By  which  you  were  rais'd  (my  brother's  fond  it 
Giving  the  reins  to't)  and  no  object  pleas'd  you 
But  the  glitfring  pomp  and  bravery  of  the  court; 
What  a  strange,  n&y  monstrous  metamoTphotis  fbOov*'! 
No  EngUsh  workman  then  could  please  your  CuKj; 
The  French  and  Tuscan  dress,  your  whole  discourM ; 
This  bawd  to  prodigality  entcrtain'd, 
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Rich  pantables  in  ostentation  shewn. 

And  roses  worth  a  fiunily.     You  were  serv*d 

In  plate: 

Stirr'd  not  a  foot  wiihout  a  coach ;  and  going 

To  church,  not  for  devotion,  hut  to  shew 

Your  pomp,  you  were  tickled  when  the  heggirs  cried 

Heaven  save  your  honour.     This  idolatry 

Paid  to  a  painted  room.     And,  when  you  lay 

In  childbed,  at  the  christening  of  this  minx, 

I  well  remember  it,  as  you  had  been 

An  absolute  princess  (since  they  have  no  more) 

Three  several  chambers  hung :  the  first  with  arras. 

And  that  for  waiters ;  the  second,  crimson  satin. 

For  the  meaner  sort  of  g^uests ;  the  third  of  scarlet 

Of  the  rich  Tynan  dye :  a  canopy 

To  cover  the  brat*8  cradle ;  you  in  state, 

Like  Pompey's  Julia. 

Ltodjf.  No  more,  I  pray  you. 

Luke.  Of  this  be  sure  you  shall  not     IH  cut  off 
Whatever  is  exorbitant  in  you. 
Or  in  your  daughters ;  and  reduce  you  to 
Your  natural  forms  and  habits :  not  in  revenge 
Of  your  base  usage  of  me ;  but  to  fright 
Others  by  your  example. 

(Thif  bitter  satire  against  the  city  women  for  aping  tlie  fashions 
of  the  court  ladies  most  have  been  peculiarly  gratifying  to  the 
females  of  the  Herbert  funily  and  the  rest  of  Maisinger*s  noble 
patrons  and  patronesses.] 


C  2 


A  NRW  WAY  TO  PAY  OLD  DEBTS :   A  COHEDT. 
BY  PHILIP  MASaiNOER. 

Overreach,  (a  cruel  exiortioncr)  trcaU  aioui  marryag  ia 
daughter  with  Lord  LovetL 

LOVELL.      OVERRKACH. 

Over.  To  my  wish  we  are  private. 
I  come  not  to  make  offer  with  my  daughter 
A  certain  portion  ;  that  were  poor  and  triTial : 
In  one  word  1  pronounce  all  that  is  mine. 
In  landa  or  leases,  ready  coin  or  goods, 
With  her,  my  lord,  comes  to  you ;  nor  shall  yon  have 
One  motive  to  induce  you  to  believe 
I  live  too  long,  since  every  year  I'll  add 
Something  unto  the  heap,  which  shall  be  yours  too. 

Lov.  You  are  a  right  kind  father. 

Over.  You  shall  have 


Ortr.  You  do  conclude  too  fast ;  not  knowing  me. 
Nor  the  engines  that  1  work  by.     'Tis  not  itlone 
The  lady  Atiworth's  lands :.  but  point  out  any  man's 
Id  alt  the  shire,  and  say  they  lie  convenient 
And  useful  for  your  lordship ;  and  once  more 
I  say  aloud,  they  are  yours. 

Lov.  I  dare  nut  own 
What's  by  unjust  and  cruel  means  extorted : 
My  fame  and  credit  are  more  ilcar  to  me. 
Than  so  to  expose  'em  to  be  censnr'd  by 
The  public  voice. 

Over.  You  nin,  my  lord,  no  haxard: 
Your  reputation  ghati  stand  as  fair 
In  all  gtK>d  men's  opinions  as  now : 
Nor  can  my  actions,  though  condemn 'd  for  ill. 
Out  any  foul  aspersion  upon  yours. 
For  thoug'h  I  do  contemn  report  myself. 
As  a  mere  aound ;  I  still  will  be  eu  tender 
Of  what  concerns  yon  in  all  points  of  honourt 
That  the  immaculate  whiteness  of  jour  fame. 
Nor  vour  unquestioned  integrity. 
Shall  e'er  be  sullied  witL  one  t^nt  or  spot 
That  may  take  from  your  innocence  and  candour. 
All  my  ambition  is  to  have  my  daughter 
Right  hnnourable;  which  my  lord  can  make  her: 
And  might  1  live  to  dauce  upon  my  knee 
A  voung  lord  Lovell,  bom  by  her  unto  yon, 
I  write  nU  uUra  to  my  proudest  ho|)es. 

■  for  possessions  and  annual  rents, 

uiTnlent  to  maintain  you  in  the  port 

KoDr  noMe  birth  and  present  «tate  requiK, 

o  remove  that  burden  from  yoar  shoulders, 

LBd  take  It  on  mine  own  :  for  though  I  ruin 

■  country  to  t>upp1y  your  riotous  waste. 
The  scourge  of  prod^ala  (wuii)  Hhall  nv\tr  &n&  ^«»^. 
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Ijov.  Ar«  you  not  fHglited  with  the  imprecations 
And  curses  of  whole  fknuliea,  made  wretched 
By  your  sinister  practices? 

Over.  Yes,  as  rocks  are 
When  foamy  billows  split  thonselves  against 
TTieir  flinty  ribs  ;  or  as  the  immd  is  mov'd 
When  wolves,  with  hunger  pined,  bowl  at  her  brighlni 
1  am  of  a  solid  temper,  and,  Uke  these. 
Steer  on  a  constant  course :  with  mine  own  sword. 
If  call'd  into  the  field,  I  can  make  that  right, 
Which  fearful  enemies  murmur'd  at  as  wrong. 
Now,  for  those  other  piddling  complaints, 
Breath'd  out  in  bitterness ;  as,  when  they  call  me 
Extortioner,  tyrant,  cormorant,  or  intruder 
On  my  poor  neighbour's  right,  or  grand  encloser 
Of  what  was  common  to  my  private  use ; 
Nay,  when  my  ears  are  pierc'd  with  widows'  cries, 
And  undone  orphans  wash  with  tears  my  threshold: 
I  only  think  what  'tis  to  have  my  daughter 
Itiirht  hniioiirablp  ;  and  'tis  a  powerful  charm. 
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THE  PICTURE :  A  TRAGI-COMEDY.    BY  PHILIP 

MASSINOER. 

Aiatthkut  a  knight  of  Bohemia,  going  to  the  wars ;  m  parting 
with  hit  wife,  shews  her  substantial  reasons  why  he  skcmU  go. 

Matthias.    Sophia. 

Mai,  Since  we  must  part,  Sophia,  to  pass  further 
Is  not  alone  impertinent,  but  dangerous. 
We  are  not  distant  from  the  Turkish  camp 
Above  five  leagues ;  and  who  knows  but  some  party 
Of  his  Tunariots,  that  scour  the  country, 
May  &11  upon  us  ?    Be  now,  as  thy  name 
Truly  interpreted*  hath  ever  spoke  thee. 
Wise  and  discreet ;  and  to  thy  understanding 
Marry  thy  constant  patience. 

Soph*  You  put  me,  sir, 
To  the  utmost  trial  of  it. 

McU.  Nay,  no  melting : 
Since  the  necessity,  that  now  separates  us. 
We  have  long  since  disputed ;  and  the  reasons. 
Forcing  me  to  it,  too  oft  wash'd  in  tears. 
I  gprant  that  you  in  birth  were  hr  above  me, 
And  gpreat  men  my  superiors  rivals  for  you ; 
But  mutual  consent  of  heart,  as  hands 
Join*d  by  true  love,  hath  made  us  one  and  equal : 
Nor  is  it  in  me  mere  desire  of  fiune. 
Or  to  be  cried  up  by  the  public  voice 
For  a  brave  soldier,  that  puts  on  my  armour ; 
Such  airy  tumours  take  not  me :  you  know 
How  narrow  our  demeans  are ;  and  what's  more. 


*  Sophk; 
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Having  as  yet  no  charge  of  children  on  lu. 
We  hardly  can  subsist. 

Soph.  In  you  alone,  air, 
1  have  all  abundance. 

Mat.  For  my  mind's  content, 
In  your  own  Wgnage  I  could  answer  yon. 
You  have  been  an  obedient  wife,  a  right  cm ; 
And  to  my  power,  though  short  of  your  desert, 
I  have  been  ever  an  indulgent  faushand. 
We  have  long  enjoy 'd  the  sweets  of  love,  and  though 
Not  to  satiety  or  loathing,  yet 
We  must  not  live  such  dotards  on  our  pleasures. 
As  still  to  hug  them  to  the  certain  loss 
Of  profit  and  preferment.     Competent  means 
Maintains  a  quiet  bed,  want  breeds  dissension 
Even  in  good  women.  < 

St^h.  Have  you  found  in  me,  sir, 
Any  distaste  or  sign  of  discontent. 
For  want  of  what's  superfluous  ? 

Mat.  No,  Sophia  j 
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1  w  rich. 

Or  in  your  opinion  ao,  why  should  you  ttorron 
AddiiioQi  for  me? 

Mat.  Why  ?  I  should  be  cei«ur'd 
Of  ignorance,  possessing  such  &  jewel, 
Abo*P  »U  price,  if  I  forbear  to  give  it 
The  best  of  ornaments.     Therefore,  Sophis, 
In  fi'w  wonls  know  my  pleasure,  and  obey  roe ; 
As  you  have  ever  done.     To  your  discretion 
1  leave  the  government  of  my  family. 
And  our  poor  fortunes,  and  from  these  cfmu&and 
Obedience  to  yon  as  to  myself: 
To  th'  utmost  of  what's  mine,  live  plentifiilly : 
And,  ere  the  remnant  of  our  store  be  gpent, 
With  my  good  sword  I  hope  1  shall  reap  (or  you 
A  harvest  in  fuch  full  abundance,  as 
Shall  make  a  merry  wiuter. 

»Soph.  Since  you  are  not 
Xo  be  diverted,  sir,  from  what  you  purpose, 
'ftSi  argimieiils  to  stay  you  here  ore  useless. 
Go  when  you  please,  sir :  eyes,  I  charge  you,  waste  not 
One  drop  of  sorrow ;  look  you  hoard  all  up, 
Till  in  my  widow 'd  bed  I  call  upon  you : 
^Sut  then  be  sure  you  fail  not.     Yon  blest  angels, 
s  of  human  life,  1  at  this  instant 
r  t'  invoke  you  at  our  parting ;  *twere 
B  penonate  devotion.     My  soul 

11  gu  alanfi:  with  you ;  and  when  you  are 
dtxi  with  deatli  and  horror,  seek  and  find  you ; 
^d  then  I  will  not  leave  a  saint  uusued  ta 
r  your  protection.     To  tell  you  what 
■rill  du  iu  your  absence,  would  shew  poorly  ; 
jr  actions  shull  speak  mc.     'Twere  to  doubt  you, 
9  \»g  I  may  hrnr  from  you  where  you  are ; 
You  cannot  Uve  obiicurr;  nor  shall  one  jhhI, 
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By  night  or  day,  pus  uneiainin'd  by  me. 
If  1  dwell  long  upon  your  lips,  consider 
After  thb  feast  the  griping  fast  that  follows ; 
And  it  wilt  be  excusable  ;  pray,  turn  from  me : 
All  that  I  can  is  spoken. 

[Tbe  good  state,  rationil  fondnesi,  u>d  cbMltMd  fcaliif ,  rf 
tbii  dieJo^e,  make  it  more  laloable  than  uaajr  of  thaw  mom 
in  which  thii  writer  hu  attempted  a  deeper  (luiion  and  mm 
trificol  interest.  Mauinger  had  not  tbe  faigher  rcqninlei  of  tw 
art  in  any  thing  tike  the  degree  In  •hidi  they  were  pOMened  hj 
Ford,  Webitar,  Tonmeur,  Hejwood,  and  oAen.  He  M>« 
■bakea  or  disturbs  tbe  mind  with  grief.  He  ii  r«ad  with  MM- 
posure  and  placid  delight.  He  wrote  with  that  eqnability  «f  aO 
the  paiiioQi,  which  made  bia  Eugkiib  atjle  the  pnreat  and  mal 
free  from  Tioleot  metaphars  and  harah  conatnictioni,  of  any  sf 
tbe  dramatiiti  who  were  bia  conteraporariet.] 
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In  all  the  faith  my  mnoccnre  could  give  me. 

In  the  best  lanpTia^  my  true  tongui?  could  tell  me, 

Aod  all  the  brokeo  siffhg  mv  sick  heart  lent  me, 

I  siwd.  and  trrv'd.     Lonff  did  I  love  this  lady, 
T-nng  W8«  my  travail,  long  my  trade,  to  win  her : 
\\'ilh  all  ihe  duty  of  my  doul  I  serv'd  her. 

Aim.  How  feeling'ly  he  speaks  !     And  she  loved  yon 
too? 

I I  must  be  so. 

Jvhn.  1  would  it  had,  dear  lady. 
This  »tory  bod  been  needless ;  and  this  plaee, 
I  think,  unknown  to  me. 

Aim.  Were  your  bloods  equal  ? 

John.  Yes ;  and,  I  thought,  our  hearta  loo. 

Aim.  Then  she  must  love, 

John,  She  did ;  but  never  me :  she  could  not  love  me ; 
She  would  not  love ;  she  hated ;  more,  she  sconi'd  me  : 
And  in  no  poor  and  base  a  way  abused  me, 
For  all  my  services,  for  all  my  bounties, 
So  bold  nejjlecta  flung  on  me 

Aim.   An  ill  woman  ! 
Belike  you  found  some  rival  in  your  lore  then  ? 

John.  How  perfectly  she  points  me  to  my  story  t 
Madam,  I  did ;  and  one  whose  pride  and  anger, 
Dl  manners,  and  worse  mein,  she  doated  an ; 
Doated,  to  my  undoing  and  my  ruin. 
And,  but  for  honour  to  your  sacred  beauty, 
And  revcrenoe  to  the  noble  «ei>  though  she  foil, 
(As  she  must  full,  that  dur«t  be  so  unnoble) 
I  should  nay  something  unbesrcraing  me. 
What  out  of  love,  and  worthy  love,  I  gave  her, 
(Shame  to  her  most  unworthy  mind)  to  fools. 
To  girls,  and  tidlers,  to  her  boy*  she  flung. 
And  in  disdain  of  me, 
Last,  to  Uol  me 
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From  all  rememb'niice,  what  I  havs  been  to  her. 
And  how,  how  honestly,  how  nobly  serv'd  her, 
'Twaa  thought  she  set  her  gallant  to  dispatch  me, 
'Tis  true,  he  quarrell'd,  without  place,  or  reason ; 
We  fought,  I  kill'd  him ;  heaven's  atrong  hand  was  with 

For  which  I  lost  my  country,  friends,  acquaintance. 
And  put  myself  to  sea,  where  a  pirate  took  me. 
And  sold  me  here. 


Clcremond  taket  an  oath  lo  perjom  bit  ruMt 

ttcrt.  Sit  enjouu  Aim  to  till  hit  ttit  friend.  He  tnriln 
Montrote  to  the  Jicld,  under  pretence  ofioaiUi^  Mm  fir » 
secomi :  then  thewt,  that  he  matt  fight  uiifA  him. 


"By  paTting;  with  an  inch  or  ground  not  bought 


Clrr.  'Tis  not  lo  be  qupstion'd  : 
That  which  I  would  entreat,  (and  pray  you  grant  it,) 
Is,  that  you  would  forget  your  usual  miflnesR, 
Your  foe  being  at  your  mercy ;  it  hath  been 
A  cufilom  in  you,  which  J  dare  not  praise, 
Having  diMmi'd  your  enemy  of  his  sword, 
Tn  tcntjit  your  fate,  by  yielding  tl  again ; 
Then  run  a  »econd  hazard. 

Mont.   When  we  encounter 
A  noble  foe,  we  cannot  be  too  noble. 

Clfr.  That  I  confess ;  but  he  that's  now  to  oppose  you, 
I  know  for  an  arch  villain ;  one  that  huth  lost 
All  fe«ting  of  humanity,  one  that  hates 
(ioodncsB  in  others,  'cause  he's  ill  himself: 
A  most  ungrateful  wretch,  (the  name's  too  gentle. 
All  attributes  of  wickedness  cannot  reach  him,) 
Of  whom  lo  have  deserved,  beyond  example, 
Or  precedent  of  friendship,  is  a  wrong 
Which  only  death  can  satisfy. 

You  describe 
L  nonslirr  to  me. 


',  Mont 


'.  he  ii 


fcick.  ihough  fertile  of  strange  prodigies, 

r  produced  his  «{ual ;  he  wise,  therefore, 

d  if  he  &1I  intn  yuur  haudu,  dispatch  him  : 

y  to  htm  in  cruelty.     The  sad  tathrr. 

It  s«M  his  son  stung  by  a  snake  to  death. 

■15,  with  more  justice,  stay  his  vengeftil  hand, 

d  let  the  worm  esc«])e,  than  you  vouchsafe  him 
1;  minute  tu  repent :  for  'lis  a  slave 
1^  lold  to  hcU  and  mischief,  tliat  a  traitor 
b  his  most  lawful  prini'c.  a  church-robber, 
icidr,  who,  when  his  garners  arc 
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Cramm'd  with  the  ptmet  ffnin,  taflen  hit  pBmto, 
Being  old,  and  weak,  to  starre  for  want  of  bMad, 
Compared  to  him  are  innocent. 

Mont.  1  ne'er  heard 
Of  such  a  cursed  nature  ;  if  long-lived, 
He  would  infect  mankind:  rest  you  asiured. 
He  finds  from  me  small  courtesy. 

Cler.  And  expect 
Ab  little  from  him ;  blood  is  that  he  thirsta  for. 
Not  honourable  wouoda. 

Mont.  I  would  I  had  him 
Within  my  sword'a  length  1 

Chr.  Have  thy  wish :  Thou  hast  I 

(Clebbmond  dram  Aw  HMrdl) 
Nay  draw  thy  sword  and  suddenly ;  I  sin 
That  monster,  temple-robber,  parricide, 
Ingrai«ful  wretch,  friend-hater,  or  what  else 
Makes  up  the  perfect  figure  of  the  devil. 
Should  he  appear  like  man.     Banish  a 
And  tall  thv  .ibk'st  spirits  up  In  giiurd  thee 
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Would  look  no  lower  : — and  for  being  such, 
Uy  hrr  commands,  Montrose,  I  am  lo  kill  thee. 
Oh,  that  ihou  hadst,  like  others,  been  all  words, 
And  no  [lerfonnance  !  or  that  thou  hailst  made 
Some  tittle  stop  in  thy  career  of  kindness  I 
Why  wDuldst  thou,  to  conBmi  the  name  of  friend. 
Snatch  at  this  fatal  office  of  a  second, 

Which  others  fled  from? "Tia  in  vain  to  mourn  now, 

\Mieu  there's  no  help  I  and  therefore,  good  Montrose, 
Rouse  thy  most  manly  parts,  and  think  thou  slaud'st  now 
A  chompiim  for  more  than  i.iag  or  country  ; 
Since  in  thy  fall,  goodness  itself  must  suffer- 
Remembcr  loo,  the  bjueness  of  the  wrong 
Ofipr'd  to  friendship ;  let  it  edge  thy  sword. 
And  kill  rompassion  in  thee ;  and  forget  not 
1  will  take  all  advantages  :  and  so. 
Without  reply,  have  at  thee. 

*(Thfyfght,  Ct.BBBMoNi>/i«/.) 
Mont.  See,  how  weak 
n  ill  vauM  is  I  you  are  already  hllen  : 
liat  can  you  look  for  now  ? 
Chr.   FiKil,  use  thy  fortune ; 
And  so  he  counsels  thee,  tliat,  if  we  had 
Changed  places,  iustanlly  would  have  rut  thy  tliroat. 
Or  digg'd  thy  bivirt  out. 
jVimt.  Ill  retjuital  of 
That  sava|^  purpose,  I  must  pity  you  : 
VN'itncsn  these  lean,  not  tears  of  joy  (or  coni^ueit  i 
lint  of  true  sorrow  for  your  misery. 
Uvn,  0  live,  Cleremond,  anit.  like  a  man, 
Make  uw  of  reason,  as  an  exorcist 
To  cast  this  devil  out,  that  doea  abuw  you ; 
"nii*  fiend  of  false  affection. 
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Malefort  lenior.  Admiral  of  Marteiilet,  pciiont  hujira  injt  k 
niaic  leayjhr  a  lecond.  Tliit  coming  to  Uxe  knowUdgt  ifim 
ton,  Mtilefort  junior;  he  chalUnga  Ail  /other  to  JlgU  U». 
3Tii»  unnalurat  romiat  it  performed  before  the  Got^rmr  wt 
Court  of  Martcittet.  The  ipectatort  retiring  lo  tome  Jidmer, 
the  father  and  ion  parley  before  thejlght  comtaeiKet. 

Malefort  senior.     Malrfojit junior. 

Mai.  sen.  Now  we  are  atone,  sir ; 
And  thou  hast  liberty  to  unload  the  burden 
Which  thou  groan 'st  under.     Speak  thy  griefs. 

Mal.jun.  I  shall,  sir; 
But  in  a  perplcxt  form  and  method,  whirh 
You  only  can  interpret :  would  you  had  not 
A  guilty  knowledge  in  your  bosom  of 
The  language  whit^h  you  force  me  to  delivf 
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1  must  not  etc,  nor,  if  1  saw  it,  shun  it  ? 

In  my  wron^  uature  suffwa,  and  !ix>ks  backward; 

Anii  mankind  trembles  to  sec  me  pureiie 

ttTiat  b««at8  woilld  fly  from.     For  when  I  advance 

Tliis  Eword,  as  I  mu«t  do,  against  your  head, 

PSely  will  wee)),  and  filial  duty  mourn. 

To  see  their  altars,  which  you  built  up  in  me, 

In  a  moment  raz'd  and  ruia'd.     That  you  could 

( I'rom  my  griev'd  houI  I  wish  it)  but  produce 

To  qualify,  not  excuse,  your  deod  or  harn>r> 

Que  leeniiog  reason  :  that  I  might  lix  here, 

And  movi-  no  further  I 

Jffal.  irn.  Have  I  so  far  lost 
A  father's  power,  that  I  must  give  account 
Of  my  actions  to  my  son  ?  or  must  I  plead 
As  a  fearful  prisoner  at  the  bar,  while  ho 
That  owes  his  being  to  me  sit«  as  judge 
To  censure  that,  which  only  by  myself 
Ought  to  be  question 'd  ?  mountains  sooner  fali 
BciiMth  their  valleys,  and  the  lofty  pioe 
Pay  homage  to  the  bramble,  or  wlut  else  is 
Preposterous  in  nature,  ere  my  tongue 
Id  odc  short  syllable  yields  sHtiifaction 
T«  any  doubt  of  thine  ;  nay,  though  it  were 
A  certoimy,  disdaining  argument : 
Since,  though  my  deeds  wore  hell's  black  livery. 
To  tlirc  tliey  should  appear  triumphant  rob«Si 
Set  off  with  glorious  honour :  tbou  beii^  bound 
To  see  with  my  eyes,  ontl  to  hold  that  reason 
That  takes  or  birth  or  fashion  (ram  my  wilL 

kMal.  jun.  This  !word  divides  that  slavish  knot. 
Mai.  >«H-  It  cannot, 
cannot,  wretch  :  aud  ihou  but  remember 
am  whom  thou  hadst  this  spirit,  tliou  dar'st  not  hope  it, 
ho  train'd  thee  up  in  arms,  but  1  ?  who  t&u%\\\  "Om* 
•au  w,  II 
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Men  were  men  only  when  they  duret  look  down 

With  scorn  on  death  and  danger,  and  contenm'd 

All  opposition,  till  plum'd  victory 

Had  made  ber  constant  stand  upon  their  faelmeU? 

Under  my  shield  thou  hast  fooght  aa  securely 

As  the  young  eaglet,  covered  with  the  wing* 

Of  her  fierce  dam,  leami  how  and  where  to  prtj. 

All  that  is  manly  in  thee,  I  call  mine : 

But  what  is  weak  and  woman  ish,  thine  own. 

And  what  I  gave  (since  thou  art  proud,  nngntefiili 

Presumii^  to  contend  with  him,  to  whom 

SubtaiMion  is  due)  I  will  take  from  thee. 

Look  therefore  for  extremities,  and  expect  not 

1  will  correct  thee  as  a  son,  but  kill  thee 

As  B  serpent  snoln  with  poison  ;  who  survinng 

A  little  longer,  with  infectious  breath. 

Would  render  all  things  near  him,  like  itself. 

Contagious. 

MaLjvn.  Thou  incensed  power. 
Awhile  forbear  thy  thunder :  let  me  have 


Aitgelo,  an  angel,  altmdt  Dorothea  tu  a  page. 
Akoklo.     Dorothba.     The  time,  midnight . 
Dor.  My  book  anil  taper. 
Ang.  Here,  most  holy  n 
I  Hor.  Thy  voice  sends  forth  such  niiisic,  thai  I  u 
Vas  ravish'd  with  a  more  celestial  si 
Were  every  eervant  in  the  world  like  thoe. 
So  full  of  f^oodoess,  an^ls  would  come  down 
To  dwell  with  Qs :  thy  name  is  Angela, 
And  Uke  that  name  thou  art.     Get  thee  to  real ; 
Thy  youth  with  too  much  watching  is  opprest. 

Ang.  No,  niy  dear  lady.     I  could  weary  stars, 
And  force  the  wakeful  moon  to  lose  her  eyes, 
By  my  late  watching,  but  to  wait  on  you. 
When  at  your  prayere  you  kneel  before  the  altar, 
Methinks  Tm  singing  with  nome  quire  in  heaven, 
So  blest  I  bold  me  in  your  com|any. 
Therefore,  my  most  lov'd  mistress,  do  not  bid 
Your  boy,  so  serviceable,  to  gd  hence  ; 
For  then  you  break  his  heart. 

Dor.  Be  nigh  me  still,  then. 
In  golden  letters  down  I'll  set  that  day, 
y Which  gave  ihec  to  me.     Little  did  I  hope 
^0  meet  such  worlds  of  comfort  in  thyself, 
i  Tittle,  pretty  body,  when  1  coming 
h  of  the  tcniple,  heard  my  beggar-boy, 
lljr  sweet-fac'd,  godly  beggar-boy,  crave  an  alms, 
"~iich  with  glad  hand  I  gave,  with  lucky  hand  ; 
knd  when  1  took  thee  home,  my  most  chaste  iKnom 
loughl  was  fill'd  willi  no  hot  wanton  &ie, 
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But  with  a  holy  flame,  mounting  since  hi^er, 
On  wings  of  cherubims,  than  it  did  before. 

Ang.  Proud  am  I  that  my  lady's  modest  eye 
So  likes  so  poor  a  serront. 

Dor.  I  have  offer'd 
HandfulH  of  gold  but  to  heboid  tby  parents. 
I  would  leave  kingdems,  were  I  queen  of  stnne. 
To  dwell  with  thy  good  fotber ;  for,  the  son 
Bewitching  me  bo  deeply  with  bis  presence. 
He  that  begot  him  must  do't  ten  times  m«re> 
I  pray  thee,  my  sweet  boy,  shew  me  tl^  paMOlS  i 
Be  not  ashamed. 

Ang.  I  am  not :  I  did  never 
Know  who  my  mother  was ;  but,  by  yon  palace, 
FlU'd  with  bright  heav'nly  courtiers,  I  dare  issore  ynn. 
And  pawn  these  eyes  upon  it,  and  tins  hand. 
My  father  is  in  heav'n  ;  and,  pretty  mistress, 
If  your  illustrious  hour-glasa  spend  his  sand 
No  worse,  than  yet  it  doth,  upon  my  life. 
You  and  I  both  shall  meet  my  lather  there, 
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71ir  Marihat  of  Burguadi/  dirt  m  prum  at  Dijon  Jbr  drbtt 
nmlmctni  by  hiin/or  the  len-ice  nj'lhr  itate  in  lie  tuari.  Hi* 
dead  hiidy  u  arrei/ed  and  denied  banal  hy  hii  credilon.  Hit 
ton.  young  Ckaraloii,  gitvi  up  hinurlf  Ik  pridint  lo  redeem  hii 
fatkei-i  body,  thai  tt  may  have  lumoura/ile  burial.  He  hat 
leave  fntiii  hu  pritnn  doori  lit  tma  tAe  cercBuniy  of  the  funend, 
but  to  go  no  farther. 

Enter  three  g»nlt«m«n,   Poxtalieb.  Malotin,  and 
BsAtiMONT,  at  speetatiira  of  the  fnntnU.     ■ 

Mai,  'Tis  atnnge. 

Seaam.  Methiulu  so. 

Pont.  Id  a  man  but  young. 
Yet  old  in  judgment :  theoric  and  practic 
In  «ll  humauity ;  and,  to  incresM  the  wonder, 
ItelifpouB,  ypt  a  soldier, — that  he  should 
Yield  fats  free-living  youth  a  captive,  for 
The  frocMlDm  of  hi«  a^cd  father's  corpe ; 
And  rather  chuae  to  waiit  lift's  necessorips, 
Liberty,  hope  of  fortunr,  tlian  it  should 
In  death  be  kept  from  cbristiiui  cCTcmony. 

MaL  Come,  'tit  a  golden  precedent  in  a  son. 
To  let  strong  nature  have  the  bett«r  hand, 
iSf,  of  all  affected  reason, 
yoars  sit  on  this  Cbaraloid  ? 

£ravat.  Twcnty-eitrht. 
lioce  the  clock  did  strike  him  aeysmlno  old, 
Under  Mi  6uher'a  wing  tliis  son  hath  fought, 
Ser^'d  and  comtnandrd,  and  so  apily  both, 
Tbal  tometimes  he  npprnr'd  his  father'*  hthrr. 
Kad  never  lens  titan  hi»  son  ;  the  old  man'fa  ^vIVwk 


lolet 
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So  recent  in  him,  as  the  world  may  iwear 
Nought  but  a  fair  tree  could  such  bir  fruit  beu-. 

MaL  This  monung  is  the  fimml. 

Pont.  Certainly. 
And  from  thia  prison  'twas  the  sons  request 
That  his  dear  father  might  interment  h&ve. 

(CiiARALOis  appears  at  Ihe  door  of  At  prwoM.) 
See  the  young  son  interr'd,  a  lively  grave. 

Beaum.  They  come.  Observe  tli«r  order, 

TTieJwneral  procession  enters.  Captains  and  soUitn, 
mourners.  RoMoiir,friendtothedteeased.  Ttirtf 
creditors  are  amon^  the  speetaiort.  CharaloIS 
speaks. 

Char.  Mow  like  a  silent  stream  ihaded  whh  mgbL 
.\nd  gliding  softly  with  our  windy  sighsi 
Moves  the  whole  frame  of  this  solemnity  I 
Tears,  sigha,  and  blacks,  filling  the  simile ; 
Whilst  1,  the  only  murmur  in  this  grove 
Of  death,  thus  hollowly  break  forth  I — voucluafe 
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He  cannot  raise  thee  a  poor  moniimpnt. 
Such  as  a  flatterer  or  an  usurer  halh  ; 
Th;  north  in  every  faaneJt  hreast  builds  one. 
Making  their  friendly  hearts  thy  funeral  stone. 

Pont.  Sir! 

Char.  Peace  I  0  peace  I  This  scene  is  wholly  mine — 
What  1    weep  you,  soldiers  ?  —  blanch   not.  —  Romont 

Hi  1  let  me  see  I  my  miracle  is  cas'd ; 

The  jailors  and  the  creditors  do  weep ; 

E'en  they  that  make  ua  weep,  do  weep  themselvea. 

Be  these  thy  body's  balm :  these,  and  thy  rirtue, 

Keep  thy  fame  ever  odoriferous, 

Whilst  the  great,  proud,  rich,  undcBcrving  man. 

Alive  stinks  in  his  vices,  and,  beiog-  vanish'd. 

The  golden  calf  that  was  an  idol,  deck'd 

With  marble  pillars,  jet  and  porpbyry. 

Shall  quickly  both  in  bone  and  name  consume. 

Tho'  wrapt  in  lead,  spice,  cerecloth,  and  perfume. 

Creditor.  S'u"! 

Char.  What  1  —  away    for    shame  —  you    prophane 

Must  not  be  mingled  with  these  holy  relics : 
This  is  a  sacrifice— our  show'r  shall  crown 
His  sepulchre  with  olive,  mj-rrh,  and  bays. 
The  plants  of  penc*.  of  sorrow,  victory : 
Your  tears  would  spring  but  wc«dB. 

Ram.  Liwk,  look,  you  slave*  I  your  thankless  crueUyi 
And  snvntre  maimen  of  unkind  DijoD, 
Eihaust  these  floods,  and  not  h»  father's  duih. 

Priat.  On. 

Char.  One  moment  more. 
Dot  to  liestow  a  few  poor  legacies. 
All  I  have  left  in  my  dead  father's  right, 
^W|d  1  have  done.     Captain,  wear  iWti  l\iew  v^otv 
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Th&t  yet  ne'er  made  his  hone  run  tnaa  &  loe. 

Lieutenant,  tfaou  this  scarf ;  and  may  it  tift 

Thy  valour  and  thy  honesty  together, 

For  so  it  did  io  him.     Ensign,  this  cnirus, 

Your  general's  aecklace  once.     You  gentle  besren^ 

Divide  this  purse  of  gold  ;  this  other  strew 

Among  the  poor.     Tib  all  I  have.     Romont, 

Wear  thou  this  medal  of  himself,  that  like 

A  hearty  oak  grew'st  close  to  this  tall  pine, 

E'en  in  the  wildest  wilderness  of  war, 

Wherei»i  fbea  broke  their  swords,  and  tir'd  themadrcfc 

Wounded  and  h&ck'd  ye  were,  but  never  feQ'd. 

For  me,  my  portion  provide  in  heaven  ; 

My  root  it  earth'd,  and  I,  a  desolate  branch, 

Left  scatter'd  in  the  highway  of  the  world. 

Trod  under  foot,  that  might  have  been  a  eohmin 

Mainly  supporting  our  demolish'd  house. 

This  ■  would  I  wear  as  my  inheritance. 

Add  what  hope  can  arise  to  me  from  it. 

When  I  and  it  are  here  both  prisoners  ? 
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THE  OLD  LAW  :    A  COMEDY.    BT  PHILIP  MAflSINOBlt, 
THOMAS  MIDDLETON,  AND  WILUAM  BOWLBY. 

The  Duke  of  Epire  enacts  a  law,  that  ail  men  who  hatereaeked 
ike  age  of  fourtcore,  shall  be  put  to  death,  as  bemg  adjudged 
useless   to  the    comnumu}ealth.      Ssmomdes,    the  had,    and 
Oeanthes,  the  good  son^  are  different^  ajfeeted  hy  the  prcmml 
gation  of  the  edict. 

Sim.  Cleanthes, 
Oh,  lad,  here's  a  spring  for  young'  plants  to  floariBh  I 
The  old  trees  most  down,  kept  the  aim  from  vs. 
We  shall  rise  now,  hoy. 

Cle.  Whither,  sir,  I  pray  ? 
To  the  hleak  air  of  storms,  among  those  trees 
Which  we  had  shelter  from. 

Sinu  Yes,  from  our  growth. 
Our  sap  and  livelihood,  and  from  our  fruit. 
What  I  'tis  not  jubilee  with  thee  yet,  I  think ; 
Thou  look*8t  so  sad  on*t.     How  old  is  thy  father  ? 

Cle.  Jubilee  I  no,  indeed ;  'tis  a  bad  year  with  me. 

Sim.  Prithee,  how  old's  thy  fiither  ?  then  I  can  tell 
thee. 

CU.  I  know  not  how  to  answer  you,  Simonides. 
He  is  too  old,  being  now  expos'd 
Unto  the  rigour  of  a  cruel  edict ; 
And  yet  not  old  enough  by  many  years, 
'Cause  I'd  not  see  him  go  an  hour  before  me. 

Sim.  These  very  passions  I  speak  to  my  &ther. 
«  *  ♦  •  • 

Cle,  Why,  here's  a  villain. 
Able  to  corrupt  a  thousand  by  exaiD[4e. 
Does  the  kind  root  bleed  out  his  liveUhood 
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In  parent  distribution  to  his  brancbesi 
Adorning  them  with  all  his  glorious  rmtts, 
Proud  that  his  pride  is  seen  when  he's  tmaeen, 
And  must  not  gratitude  descend  again 
To  comfort  his  old  limbs  in  fruitless  winter  ? 

Ckaiitiei,  to  fare  hii  oldJatAer,  Letnadet,  fiom  Ike  njrii  i  alius  f^ 
the  taw,  giva  out  that  kt  it  dead,  cekbratimg  a  prttatdti 
funeral,  to  make  it  beUeved. 

Duke.     Couhtiehs.    Clkakthbs,  at  JoQmemg  Im 
father'*  body  to  the  grave. 

Duke.  Cleanthes? 

Court.  Tis,  my  lord,  and  in  the  place 
or  a  chief  mourner  too,  but  strangely  habitenL 

Dttke.  Yet  suitable  to  his  behaviour,  mark  it ; 
He  comes  all  the  way  smiling,  do  you  obseire  it? 
I  never  saw  a  corse  so  joyfully  follow'd, 
Light  colours  and  light  cheeks — who  should  this  be? 
"Tis  a  thing  worth  resolving. — Cleanthes 

Cle.  O  my  lord ! 


Broke,  I  did  not  m  much,  but  leap'd  for  joy 
So  mouDtJngly,  I  touch'd  the  Btars,  methougbl. 
I  would  not  hear  of  blacks,  I  was  so  lig^ht. 
But  cbose  B  colour  orient,  like  my  mind  : 
For  blacks  are  often  such  dissembliug  TDOUTDen, 
Tbere  is  no  credit  giv'n  to'i,  it  bas  lost 
All  repuution  by  false  sons  and  widows. 
Now  I  would  have  men  know  what  1  resemble, 
A  truth,  indeed;  'tis  joy  clad  like  a  joy. 
Which  is  more  boncat  than  &  cunning  grief 
That's  only  fac'd  with  sables  for  a  show. 
But  gawdy-hearted.     When  1  saw  death  come 
So  ready  to  deceive  you,  sir,  forgive  me, 
I  could  Dot  chuse  but  be  eutirely  merry ; 
And  yet  loo,  see  now,  of  a  sudden. 
Naming  bui  death,  I  shew  myself  a  mortal, 
Thai's  never  constant  to  one  passion  long ; 
I  wonder  whence  that  tear  came,  when  1  srail'd 
In  the  production  oa't :  Sorrow's  a  thief. 
That  can,  when  joy  looks  on,  steal  forth  a  grief. 
Bui,  grarciouB  leave,  my  lord ;  when  I've  perform 'd 
My  lost  piior  duly  to  my  father's  bones, 
I  shall  return  your  servant. 
Jhtke.  Well,  perform  it  ? 
The  law  is  satisfied  :  they  can  but  die. 

ClfmtUi  roBmk  l,mmdn  ro  a  tftrH  aparlment  (ntfina  ttood. 
uArrr  Umielf.  and  hii  lafi  JlippoSta,  keep  mUd  fir  lie 
tftty  afOit  aid  man.  T%u  conmg  to  Ike  iukr'i  htouMgf. 
1^  Tvpaki  /o  lit  wood  atid  maliei  Jucvrrry  of  ikt  plact  wkerr 
liey  iave  hid  lieonidei. 

Th*  Wood. — Clianthbb  lulmiag,  at  ftaring  tvfty 
Cte.  Wlut'i  that?  Oh,  oothiog  but  tha  whiip'ring 
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Breathes  thro'  yon  cliurliih  hawtbom,  tbat  grew  n 

As  if  it  chid  the  gentle  bre&th  that  kba'd  it. 

1  cannot  be  too  circumspect,  too  eareftil. 

For  in  these  voods  lies  hid  all  mjr  life's  tnanuc. 

Which  is  too  much  ever  to  fear  to  lose, 

Tliough  it  be  never  lost ;  and  if  our  watchlbliwa 

Onght  to  he  wise  and  serious  'gainst  a  thief 

That  comes  to  ttesl  our  goods,  things  all  withaat  a 

That  prove  vexation  often  more  than  comfw^ 

How  mi^ty  ought  our  providence  to  be 

To  prevent  those,  if  any  such  there  were. 

That  come  to  rob  our  bosom  of  our  joys. 

That  only  make  poor  man  delight  to  Eve  I 

Psha,  I'm  too  fearful — fie,  fie,  who  can  hart  me  ? 

But  'lis  a  general  cowardice,  that  shakes 

The  nerves  of  confidence ;  be  thst  hides  tnmatm, 

Imagines  every  one  tlunks  of  that  place, 

When  'tis  a  thing  least  minded ;  nay,  let  lum  ehang 

The  place  continually,  where'er  it  keeps. 

There  will  the  fear  keep  still.     Yonder's  the  si 
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I  Hip.  Father. 

LxotrtDBS  eonut forth. 
Ltrm.    How    Bffeedy   aounds  the  voke    of  a    gioud 
woman ! 
It  is  10  seldom  heardi  tbat,  when  it  speaks, 
It  nvishM  all  senses.     Lists  of  hanour. 


ofull, 


I  ve  a  joy  weeps  to  sec  ; 
So  fairly  fruitful. 

CU.  I  hope  to  see  you  often,  and  return      • 
Loadeu  with  blessing,  still  to  pour  on  some. 
I  tind  them  all  in  my  contented  peace. 
And  lose  not  one  in  thousands,  they're  dispcrs'd 
So  gloriously,  I  know  not  which  are  brightest; 
1  find  them,  as  angels  are  found,  by  legions. 


CU. 


AHor, 


Leon.  What  was't  disturb'd  my  joy  ? 

Cle.  Did  you  not  bear. 
As  afar  oif  ? 

Hip.  V\'hfit,  my  excellent  consort? 

CSf.  Nor  you 

Hip.  I  heard  a 

Cle.  Hark  again 

Lean.  Bless  toy  joy. 
What  ails  it  on  a  sudden  ? 

»CU.  Now  since lately 
Itttm.  'Tis  nothing  but  a  symptom  of  thy  core, 
CU.  Alaa  I  you  do  not  hoar  well. 
Leon.  Who.  waa'l,  daughter? 
Hip.  I  heard  a  sound,  twico. 
CU.  Hark!  luudtrr  and  nearer. 
^Ift  for  the  precious  good  of  rirtne,  quick,  tir. 
^^MBdw rad  DMm  yoti  at  hand,  at  hand-. 
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A  himting  here  I  'tis  strange  I  I  never  knew 
Game  follow 'd  in  theee  wooda  before. 

(Leonides  goet  w.) 
Hip.  Now  let  them  come,  and  spare  not. 

Enter  Durb,  Courtiers,  AtttndoHU,  at  ^fimntmg 

Ch.  Ha!  'tis ia't  not  tlw  Duke? ^look  ifw 

'Ugly. 

Hip.  'Tis  he,  but  what  of  that?  alas  1  takeheediMr; 
Your  cart  will  overthrow  us. 

Cle.  Come,  it  shall  not. 
Let's  set  a  pleasant  face  upon  our  fears, 
Though  our  hearts  shake  with  horror.     Ha !  ha  1  bal 

I>uke.  Harkl 

Ck,  Prithee,  proceed ; 
I'm  taken  with  these  light  thingB  infinitely,       ' 
Since  the  old  msJi's  decease. — Ha  t  ha !  ha  1— • 

Duke.  Why,  how  should  I  believe  this  ?    Look,  bt't 
merry. 
As  if  he  had  no  such  charge.     One  with  that  ore 


Only 


a  ground  so  unfirequent«d,  sir : 
s  does  not  fit  your  passion  ;  you  are  for  mirth, 
I  mistake  you  much. 
^Ir.   But  finding  it 

o  a  noted  imperTeclion  in  me 
>r  any  thing  too  much  is  vicious), 

Q  these  disconsolate  walks  of  purpose 
y  to  dull  and  take  away  the  edge  on't- 
I  ever  hod  a  greater  seal  to  sadness, 
A  natural  propension,  1  confess,  my  lord, 
Derore  that  chearful  accident  fell  out, — 
If  1  may  call  a  father's  funeral  chearful. 
Without  wrong  done  to  duty  or  my  love. 

Dukf.  It  seems  iben  you  take  pleasure  in  these  walks, 

CU.  Coutemplative  content  I  do,  my  lord : 
Tliey  bring  into  my  mind  ofl  meditationi 
So  sweetly  precious,  that  in  the  parting 
I  find  0  shower  of  grace  upon  my  cheeks, 
The»  take  their  leave  so  feelingly. 

Ituke.  So,  sir 

Cfc.  Which  is  a,  kind  of  grave  delight,  my  lord, 

Jhikt.  And  I've  small  cause,  Cleanthes,  lo  afford  you 
The  least  delight  that  has  a  name. 

CU.  My  lord 

Duke.  In  your  excess  of  joy  you  have  exprea'd 
Your  rancour  and  contempt  :^ainst  my  law : 
Your  nniles  deserve  lining :  you  tinve  profvss'd 
Derision  openly  ev'n  to  my  fac«, 
Wliich  might  be  denth,  a  little  more  incensed. 
You  di)  not  come  for  any  freedom  here, 
But  for  a  project  of  your  own  ; 
But  all  that's  known  to  he  euulentful  lo  tliee. 
_£h>ll  io  thit  use  prove  deadly.     Your  life's  mine, 
■B«««r  tby  presumption  du  but  leftd  ihcQ 
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Into  these  walks  agun— 450,  or  that  inwiM 
I'll  have  them  wateh'd  a  purpoae. 

Ut  Court.  Now,  DOW,  hig  colour  (A>bs  and  Howl 

Sred  Court.  Mark  hera  too. 

fii/f.  Oh  !  who  shall  bring  food  to  the  poor  old  m 
now? 
Speak  somewhat,  good  sir,  or  we  are  lost  for  ev«r< 

(^Aparl  to  Ci.KAirTH».) 

CU.  Oh  !  you  did  wondrous  ill  to  call  me  agnn. 
There  are  not  words  to  help  us.     If  I  intrest, 
'Tis  found ;  that  will  betray  us  worse  than  sileBce. 
Pritbeet  let  heaven  alone,  and  let's  say  nothh^. 

{Apart  to  HiPPOLiTA.) 

lit  Cotwt.  You  have  struck  them  dumb,  my  lord. 

2nd  Court.  Look  how  guilt  looks  I 

CU.  He  is  safe  still,  is  he  not?    ^ 

Hip.  Oh  I  you  do  ill  to  doubt  it.  >  Apart, 
Cle.  Thou  art  all  goodness.  ) 

^nd  Court.  Now  does  your  grace  believe  ? 

Duke.  T^  too  apparent. 
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THE    TRAGEDY    OP    PHILIP    CHABOT,    ADMIRAL    OP 
PRANCR     BY   GEOROE  CHAPMAN,  AND  JAMES 

SHIRLEY. 

7%«  Admiral  ii  accused  ofircaton,  a  criminal  proceu  it  imputed 
againti  him^  and  MtfiMful  servant  Allegre  is  put  on  the  rack 
to  make  Atm  discover :  his  innocence  is  at  length  established  by 
the  confession  of  his  enemies ;  but  the  disgrace  of  having  been 
suspected  for  a  traitor  by  his  royal  Master,  sinks  so  deep  into 
Aim,  that  he  falls  into  a  mortal  sickneu. 

Admiral.     Allegre,  supported  between  two. 

Adm.  Welcome  my  injured  servant :  what  a  misery 
Have  they  made  on  thee  I 

AL  Though  some  change  appear 
Upon  my  body,  whose  severe  affliction 
Hath  brought  it  thus  to  be  sustain'd  by  others, 
My  heart  is  still  the  same  in  faith  to  you, 
Not  broken  with  their  rage. 

Adm.  Alas  poor  man. 
Were  all  my  joys  essential,  and  so  mighty. 
As  the  affected  world  believes  I  taste, 
Thb  object  were  enough  t'  unsweeten  all. 
Though,  in  thy  absence,  I  had  suffering, 
And  felt  withiii  me  a  strong  sympathy, 
While  for  my  sake  their  cruelty  did  vex 
And  fright  thy  nerves  with  horror  of  thy  sense, 
Yet  in  Uiis  spectacle  I  apprehend 
More  grief,  than  all  my  imagination 
Could  let  before  into  me.     Didst  not  curse  me 
Upon  the  torture  ? 

AL  Good  my  lord,  let  not 
The  thought  of  what  I  suffer'd  dwell  xs^m. 

VOL.  !!•  I 
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Your  memory ;  they  could  oot  punish  more 
Than  what  my  duty  did  obli^  to  bear 
For  you  and  jus^ce ;  but  there's  sometbing  in 
Your  looks  presents  more  feu,  than  all  the  mahee 
Of  my  tormentors  could  affect  my  soul  with. 
.  That  paleness,  and  the  other  forms  you  wear, 
Would  well  become  a  ^ilty  adndral,  one 
Lost  to  his  hopes  and  honour,  not  the  man 
Upon  whose  life  the  fury  of  injustice, 
Arm'd  with  fierce  lightning  and  the  power  of  thunder, 
Can  make  no  breach.     1  was  not  rack'd  till  now. 
There's  more  death  in  that  falling  eye,  than  all 
Kage  ever  yet  brought  forth.     What  accident,  at,  eu 

blast, 
Can  be  so  black  and  fatal,  to  distract 
The  calm,  the  triumph,  that  should  sit  upon 
Your  noble  brow ;  misfortune  could  have  no 
"Fime  to  conspire  with  fate,  since  you  were  rescued 
By  the  great  arm  of  Providence ;  nor  can 
Those  garlands,  that  now  grow  about  your  forehead. 


Cut  root  ber  fibres  in  the  earth  again ; 

Or  make  her  bosom  kind,  to  growth  and  bearing : 

But  the  tree  withers ;  and  those  very  beams. 

That  once  were  natural  warmth  lo  her  soft  verdure. 

Dry  up  lier  «ap,  and  shoot  a  fever  through 

Th?  bark  and  rind,  till  she  beconiea  a  burden 

To  that  which  gave  her  life :  so  Chabot,  Chahot 

Al.  Waudi^r  in  apprehenaioo  I     1  miut 
Suspect  your  heulth  indeed. 

Adm.   No.  no.  thou  shalt  not 
Be  troubled :  1  but  stirr'd  thee  with  a  moral. 
That's  empty ;  iriintiuns  nolbing-.     1  am  well : 
See,  I  can  walk ;  poor  man.  thou  hast  not  strength  vK. 

I,      7%f/iMeT  «/  Use  Admiral  nuiiei  Imoum  tie  anuUwfi  hit 
fr>n  it  in  lo  Ike  Jiing. 
I  Father.     Kikc. 


King.  Say,  how  ia  my  admiral  7 

truth  upon  thy  life. 
Fath.  To  secnre  his,  t  would  you  had. 
King.  Ha  I  who  durst  oppose  him  ? 
Fath,  One  that  hath  power  enough,  hath  practisM  o 

"And  madt  his  great  heart  stoop. 

King.  I  will  revenge  it 
With  crashing,  crushing  ttwt  rebellious  power 
To  nothing.     Name  him. 

Fath.   He  was  bis  friend. 

Ki»g.  What  mischief  hath  engender 'd 

I  New  itorros? 
Faih.  'Tis  the  old  tempest. 
\  King.  Did  not  wc 
pkppM*«  all  horrom  that  look'd  wild  upon  him  'i 
r  Folk.  You  drest  his  wounds,  I  must  conleta.  but  xd 
Ho  ran :  they  bleed  afresh :  pardon  me,  m  \ 
■ : 
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Although  your  consdenoe  have  dowd  too  locm, 

He  is  in  danger,  and  doth  want  new  mrgtrj : 
Though)  he  be  right  m  fame,  and  your  opiniMii 
He  thinks  you  were  unkind. 

King.  AUb,  poor  Chabot ; 
Doth  that  afflict  hnn  7 

Fath.  So  much,  though  he  atriTe 
With  most  resoWd  and  adaman^e  nema. 
As  ever  human  fire  in  flesh  and  hlood 
Forg'd  for  example,  to  bear  all ;  ao  kOlii^ 
The  arrows  that  you  shot  were  (still,  your  pardon) 
No  centaur's  hlood  could  lankla  so. 

Kmg^.  If  this 
Be  all,  I'll  cure  him.     Kings  retain 
More  balsam  in  their  soul,  than  hurt  in  angvr. 

FiUh.  Far  short,  sir ;  with  one  breath  they  unem 
And  kings,  with  only  words,  more  wounds  can  make 
Than  all  their  kingdom  made  in  bahn  can  heaL 
lis  dangerous  to  play  too  wild  a  descant 
On  numerous  virtue ;  though  it  become  prinoea 


Give  m«  thy  heart,  my  dear,  my  honest  Chabot; 

And  yet  in  vain  I  challenge  that ;  'tis  hero 

Already  in  my  own,  aoil  shall  be  chcrith'd 

With  eve  of  my  best  life :  no  violence 

Shall  ravish  it  from  my  possession : 

Not  tho»e  distempers  that  infirm  my  blood 

And  ipiritB,  shall  betray  it  to  a  fear ; 

When  time  and  nature  jcun  to  ditposstns 

My  body  of  a  cold  and  languishin);'  breath  ; 

No  stroke  in  all  my  arteries,  but  silence 

In  every  faculty  ;  yet  dissect  me  then. 

And  in  my  heart  the  world  shall  read  thee  living ; 

And,  by  the  virtue  of  thy  name  writ  there. 

That  part  of  me  shall  never  putrify. 

When  I  am  lost  in  all  my  other  dust 

AJm.  Vou  too  much  honour  jour  poor  servant,  sir 
My  heart  deapaira  so  rich  a  monument. 
But  whm  it  dies — 

King.  I  wo'  not  hear  a  sound 
Of  any  thin)^  that  trenched  upon  death. 
He  speaks  the  funeral  of  my  crown,  that  prophesiea 
So  unkind  a  btc :  we'll  live  and  die  together. 
And  by  that  du^,  which  hath  taught  yon  hitherto 
All  loyal  and  just  services,  f  charge  th<«. 
Preserve  thy  heart  for  me,  and  thy  n^wa^d^ 
\M>ich  now  »hall  crown  thy  merits. 

Adm.  I  have  (bund 
A  glorious  harveat  in  your  favour,  air; 
And  by  lhi«  overflow  of  royal  grace. 
All  my  derarta  am  sbadowx  and  Hy  from  m* : 
I  liavo  not  in  the  wMlth  of  my  dcainw 
Enough  to  pay  you  now 

Kimg.  Eipreas  h  in  some  joy  then. 

AJm.  I  will  strive 
To  ihcw  that  pious  gratitude  to  you,  but 
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King.  But  what  p 

Adm.  My  frame  hath  lately,  nr,  been  tan 
And  but  now  put  together ;  the  leut  fores 
Of  mirth  will  shake  and  unjoint  all  my  n 
Your  patience,  royal  bit. 

King.  I'll  have  no  patience. 
If  thou  forget  the  courage  of  a  man. 

Adm.  My  strength  would  flatter  me. 

King.  Physidans, 
Now  I  begin  to  fear  hia  apprehenaiaa. 
Why  how  is  Chabot's  spirit  faU'n  7 

Adm.  Who  wonid  not  wish  to  Uve  to  serve  joBrfOod 

Stand  from  me.     You  betray  me  with  your  teaxm. 
The  plummets  may  (all  off  that  hang  upon 
My  heart,  they  were  but  thoughts  at  first ;  or  if 
They  weigh  me  down  to  death,  let  not  my  eyes 
Close  with  another  object  than  the  king. 

King,  In  a  prince 
^liat  a  awifl  executioner  is  a  frown. 
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A  tear  firom  any  family ;  I  beseech 
Your  royal  mercy  on  his  life,  and  free 
Remission  of  all  seizure  upon  his  state. 
I  have  no  comfort  else. 

King,  Endeavour 
But  thy  own  health ;  and  pronounce  general  pardon 
To  all  through  France. 

Adm,  Sir,  I  must  kneel  to  thank  you ; 
It  is  not  seal'd  else.     Your  blest  hand :  live  happy, 
May  all  you  trust  have  no  less  &ith  than  Chabot. 
Oh  I  {I>ie9.) 

Wifr,  His  heart  is  broken. 

Father.  And  kneeling,  sir ; 
As  his  ambition  were  in  death  to  shew 
The  truth  of  his  obedience. 


THE  MAID*8  REVENGE :  A  TRAGEDY.    BY  JAMES 

SHIRLEY  ♦. 

Sebattiano  mvUes  Antonio  to  Avero  Cm^, 
Sebastiano.     Antonio. 

Seb.  The  noble  courtesies  I  have  receiv'd 
At  Lisbon,  worthy  friend,  so  much  engage  mey 
That  I  must  die  indebted  to  your  worth. 
Unless  you  mean  to  accept  what  I  have  studied. 


*  Shirley  daiflu  %  pUc«  unongit  the  worthiet  of  thii  period,  not  to. 
much  for  mnj  traniorodent  genius  in  himtelf,  m  that  he  was  tbe'hwt  of 
a  great  race,  all  of  whom  spoke  nearly  the  same  language,  and  had  a  set 
of  DMiral  fedinga  and  notions  in  common.     A  new  language  and  quite  a 
■ew  turn  of  tngic  and  comic  intereat  came  in  with  the  BeatoiatioiL 


ISO 

Although  but  partial  to  diaehuga  the  mm 
Due  to  your  honour'd  lore. 

Ant.  How  now,  Sebutiuio,  mil  jon  fiiiMt 
The  name  of  friend,  then  ?  I  did  hope  oar  lovi 
Had  out-grown  compliment. 

Seb.  I  spake  my  thoughts ; 
My  tongue  and  heart  are  relative* ;  I  think 
I  have  deserv'd  no  base  opinion  from  you ; 
I  wish  not  only  to  perpetuate 
Our  friendship,  but  t'  exchange  tbat  eommoD 
Of  friend  for — 

Ant.  What  7  take  heed,  do  not  prophaoo : 
Wouldat  thou  be  more  than  friend  P  it  is  ■  bi 
Virtue  can  only  answer  to  :  couldat  thou 
Unite  into  one  all  goodness  whatsoe'er 
Mortality  can  boast  of,  thou  shalt  find 
The  circle  narrow-bounded  to  conhun 
This  swelling  treasure ;  every  good  adinits 
Degrees,  but  this  being  bo  good,  it  cannot : 
For  he's  no  friend  is  not  superlative. 
Iiiaulgcnt  imronts.  Lrollin 


Q  partial,  their  birth  and  fonunes 
serving  noble  love;  if  thou  be'st  free 
a  other  tair  cngngemcDt.  J  would  be  prou^ 
speak  tUem  worthy  :  come,  shall  go  and  see  them. 
I  would  not  beg  them  suitors ;  fame  hath  spread 
Through  Portugal  their  persons,  and  drawn  to  Arero 
Many  alTectioDatc  galUnU. 
Ant,  Catalina  and  Bcrinthia. 
Srb.  The  same. 

Ant.  Report  speaks  loud  their  beauties,  aoJ  no  less 
Virtue  in  either.     Well,  l  see  you  strive 
To  leave  no  merit  where  you  mean  to  honour. 
1  cannot  otherwise  escape  the  censure 
Of  one  ungrateful,  but  by  waiting  on  you 
Home  to  Avero. 

Stb.  You  shall  honour  me. 
And  glad  my  noble  father,  to  whom  you  aie 
No  stisnger ;  your  own  worth  before  hath  been 
Sufficient  preparation. 

AnI.  Hal 
J  have  not  so  much  choice,  Scbastiano : 
But  if  one  sister  of  Antonio's 
May  have  a  commcndatian  to  your  thoughts, 
(I  will  not  spend  much  art  in  praising  her. 
Her  virtue  speak  itself)  I  shall  be  happy ; 
And  be  confinn'il  your  brother,  though  I  mist 
—^Meptanc 

,  &4.  Still  you  out-do  mc.     1  could  never  wish 
e  better  placed.     At  opportunity 
i'  the  mean  lime 

•  to  Avcro,  where  with  you  111  bring 

•  welcome,  uid  not  foil  to  Mcand 

You  thall  leach  roe  a  leuoa 
EN  as  castle,  si 
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Sebailiam'4  JaOiet  welcomei  Atitomo  to  Aoero  CatlU. 
VlLLAREZO.     CaTALINA.    BexiHTHtA.    SE8A8TIAN0. 

Antonio. 

Vil.  Old  Caspar's  house  is  hoDour'd  by  sacfa  eneati. 
Now,  by  the  tomb  of  my  progeoitora, 
I  envied  that  your  &nie  should  Tisit  me 
So  oft  without  your  person.     Sebaatiano 
Hath  been  loi^  happy  in  your  noble  friendship. 
And  cannot  but  improve  himself  in  virtues. 
That  lives   so   near  your  love. — You    shall   dhihwK'iH' 

Unless  you  think  yourself  as  welcome  here 

As  at  your  Elvas  castle.     Villareio 

Was  once  as  you  are,  sprightly ;  and  thougb  I  say  it) 

Maintaio'd  my  father's  reputation, 

And  honour  of  our  house,  with  actions 

U'orthy  our  name  and  family :  but  now 

Time  hath  let  fall  cold  snow  upon  my  haira, 

riiR 
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Antonio.  Berinthia.  Castabella.  Villandras. 

Sforza,  a  domestic. 

Ant.  The  welcom'st  g^aest  that  ever  Elvas  had. 

Sister — Villandras youre  not  sensible 

What  treasure  you  possess.     I  have  no  loves, 
I  would  not  here  divide. 

C€ut.  Indeed,  madam, 
You  are  as  welcome  here  as  e'er  my  mother  was. 

VUL  And  you  are  here  as  safe, 
As  if  you  had  an  army  for  your  guard. 
Nor  think  my  noble  cousin  meaneth  you 
Any  dishonour  here. 

Ant.  Dishonour  I  'tis  a  language 
I  never  understood  yet.     Throw  off  your  fears, 
Berinthia,  you're  in  the  power  of  him. 
That  dares  not  think  the  least  dishonour  to  jovl — 
Come,  be  not  sad. 

Ceut.  Put  on  fresh  blood ;  you  are  not  cheariul,  how 
do  you  ? 

Ber.  I  know  not  how,  nor  what  to  answer  you ; 
Your  loves  I  cannot  be  ung^teful  to  ; 
You're  my  best  friends  I  think,  but  yet  I  know  not 
With  what  consent  you  brought  my  body  hither. 

Ant.  Can  you  be  ignorant  what  plot  was  laid 
To  take  your  fair  life  from  you  ? 

Ber,  If  all  be  not  a  dream,  I  do  remember 
Your  servant  Diego  told  me  wonders,  and 
I  owe  you  for  my  preservation,  but — 

Ciut.  It  is  your  happiness  you  have  escaped 
The  malice  of  your  sister. 

ViU.  And  it  is  worth 
A  noble  gratitude  to  have  been  quit 
By  such  an  honourer  as  Antonio  is 
Of  &ir  Berinthia. 
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Ber.  Oh,  but  my  father ;  under  whoM  d 
I  ever  nnk. 

Ant.  Vou  are  secure — 

Ber.  As  the  poor  deer  that  b^ng  pomwd,  for  rafctj 
Gets  up  B  rock  that  overhangs  the  sea, 
Where  all  that  she  can  see  is  her  desbuctiaa ; 
Before,  the  waves  ;  behind,  her  eBemiM, 
Promise  her  certain  ruin. 

Ant.  Feign  oot  yourself  so  hapless,  mj  Beriatla>. 
Raise  your  dejected  thoughts,  be  merry,  com^ 
Think  I  am  your  Antonio. 

Catt.  'Tis  not  wisdom 
To  let  our  passed  fortunes  troi^le  us ; 
Since,  were  they  bad,  the  memory  b  Siweet 
That  we  have  past  them.     Look  before  you,  lady ; 
The  future  most  concemeth. 


domestic.,  enters  and  annoancet  Aat  S 
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Attended  wiUi  Antonio,  begirt 
With  annies  of  diy  servants. 

Sebastiano  enters,  with  Count  db  Monte  Nigbo, 

hie  friend. 

Ant.  Oh,  my  friend. 

Seb.  'Tb  yet  in  question,  sir,  and  will  not  be 
So  easily  prov*d. 

Ant.  What  face  have  you  put  on  ?  am  I  awake, 
Or  do  I  dream  Sebastiano  frowns  ? 

Seb.  Antonio,  (for  here  I  throw  off  all 
The  ties  of  love)  I  come  to  fetch  a  sister 
'  Dishonourably  taken  from  her  &ther ; 
Or  with  my  sword  to  force  thee  render  her : 
Now  if  thou  be*st  a  soldier,  redeliver. 
Or  keep  her  with  the  danger  of  thy  perKm. 

Ant.  Promise  me  the  hearing. 
And  shalt  have  any  satisfeu^tion. 
Becomes  my  fame. — 

Wer't  in  your  power,  would  you  not  account  it 
A  precious  victory,  in  your  sister's  cause, 
To  dye  your  sword  with  any  blood  of  him, 
Sav'd  both  her  life  and  honour  ? 

Seb.  Why,  would  you  have  me  think 
My  sister  owes  to  you  such  preservation  ? 

Ant.  Oh  Sebastiano ! 
Thou  dost  not  think  what  devil  lies  at  home 
Within  a  sister  s  bosom.     Catalina 
(I  know  not  with  what  worst  of  envy)  laid 
Force  to  this  goodly  building,  and  through  poison 
Had  robb'd  the  earth  of  more  than  all  the  world. 
Her  virtue.  — 

Valasco  was  the  man  appointed  by 
Thai  goodly  sister  to  steal  Berinthia, 
And  lord  himself  of  this  possession, 
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Just  at  that  time  ;  but  hear,  and  tremble  at  it, 
She  by  a  cunning  poison  should  have  breath'd 
Her  soul  into  bis  arms  within  two  hours. 
And  so  Valaaco  sbould  have  home  the  sbame 
Of  theft  and  murder. 

Seb.  You  amaze  me,  air. 

Ant.  'Tia  true,  by  honour's  self:  hear  it  coofinii'di 
And  when  you  will,  I  am  ready. 

Seb.  I  cannot  but  belieTe  it.     Oh  Berinthia, 
I'm  wounded  ere  I  fight. 

Ant.  Holds  your  resolve  yet  coostast  ?  if  you  have 
Better  opinion  of  your  aword,  than  truth, 
1  am  bound  to  answer :  but  I  would  I  had 
Such  an  advantage  'gainst  another  man, 
As  the  justice  of  my  cause ;  all  valour  figbta 
But  with  a  soil  against  it. 

Seb.  But  will  you  back  with  me  then  ? 

Ser.   Excuse  mc,  brother ;  1  shall  fall  too  so<m 
Upon  my  sister's  malice,  whose  foul  guilt 
Will  make  me  expect  n  "        " 


Antouio  just :  and,  noble  Sforia,  swear 
Upon  my  »*ord  (Oh,  do  not  liindcr  me) 
If  victory  crown  Sebastiano's  arm, 
I  charge  thee  by  tby  honesty  rMtore 
This  lady  to  him ;  on  whose  lip  I  seal 
My  unstain'd  fnith. 

Anionia  fallt  m  a  duel  iy  Ihe  iword  of  Sebattiano.  Sebatttaao 
ii  ditcvntuhle  for  hatnvg  killed  ku  fnend.  In  fiii  pdutmet. 
Ae  it  visited  £y  Atdoiau'i  lister,  CottabeUa,  ditguiied  at  a 
page. 

Castabella.    Skoastiano. 
C<ut.  !1e  that  hath  sent  you,  sir,  this  gift,  did  loTe  you  i 

k You'll  wiy  yourself  he  did. 
L   Seb.  Ha.  name  him  prithee. 
I    Ctut,  'llie  friend  I  came  fiom  was  Antonio. 
F  Sfh.  Who  hath  sent  thee 
To  tempt  Sebastiaiia's  soul  to  act  on  thee 
Another  death,  for  thus  aflrighting  me  7 

Cant,  Indeed  1  do  not  mock,  nor  cume  to  ailri|;hty(iu: 
^_^e>ven  knows  my  hpArU     I  know  Antonio's  dead, 
^^■■t  'twos  a  gift  ho  in  his  life  design'd 
^^Bo  you,  and  I  have  brought  it. 

^■^    Stb,  lliou  dost  not  promise  cotenoge:  what  gift  ii't? 
Ciut.  It  is  myself,  sir ;  whilst  Antonio  Uv'd, 
I  wa>  his  boy :  but  never  did  boy  lose 
So  kind  a  master ;  in  his  Ufc  he  promls'd 
He  would  bestow  me  (so  much  was  his  love 
To  niv  poor  merit)  on  his  dearest  frirnd. 
And  namtnl  you,  sir.  if  heaven  should  point  out 
^  To  over-live  him,  for  he  knew  you  would 
HA«*e  me  tlie  better  for  bis  s«J(e :  indeed 
^^KwUI  be  very  honest  to  you,  and 
^^■•(uMB  no  service  to  procure  your  love 
^^■stl  {pod  opinion  to  me. 
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Seb.  Can  it  be 
Thou  wert  his  boy  7  Ob,  thou  shouldst  hjUe  me  tl 
Thou  art  falae,  I  dare  not  trust  thee  ;  unto  him 
Thou  shcw'st  thee  now  nnfaitliful,  to  accept 
Of  me :  I  kitl'd  thy  master.     'Twos  a  friend 
He  could  commit  thee  to  ;  I  only  was. 
Of  all  the  Btock  of  men,  his  enemy. 
Hid  cruel 'st  enemy. 

Crut-  Indeed  I  am  aure  it  was ;  be  spoke  all  tr 
And,  had  he  liv'd  to  have  made  his  will,  1  know 
He  had  bequeath'd  me  as  a  legacy. 
To  be  your  boy  ;  alas,  I  am  willing,  sir, 
To  obey  him  in  it:  had  he  laid  on  me 
Command,  to  have  mingled  with  his  sacred  dnst 
My  unprofitable  blood,  it  should  have  been 
A  most  glad  sacrifice,  and  't  had  been  honour 
To  have  done  him  such  a  duty :  sir,  I  know 
You  did  not  kill  him  with  a  hean  of  malice, 
But  in  contention  with  your  very  soul 
To  part  with  him. 


Delight  in  sig-Iis  and  tears ;  sometiines  I  walk 

To  a  wood  or  river,  purposely  to  challenge 

The  boldest  echo  to  send  back  my  groans 

In  th'  height  I  break  them.     Come,  I  shall  undo  thee. 

C€ut.  Sir,  1  shall  be  most  happy  to  bear  part 
Id  any  of  jour  sorrows  :  1  ne'er  had 
Sn  hard  a  heart  but  I  could  shed  a  tear 
Tn  bear  my  master  company. 

S*b.   i  will  not  leave  thee,  if  thoult  dwell  with  me, 
I'or  wonlih  of  Indies  :  be  my  loved  boy, 
Come  in  with  me ;  thug  I'll  begin  to  do 
Some  recumpeiice  for  dead  Antonio. 

Berintlua  kUU  krr  bmthrr  Srbatbaiu/  iletphig. 
Castabella.     Sebastiano. 

Cait.  Sir,  if  the  opporttmity  I  use 
To  comfort  you  be  held  a  fault,  and  tlwt 
I  keep  not  distance  of  a  servant,  lay  H 
Upon  my  love  ;  indeed,  if  it  be  an  error. 
It  springs  out  of  my  duty. 

Seb.   Prithee  boy.  be  patient. 
The  more  I  «trive  (o  throw  o7  the  remembrance 
or  dead  Antonio,  love  still  rubs  the  wounda 
To  make  them  bleed  afresh. 

Cast.   Alas,  they  arc  past ; 
Bind  up  vour  own  for  honour'^  sake,  and  ihew 
Love  to  yourself ;  pray  do  not  lose  your  reasoDt 
Tn  nuke  your  grief  so  fruitless.     I  have  procur'd 
Some  miitiir,  sir,  to  <juiet  those  sad  thoughts 
That  make  such  war  within  you. 

Seb,  Alas,  good  boy,  it  will  hut  add  mor»  weight  ' 
Of  dullness  on  me !  I  am  slung  with  worse 
Than  the  Urantula,  to  be  cur'd  with  music ; 
^^h  ha*  th'  cxactesl  unity,  but  it  cannot 
^^^faeord  my  thoughls. 
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Ctut.  Sir,  this  your  couch 
Seems  to  invite  some  small  repose  ; 
Oh,  I  beseech  you  tAste  it.     I  will  beg- 
A  little  leave  lo  sing.  {Slutmp.) 

Bmnthia  enlrrt  tojlig. 

Cast.  Sweet  sleep  charm  his  sod  scdms  i 
And  gentle  thoughts  let  fall 
Your  flowing  numbers  here ;  and  round  about 
Hover  celestial  angels  with  your  wiogs. 
That  none  offend  his  quiet.     Sleep  begins 
To  caat  hia  nets  o'er  me  too ;  I'll  obey. 
And  dream  on  him  that  dreams  not  what  I  am. 

{She  lie*  down  by  him.) 

BeT.  Nature  doth  wrestle  with  me,  hut  revoige 
Doth  arm  my  love  against  it;  justice  is 
Above  all  tie  of  blood.     Sebantiano, 
Thou  art  the  first  shall  tell  Antonio's  ghost. 
How  much  I  lov'd  him. 

{She  ttabt  him  upon  AirwA) 
"        I  01, 
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THE  POLITICIAN  :  A  TRAGEDY.    BY  JAMES  SHIRLEY. 

Marfnta  widow  of  Count  AUomarut  is  advanced  to  be  Queen 
to  the  King  of  Norway,  by  the  practices  of  her  paramour 
Gotharus.  She  has  by  her  first  husband  a  young  son  //o- 
raldus ;  to  secure  whose  succession  to  the  crown  by  the  aid  of 
Gotharus  (in  prejudice  of  the  kings  son,  the  knrful  heir)  she 
tells  Gotharus  that  the  child  is  fas.  He  brevet  her,  and  tells 
Haraldus ;  who  taking  to  heart  his  mother's  dishonour,  and 
his  own  stain  of  bastardy,  falls  into  a  mortal  sickness. 

Queen.    Haraldus. 

Queen.  How  is  it  with  my  child  ? 
Hot.  I  know  you  love  me : 
Yet  I  must  tell  you  truth,  I  cannot  live. 
And  let  this  comfort  you,  death  will  not  come 
Unwelcome  to  your  son.     I  do  not  die 
Against  my  will ;  and  having  my  desires. 
Yea  have  less  cause  to  mourn. 

Queen.  What  is't  hath  made 
The  thought  of  life  unpleasant  ?  which  does  court 
Thy  dwelling  here,  with  all  delights  that  nature 
And  art  can  study  for  thee,  rich  in  all  things 
Thy  wish  can  he  ambitious  of,  yet  all 
These  treasures  nothing  to  thy  mother's  love, 
Which  to  enjoy  thee  would  defer  a  while 
Her  thought  of  going  to  heaven. 

Har.  Oh  take  heed,  mother. 
Heaven  has  a  spacious  ear,  and  power  to  pimish 
Your  too  much  love  with  my  eternal  absence. 
I  beg  your  prayers  and  blessing. 

Queen.  Thou  art  dejected. 
Have  but  a  will,  and  live. 

K  2 
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Har.  'Tis  in  vain,  mother. 

Queen.  Sink  with  a  fever  into  earlli  I 
Looli  up,  thou  Bh&lt  not  die. 

Har.  1  have  a  wound  within, 
You  do  not  see,  more  killing  than  all  fcTen, 

Queen.  A  wound?  where?  who  has  niimher'd  tLn? 

Har,  GotharuB 

Queen.  Hal  liiries  persecute  hi Ok 

Har.  Oh  pray  for  him ; 
It  is  my  duty,  though  he  gave  me  death. 
He  is  my  father. 

Queen.  How,  thy  father  ? 

Har.  He  told  me  so,  and  with  that  breath  destroy'd  me. 
I  felt  it  strike  upon  my  spirits,  mother; 
Would  I  had  ne'er  been  bom ! 

Queen.  Believe  him  aoi. 

Har.  Oh  do  not  add  another  sin  to  what 
I9  doDe  already  ;  death  is  eharitahle. 
To  quit  me  from  the  scorn  of  all  the  world. 

Queen.  By  all  my  hopes,  Gothams  has  abused  thee. 
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Quern.  Were  it  my  latest  bre&th ; 
Thou'rt  his  and  mine. 

Har.  Enoug-h,  my  tears  do  flow 
To  give  you  tbaiiks  for't :  1  would  you  could  reiolve 

But  one  imtb  more ;  why  did  my  lord  GothoruB 
CaU  me  the  ixsuc  of  his  blood  ? 

^unm.   AIm. 
He  thinks  thou  art. 

Har.  Wlittt  are  those  words  ?  I  am 
Undone  ngDiii. 
QveeH.  Hn! 
ifar.  'Tib  too  late 
To  call  'eta  back.     He  thinks  I  am  his  son. 

Qvten.  I  have  confess'd  loo  much,  &nd  tremble  with 
The  imagination.     Forgive  me,  child, 
And  heaven,  if  there  be  mercy  to  a  crime 
.So  black,  aa  I  must  now,  to  (|uit  (|iy  ■(■ors. 
Say  I've  been  guilty  of:  we  have  been  sinful, 
And  I  was  nut  uuvrilUng  to  oblige 
His  active  brain  for  thy  advancement,  by 
Abusing  liis  belief  thou  wert  his  own. 
But  thou  bast  no  such  stain ;  thy  birth  is  innocent, 
Or  may  I  prrjsh  ever  ;  'tis  a  strange 
Confession  to  a  child,  but  it  may  drop 
.A  balaam  to  thy  wound.     Live,  my  Itanldus, 
Ifnati  for  this,  to  see  my  penitence, 
Aiid  with  what  tears  I'll  wash  away  roy  sin. 

ifar.  I  am  no  bastard  then — 

Quttm.  Thou  art  noL 

Mar.  But 
I  am  not  found,  while  you  are  lost.     No  time 
C*a  nwtore  you.     My  apiritx  fainl 

Qittt*.  Will  nothing  comfort  tho«  ? 
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liar.  Give  me  your  blessing ;  and,  within  mj  hmty 
111  pray  you  may  have  many.     My  adal  fliiM 
'Bove  tiiis  vain  woridf  good  nMidier»  dam  ™y^ 9fm> 

Qmmh.  Nev«r died  so mncli  ftiiiiiiitiii  in  Ul 
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Don  Ramrei  leaves  kit  mm  Fermtmio  tntt  m 
a  threat  <^ditmkeriimg,  ^  he  do  mot 
poor  niece  i^  Don  Carioif  whom  ka 
faiker^M  comnumd  keskoM  udA^a  JmekUm   lit 
andrkk  ketreu  of  Carloi;  kk  jfom^er  inirtta 
Mutreu. 

Fkrnakdo.    FsAnoiaco. 

Fer.  Why  does  not  all  the  stock  of  tbonder  ftllT 
Or  the  fierce  winds,  from  their  dose  caves  lei  looNb 

Now  shake  me  into  atoms  ? 

Fran.  Fie,  noble  brother,  what  can  so  deject 
Your  masculine  thoughts  ?  is  this  done  like  Fernando. 
Wi^ose  resolute  soul  so  late  was  arm*d  to  fight 
With  all  the  miseries  of  man,  and  triumph 
With  patience  of  a  martjrr  ?     I  observed 
My  father  late  come  from  you. 

Fer.  Yes,  Francisco : 
He  hath  left  his  curse  upon  me. 

Fran.  How? 

Fer.  His  curse:    dost  comprehend  what  thai  woid 
carries. 


*  Mamillus  in  the  Wintcr^s  Tale  in  thi»  manner  droopt  waA  ^w 
from  a  conceit  of  his  mother**  dishonoar. 


I  from  a  Fatber's  angry  breath?  utiles* 
T  poor  FfliMirda  from  my  heart, 
I  hslh  prouoimc'd  me  heir  to  all  bis  cuTsei. 

m  this  fright  thee,  Frani^isi-o  ?      Thou  but  cause 
fciUnce  lu  Houl  for  this:  'tis  ouly  I 

<t  lusc,  and  mourD  ;  thou  shnit  have  all ;  1  am 
^aded  from  my  birth,  wbilv  li<^  affects 
r  furward  youth,  and  only  calls  thee  bod, 

■  of  his  active  spirit,  uid  applauib 
f  progress  with  JacinU,  in  whose  smiles 

u  may'st  sec  all  tliy  wishes  waiting  for  thee  ; 
fi\n  poor  Fernando  for  her  sake  must  stand 

■  «KUomiuunicate  from  evury  blessing, 
Uing  that  dare  not  give  my»elf  a  name, 
p  flung  into  the  world's  necessities, 

ne,  with  wonder  of  ray  wants, 

n  a  ragged  stutue,  on  whose  forehead 

Each  clown  may  curve  his  motto. 

lion  Rmurri  it  teizrd  «rUi  a  nuirta/  lirknru,  hat  /arhvit  Frt- 
Hando  to  a/rpnaeh  iit  riamirr  till  he  thall  trvd  for  tarn,  on 
pm  qfhu  dying  cane. 


Feri 


Fer.  This  turn  is  falal,  mid  affright 
llcaren  has  more  charity  than  to  let  him  die 
\V'ith  such  a  hanl  bean  ;  'twere  a  sin,  next  his 
Want  of  compassion,  to  suspect  he  can 
Take  his  eternal  fli):hli  and  Wve  Fernando 
This  desperate  legacy ;  be  will  change  the  curs 
lota  some  little  prayer,  I  hope ;  and  then 

Enter  Sftfaot  irnd  PhyticMn. 
Make  haste,  1  beseech  you,  doctor. 


hut 
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Fer.  As  you  would  have  mea  think  tout  art  n  Mtf 
Not  to  abuse  miuikiad,  employ  it  all 
To  cure  my  poor  sick  father. 

PAy.  Fear  it  not,  sir. 

lExeunt  rhjfician  and  Savai. 

Fer,  But  there  is  more  than  your  thin  gkill  reqiiir'4 
To  state  a  health ;  your  reapes,  petplext 
With  tough  names,  are  but  mockeries  and  noJM^ 
Without  some  dew  from  heaven,  to  mix  and  in«fc>  'at 
Thrive  in  tlie  application  :  what  now  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Oh  sir,  1  am  sent  for  the  confessor, 
The  doctor  fears  him  much;  your  brother  aan 
You  muat  have  patience  ;  and  not  eater,  sir ; 
Your  father  is  a  guing,  good  old  man, 
And,  having  made  him  heir,  he's  loth  your  presence 
Should  interrupt  hia  journey.  [£W. 

Fer.   Francisco  may  be  honest,  yet  metbinks 
It  would  become  his  love  to  interpose 


1,  thoQgh  Francisco  be  his  beir,  I  sli&ll 
Ive  happy,  and  take  comfort  in  my  tears. 

neniber  him  so  kind  a  father. 
I  Conf.  It  is  your  duty.  \_Ei 

\F«r.  Do  my  holy  office. 

e  fond  philo8opher<  that  magnify 
IF  human  nature,  and  did  boast  we  had 
a  prero^tive  in  our  rational  soul, 
srs'd  but  little  with  the  world,  conlin'd 
b  cells,  and  UDfre<|uented  woods,  they  knew  not 
e  fierce  vexation  of  community ; 

taught,  our  reason  is  our  loss, 
■d  but  a  privilege  that  exceedeth  sense 
y  Dearer  apprehension  of  what  wounds, 
it  know  ourselves  most  miserable.     My  heart 

Enter  Pht/ncian  and  Francisco. 
la  teeming  with  new  fears. — Ha  1  is  he  dead  ? 

Phif.   Not  dead,  but  in  a  des}>erate  condition  : 
And  »o  that  little  breath  remains  we  have 
■(emitted  to  this  confessor,  whose  office 
Is  ell  that's  left. 

nut  merciful  to  Fernando  yet  ? 
Ko  t«lk  of  me  ? 

\Phg.  I  lind  he  takes  no  pleasure 
P  hear  you  named :  Francisco  Ut  us  all 

•  did  confirm  his  heir,  with  many  blessings. 

FfT.   And  not  left  one  for  rac?      OH  take  me  in, 
lliou  grntle  earth,  and  let  me  creep  through  all 
Thy  dark  and  hollow  crannies,  till  I  find 
Anuthi-r  way  to  come  into  the  world ; 
For  all  thff  air  I  breathe  in  here  is  poison'd. 

Frnn.   We  nmst  have  patience,  brothert  it  wtl  no 

tbitious  thought  of  mine  to  lupplant  you  ; 
may  live  yet,  and  you  be  rL-concil'd. 


Ft 

^^d 


Fer.  That  wu  some  lundneM  jet,  Fnnriaoo :  but 
I  charge  thee  by  the  nearness  of  onr  blood. 
When  I  am  made  this  mockery  and  wonder, 
I  know  not  where  to  find  out  charity. 
If  unawares  a  chance  direct  my  weaiy 
And  wither'd  feet  to  some  bir  house  of  thine, 
Where  plenty  with  full  blessings  crowna  thy  table. 
If  my  thin  face  betray  my  want  of  food. 
Do  not  despise  me,  'canse  I  was  thy  brotfaer. 

Enter  Confenor, 

Fran.  Leave  these  imagtn'd  horrors,  I  must  not 
live  when  my  brother  is  thug  miiierahle. 

Ffr.  There's  something  in  that  face  looks  oomfertaUj 

Con^  Yonr  father,  sir,  is  dead.     His  will  to  make 
Francisco  the  sole  master  of  his  fortune* 
Is  now  irrevocable  :  a  small  pension 
He  hath  given  you  for  life,  which,  with  his  blessing. 
Is  all  the  benefit  I  bring. 

Far,     Ha  I  blessing  1  speak  it  again,  good  bther. 
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Fran.  It  pleaa'd  my  father,  sir,  to  think  me  worthy 
Of  such  a  title ;  you  shall  find  me  kind. 
If  you  can  look  on  matters  without  envy, 

Fer.  If  I  can  look  on  matters  without  envy  I 

Fran,  You  may  live  here  still. 

Fer,  I  may  live  here,  Francisco  I 

Enter  a  Gentleman  with  a  letter. 

Conditions !  I  would  not  understand 
This  dialect. 

Fran,  With  me,  from  madam  — ^— —  ? 

Gent.  If  you  he  signior  Francisco. 

Fer,  Slighted  I— 
I  find  my  father  was  not  dead  till  now. 
Croud  not,  you  jealous  thoughts,  so  thick  into 
My  hrain,  lest  you  do  tempt  me  to  an  act, 
Will  forfeit  all  again. 

Fernando  tells  Feluarda  that  M»  father  it  dead, 

Fer,  I  have  a  story  to  deliver  ; 
A  tale,  will  make  thee  sad :  hut  I  must  tell  it. 
There  is  one  dead,  that  lov*d  thee  not. 

Fel,  One  dead. 
That  lov'd  not  me  ?  this  carries,  sir,  in  nature 
No  killing  sound  *  :  I  shall  he  sad  to  know 
I  did  deserve  an  enemy  or  he  want 
A  chanty  at  death. 

Fer,  Thy  cruel  enemy. 
And  my  best  friend,  hath  took  eternal  leave. 
And  's  gone,  to  heaven,  I  hope :  excuse  my  tears ; 
It  is  a  tribute  1  must  pay  his  memory ; 
For  I  did  love  mv  father. 

Fel,  Ha  I  your  father  ! 

•  Lake  the  replv  of  Manoah  in  Sanuon  Agoobtet :  **  &»d,  bul  a«^> 
•tddett,  tbr  dcMlatlon  of  a  hostile  dly.** 
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Per.  Yes,  Fel)sard&,  he  is  gone,  that  in 
The  morning  promia'd  many  years,  but  dettth 
Hath  in  a  few  hours  made  him  aa  stiff,  as  all 
The  winds  and  winter  had  thrown  cold  upon  him, 
And  whisper'd  him  to  marble. 


Francisco.     Ferjjando.     Dow  Cablos. 

Fran.  What  demands 
Fernando  ? 

Fer,     M;  inheritance,  wrotight  from  me 
By  thy  sly  creeping  to  supplant  my  birth. 
And  cheat  our  father's  easy  soul,  unworthily 
Betraying  to  his  anger,  for  thy  lust 
Of  wealth,  the  love  and  promise  of  two  hearts. 
Poor  Feliaarda  and  Fernando  now 
Wither  at  soul,  and  robb'd  by  thee  of  that 
Should  cherish  virtue,  like  to  rifled  pilgrims 


141 

Li  confidence  to  dress 

iinplicily  &nd  shapes, 
b  cheat  our  credulous  natures  ;  'tis  iny  wonder 
lou  dunt  do  so  much  injuiy,  Francisco^ 
■  must  provoke  my  justice  to  reveo^ 

,  I  need  no  ifuard,  I  know 
Thou  dar'it  Dot  kill  me. 
F^r.   Dare  I  not  ? 
Fran.  And  name 
Thy  cause  :  'tia  thy  suspicion,  not  Francisco, 
Hath  wrought  thee  high  and  pHssionate.     To  a 
If  you  dare  violate,  I  dare  possess  you 
With  nil  my  title  to  vour  land. 
Car.  How  is  that  ? 
Fran.  Let  him  receive  it  at  his  periL 
/"«-.  Ha  ! 

s  my  lather's  act,  not  mine :  he  trembled 
-se  alive  ;  what  horror  will 
c  feel,  when  he  shall  spurn  his  diut, 
And  call  the  reverend  shade  from  his  blest  seat 
To  tliis  bad  world  a^ain,  to  walk  and  fright  him  ! 
Fer.  Cnn  this  be  more  than  a  dr^UD  ? 
Fran.   (  Girea  him  thf  Kill.)   Sir,  you  may  cancel  it. 
But  think  witlial, 
How  you  can  answer  him  that's  dead,  when  he 
Shall  charge  your  timorous  soul  for  this  contempt 
To  nature  and  religion  ;  to  break 
His  laal  bequest,  and  breatli,  that  seal'd  your  blessings  ! 
Car.     These  are  fine  fancies. 

Fer.  (Rflumt  the  kUI.)  Here  ;  and  may  it  prosper, 
Whcfr  my  good  father  meant  it :  I'm  overcome, 
forgive  me,  and  enjoy  iL 

(I*  going.) 


To  hear  his  ci 
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BRifiAn'  Ramiru  (nyyoMiUlMMi} 

wUk  Fblisakda. 

Boaoi.  Fenumdo,  tte^. 

Fer.  Ha,  my  fiither  and  Felimda :  (ffimt) 

Are  they  both  dead  I — 1  did  not  think 
To  find  thee  in  this  pale  aodety 
Of  ghosts  so  soon. 

FeL  I  am  alive,  Fernando : 
And  Don  Ramires  stiU  thy  fivrnglktlMr. 

From.  You  may  believe  it»  sir,  I  wm  of  the  iiuiii 

Car.  Men  thongfat  yon  dead. 

Ram.  It  lay  within 
The  knowledge  of  Frandsoo,  and  soiiie  few. 
By  this  device  to  advance  my  younger  son 
To  a  marriage  with  Jadnta,  sir,  and  try 
Femando*8  piety,  and  his  mistress'  virtue  : 
Which  I  have  fomid  worth  him,  and  my  acceptance. 
With  her  I  give  thee  what  thy  birth  did  challenge : 
Receive  thy  Felisarda. 

Fer.  *Tis  a  joy 
So  flowing,  it  drowns  all  my  faculties. 
My  soul  will  not  contain,  I  fear,  but  loose. 
And  leave  me  in  this  extacy. 
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THE  LADY  OF  PLEASURE :    A  COMEDY.    BY  JAMES 

SHIRLEY. 

Sir  Thomat  BometoeU  expottuUUet  with  kit  lady  on  her 
extravagance  and  love  cf  pleature* 

BoRNEWELL.  Aretina,  hi$  Uufy, 

Are.  I  am  angry  with  myself; 
To  be  so  miserably  restrain'd  in  things, 
Wherein  it  doth  concern  your  love  and  honour 
To  see  me  satisfied. 

JBor.  In  whaty  Aretina, 
Dost  thou  accuse  me  ?  have  I  not  obey*d 
All  thy  desires,  against  mine  own  opinion  ; 
Quitted  the  country,  and  remov'd  the  hope 
Of  our  return,  by  sale  of  that  fair  lordship 
We  liv*d  in :  chang'd  a  calm  and  retire  life 
For  this  wild  town,  composed  of  noise  and  charge  ? 

Are.  What  charge,  more  than  is  necessary 
For  a  lady  of  my  birth  and  education  ? 

Bor,  I  am  not  ignorant  how  much  nobility 
Flows  in  your  blood,  your  kinsmen  great  and  powerful 
In  the  state  ;  but  with  this  lose  not  your  memory 
Of  being  my  wife :  I  shall  be  studious, 
Madam,  to  give  the  dignity  of  your  birth 
All  the  best  ornaments  which  become  my  fortune ; 
But  would  not  flatter  it,  to  ruin  both. 
And  be  the  fable  of  the  town,  to  teach 
Other  men  wit  by  loss  of  mine,  employ'd 
To  serve  your  vast  expences. 

Are.  Am  I  then 
Brought  in  the  balance  ?  so,  sir. 

JBor.  Though  you  weigh 


144  I-U>Y  OP  PLKASDRB. 

Me  in  a  parti&l  scale,  my  heart  is  honest ; 
And  must  take  liberty  to  think,  you  have 
Obey'd  no  modest  counsel  to  effect, 
Nay,  study  ways  of  pride  and  costly  cer^niony ; 
Your  change  of  gaudy  fiimiture,  and  pictures. 
Of  this  Italian  master,  and  that  Dutchmau's ; 
Your  mighty  looking-glasses,  like  artilleiy 
Broaght  home  on  enjfines ;  the  superfluous  plate 
Antiek  and  novel ;  vanities  of  tires. 
Four  score  pound  suppers  for  my  lord  your  Vin«»y 
Banquets  for  t'other  lady,  aunt,  and  cousios  ■ 
And  perfumes,  that  exceed  all ;  train  of  servants, 
To  stifle  us  at  home,  and  shew  abroad 
More  molly  than  the  French,  or  the  VeDetiau, 
About  your  coach,  whose  rude  postilion 
Must  pester  every  narrow  lane,  till  passen^rs 
And  tradesmen  curse  your  choaking  up  their  stalls, 
And  common  cries  pursue  your  ladyship 
For  hind'ring  of  their  market. 
Are.  Have  vou  done,  sir? 
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Bor.  But  are  not  come  to  that  repentance  yet. 
Should  teach  you  skill  enough  to  raise  your  profit ; 
You  look  not  through  the  subtilty  of  cards. 
And  mysteries  of  dice,  nor  can  you  save 
Charge  with  the  box,  buy  petticoats  and  pearls. 
And  keep  your  family  by  the  precious  income ; 
Nor  do  I  wish  you  should :  my  poorest  servant 
Shall  not  upbraid  my  tables,  nor  his  hire 
Purchas*d  beneath  my  honour :  you  make  play 
Not  &.pai^ime  but  a  tyranny,  and  vex 
Yourself  and  my  estate  by  *t. 

Are.  Good,  proceed. 

Bor,  Another  game  you  have,  which  consumes  more 
Your  fame  than  purse,  your  revels  in  the  night. 
Your  meetings,  calVd  the  ball,  to  which  appear. 
As  to  the  court  of  pleasure,  all  your  gallants 
And  ladies,  thither  bound  by  a  subpcena 
Of  Venus  and  small  Cupid's  high  displeasure : 
'Tis  but  the  Family  of  Love,  translated 
Into  more  costly  sin ;  there  was  a  play  on*t ; 
And  had  the  poet  not  been  bribed  to  a  modest 
Expression  of  your  antic  gambols  in't. 
Some  darks  had  been  discover*d  ;  and  the  deeds  too ; 
In  time  he  may  repent,  and  make  some  blush, 
To  see  the  second  part  danc*d  on  the  stage. 
My  thoughts  acquit  you  for  dishonouring  me 
By  any  foul  act ;  but  the  virtuous  know, 
'Tis  not  enough  to  clear  ourselve%  but  the 
Suspicions  of  our  shame. 

Are.  Have  you  concluded 
Your  lecture  ? 

Bar.  I  have  done  ;  and  howsoever 
My  language  may  appear  to  you,  it  carries 
No  other  than  my  fair  and  just  intent 

VOL.  II.  L 
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To  jour  delights,  without  curb  to  their  modest 
And  noble  freedom. 

Are.  Ill  not  be  so  tediom 
In  mj  reply,  but,  without  art  or  el^anoe, 
Asmre  you  I  keep  still  my  first  opinion  ; 
And  though  you  veil  your  avaricious  meaning 
With  handsome  names  of  modesty  and  thrift, 
I  find  you  would  intreuch  and  wound  the  liberty 
I  was  bom  with.     Were  my  desires  unprivileged  ■ 
By  example ;  while  my  judgment  thought  'em  fit. 
You  ought  not  to  oppose :  but  when  the  practice 
And  tract  of  every  honoiu^ble  lady 
Authorize  me,  I  take  it  great  injustice 
To  ha^e  my  pleasures  circumacrib'd  and  taught  me. 

(Tbi»  dislogue  U  in  the  «erj  epirit  of  the  Tccrimiiiatuif  uxan 
))etiieeD  JLiOrd  uid  Ladj  Tovmler  ia  the  Provoked  Bvibukd,  It 
!■  difficult  to  believe,  but  it  must  hive  been  Vanbragh'i  pnt*- 

type.] 
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LETTER  TO  THE  EDITOR. 

0*A«  Sik, 

It  i*  no!  unknomi  to  vou.  that  Bboui  ninciccn  jw%  tiatr  I 

publiahnl   "  Spefimpiia  ol  gngtith   DriuD*tic  Pocl*.  wlio  lifed 

■Imui  the  Time  of  Shakipeirc."     For  tlie  Karccr  PUfi  I  likU 

rKonne  lo  Ihe  Collcclion  b^qonlbcd  lo  the  Britiab  MiucBni  b; 

Mr.  Garrick.    But  mj  time  wu  hut  than,  uid  mj  nubwqiient 

leiiure  has  JiscoTrred  in  it  ■  treuiire  rich  anil  eihauitloM  brj unil 

what  1  thrn  irnapncl.      In  it  it  to  be  faunJ  almost  mcry  pn>- 

dnetion  in  tlie  thapt  of  ■  PU;  that  ha*  a|jpcarcd  in  |)iin(.  from 

(he  time  of  the  old  My iteriei  and  Muralitiei  to  the  ilayi  of  Ciowii 

and  D'  L'rfrj.     Imagiue  the  luxury  to  odc  like  mc,  who.  Hunt 

ererj  otlmr  form  of  Poetry,  have  eier  pnfemd  the  Uruiattc,  of 

ia  the  princely  apartmenta,  for  luch  tbey  ale.  of  poor 

Mdemned  Montagu  Houk,  wliieh  1  prftlict  will  not  sjieedilj  be 

d  by  ■  handsomer,  and  culling  at  will  the  flown  of  soi>e 

ouaaad  Dramu.     It  i)  like  having  llie  range  of  a  Nobleman'a 

wilb  the  LibrariaB  to  your  Airnd.     Nothing  rait  riceol 

It  ooortroatneaa  and  attention*  of  (he  (lentteman  who  ha<  the 

Bf  direction  of  the  Reading  Room*  here  i  and  yon  hare  learre 

h  for  a  volume,  before  it  U  laid  bclbr*  you.   If  the  OMMional 

hich  I  hate  been  tempted  lo  briKg  away,  nay  Had  an 

ropriate  place  in  your  Tail*  B9ak,  nmt  of  then  are  wevUy 

I  foui  •mice.     By  thoae  who  remembar  the  "  Spedmeiu." 

tbear  Diuat  lie  caagiilereil  a*  niBi*  aftar-gUaniBga.  aupplon^nlary 

til  (hat  work,  only  compriiiiig  a  lunger  period.     Vou  rouat  be 

<anlra(  with  •omrtiaica  a  icene,  9DiDC(ime«  a  aong ;  a  *perch,  or 

^^  jwaaage,  or  a  portical  Itnage,  aa  they  happen  tu  alrike  rne.  1  read 

^LtflbODl  order  of  lime ;  1  am  a  poor  hand  nl  datei ;  and  for  any 

^^Bpgnphy  of  the  Drwnaliil*.  I  miut  rrfcr  to  wriMn  who  arc 

^^BH«  akllful  In  ancb  mattsn.     My  buatarM  i>  wilh  UiMr  poetry 

E: 


y  27,  1H37 


C.  \.K11». 


N  AND  HATILDA. 


John,  not  being  able  to  bring  Matilda,  the  ckatte  datgltttr  of  tit 
old  Bamn  Fitlivater,  to  compliance  mih  kit  taitiet,  eoatet  itr 
to  be  poitoned  in  a  nunnery. 

Scene. — Johh.  TheSaront;  tkey  being  a*  yet  igno- 
rant of  the  murder,  and  having  put  come  to  coo^w- 
xition  with  the  King  after  tedioue  wart.  ItfaliUtti 
hearse  u  brought  in  by  Hubert. 

John.  Hubert,  iDterpret  this  appantion. 
■    Huh.  Behold,  sir, 
A  sad-writ  Tragedy,  so  feelingly 
Laag-uaged,  and  cast ;  with  such  &  crafty  cruelty 
Contrired,  and  acted ;  that  wild  savages 
\N'ould  weep  to  lay  their  eara  to,  and  (admiring 
To  see  themselves  outdone)  they  would  coaceive 


M)k  here,  ^"'g  John,  and  nilh  a  trembling  eye 
Kpid  vnur  saA  act,  Matilila'§  traginly, 
Bn'ront.  Matilda! 

rfilstn.  By  the  lab'ring  soul  of  a  mwh-iujurM  man, 
U  my  child  M&tilda  I 
Sruce.  Sweet  niece '. 
Leie,  Chttste  soul ! 
John.  Do  I  stir,  Chester  ? 
Good  Oxford,  do  I  move?  stand  I  not  still 
To  watch  when  the  griev'd  friends  of  wrong'd  Matilda 
Will  with  a  thousand  stabs  tiirn  me  to  dust, 
Tlial  in  a  thousand  pravers  thev  tntght  be  happy? 
Will  no  one  do  it  ?  then  give  a  mounicr  room, 
A  man  of  tears.     Oh  immaculate  Matilda, 
These  shed  but  snilmg  heat-drops,  misUn^  showers, 
The  faint  dews  of  a  doubthil  April  morning ; 
Dut  from  mine  eyes  ship-sinking  rataracts, 
WhoU-  cluuils  of  waters,  wealthy  exhalations. 
Shall  bll  into 


Till  >l 


Hnb.  Unmatcb'd  Matilda ; 
Celestial  soldier,  that  kept  a  fori  of  chastity 
'Gainst  all  u-mptatiotis. 

Filzw.  Not  to  be  a  Queen, 
Would  she  brrok  her  chaste  »ow.     Truth  crowns  your 

Vamatrh'd  Matilda  was  her  name  indeed. 
|_  John.  O  take  into  your  spirit-piercing  praise 
f  sc«ne  of  sorrow.     I  have  well-clad  woes, 

e  epithets  to  illustrate  passion, 
il  steal  true  tears  so  swoelly  from  all  these, 
D  touch  thi<  suul,  oiiil  at  uncc  pierce  and  ploase. 

(Ptruift  the  motto  anii  rmblfiru  on  the  hearie.) 
To  [*iely  and  Furitv" — and  "  Lilies  mix'd  with  Roses" — 
ou  have  apparell'd  woe !  lliis  PtavianV, 
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To  Piety  and  Purity  directed, 
Insinuates  a  chaste  soul  in  a  clean  body. 
Virtue's  whit*  Virgin,  Chastity's  red  Martyr  1 
Suffer  me  then  with  this  well-siuted  wreath 
To  make  our  griefs  ingenious.     Let  all  be  dumb, 
Whilst  the  king  speaks  her  Epicedium. 

CheH.  His  yery  soul  speaks  sorrow. 

Ojrf.  And  it  becomes  him  sveetly. 

John.  Hail  Maid  tmd  Martyr  I  lo  on  thy  breut. 
Devotion's  altar,  chaste  Truth's  nest, 
I  offer  (as  my  guiit  imposes) 
Thy  merit's  laurel,  Lilies  and  Rosea  ; 
Lilies,  intimating  plain 
Thy  immaculate  life,  stuck  with  no  stain  ; 
Roeee  red  and  sweet,  to  tell 
How  sweet  red  sacriBces  smell. 
Hang  round  then,  as  you  walk  about  this  hearse. 
The  songs  of  holy  hearts,  sweet  virtuous  verse. 

Fitzw.  Bring  Persian  silks,  to  deck  her  monument; 

John.  Arabian  spices,  quick'ning  by  their  scent; 
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Let  [Iraivoii  qui<8tion  liim.     Lot  us  8«ciirr 
And  i[iiit  llie  land  of  Lewis*. 

Fitsu-.   Do  any  thinp : 
Do  all  things  that  are  honorable;  and  the  Great  King 
Make  you  a  good  king-,  sir !  and  wbc^  your  soul 
Shall  at  any  time  reflect  upon  your  follies, 
Good  King  John,  weep,  weep  very  heartily  ; 
It  will  become  you  sweetly.     At  your  eyes 
Vour  sin  stole  in  :  there  pay  your  sarrifice. 

John.  Back  unto  Dunmow  Abbey.     There  well  pay 
To  iweet  Matilda's  memory,  and  her  sufferings, 
A  monthly  obsequy,  which  (»*eet'ned  by 
The  wealthy  woes  of  a  tcar-troubled  eye) 
Sliall  by  those  sharp  afflictions  of  niy  face 
Court  mercy,  and  make  grief  arriTC  it  grace. 

Matilda,  now  go  tnkr  tkt/  b*d 
In  the  li'irk  dn-fHinga  of  tht  dead; 
And  rue  in  Ihe  great  trtiking  day 
Sweet  all  incen»f,frr$h  a»  May. 

Rest  there,  chaste  soul,  fix'd  in  tliy  proper  sphere, 
AmongHt  Heaven's  fair  ones ;  all  are  fair  onea  iher«. 

B^Mt  there,  chsate  soul,  whilst  we  here  troubled  say  ; 

Bpine  gives  us  griefs.  Death  lakes  our  joys  away. 

^^^  (Tbu  wcnc  bu  miiph  poaiiic 

nol.     Tlir  lul  w(inli  or  l^tiva 

pcnmenl ;  but  to  nnilfnliioil   Iiiiii,  Ilw  rhunclrr  thmiiKboal  of 

Ihl*  maU,  mcrrj.  fwliiiK,  ininifililr-iwiiiinit  lord,  sliualil  b«  mul. 

TlMi  tbr  venonoiu  Jxlin  could  hate  ntn  cflKntorfellBil  rvptnr. 
^■her  <K>  vrll,  U  xul  »r  natarr :  but,  lutipoiliig  ibr  poosibibir, 
^K|Unf  i«  trurr  tbsn  ibc  wkj  in  wliicb  it  U  roanaKBil.    TbcM  old 

[ 
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pUy.wrights  inrested  their  bad  ch«racter*  with  noticnu  irf  good. 
which  could  by  no  posBibility  hsve  coexiited  with  thdr  icbam. 
Without  ■  soul  of  goodaeu  in  binuelf,  how  could  Shaktpnre't 
Richard  tbe  Third  have  Lt  upon  those  aweet  phtuo  and  indKC- 
ments  by  which  he  attempts  to  win  oyer  the  dowa^r  qoecB  ta 
let  him  wed  her  daughter.  It  is  not  Natnre'»  nature,  but  lai^ 
natioa'a  sahatituted  nature,  which  does  almoat  u  well  ia  i 
fietion.] 


not  a  village  Fly,  nor  meadow  Bee, 

That  trafficka  daily  on  the  neighbouring  pUin, 
But  will  report,  how  all  the  Winged  Train 
Have  sued  to  me  for  Love;  when  we  have  flown 
In  swarms  out  to  discover  fields  new  blown. 
Happy  was  he  could  find  the  forward'st  tree. 
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VrTiich  I  ne'er  miiideiL     Astrophel,  ft  Bep 

(Although  not  so  poetical  as  he) 

Yet  in  hi»  full  invention  quick  and  ripe. 

In  iiunmer  evening?!,  on  his  well-tuned  pipe. 

Upon  a  woodbine  blossom  in  the  sun, 

(Our  hive  being  dcsn-swepl,  and  our  day's  work  done). 

Would  plav  me  twenty  several  tunes ;  yet  I 

Nor  minded  Aslrophel,  nor  hia  melody. 

Then  there's  Amniler,  for  whose  love  fair  Leade 

(That  pretty  Bee)  flies  up  and  down  the  mead 

With  rivers  in  her  eyes ;  without  deserving 

Sent  mc  trim  Acorn  bowls  of  hb  own  carving. 

To  drink  May  dews  and  mead  in.     Yet  none  of  these. 

My  hive-bom  Playfellows  and  fellow  Bees, 

Could  1  aifect,  until  this  strange  Bee  came  ; 

And  him  I  love  with  such  an  ardent  flame, 

Discretion  cannot  quench. — 

He  labours  and  toils, 
Ejlrarta  more  honey  out  of  barren  soils 
Than  twenty  kxy  Drones.     I  have  heard  my  Father, 
Steward  of  the  Hive,  profess  that  he  had  rather 
Lo«e  half  the  Swann  than  him.     If  a  Bee,  poor  or  weak. 
Grows  faint  on  his  way,  or  by  misfortune  break 
A  wing  or  leg  against  a  twig ;  alive, 
Or  dead,  he'll  bring  into  the  Master's  Hive 
Him  and  his  burthen.     Bui  the  other  day, 
Ou  the  next  plain  lliere  grew  a  fatal  fray 
Betwixt  the  Waspa  and  us ;  the  wind  grew  \a^ 
And  a  rough  storm  raged  so  impctuuuvly, 
Our  Bees  could  scarce  keep  wing :  then  fell  such  rain, 
It  made  our  Colony  forsake  the  plain. 
And  llv  to  garrison  :  yet  still  H«  stood. 
And  '^nsl  the  whole  swarm  made  his  patty  good ; 
And  at  oaeh  blow  ho  gave,  crieil  out  His  fW, 
ffi*  Vow,  amd  AmtAiua  / — On  each  booK'b 
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And  tender  blossom  he  engraTes  ber  name 

With  his  sharp  sting.     To  Arethnsa's  bme 

He  coQsecriLtea  his  actions ;  all  his  worth 

Is  only  spent  to  character  her  forth. 

On  damask  roses,  and  the  leaveB  of  [unea, 

I  have  seen  him  write  such  amorons  moving  line* 

In  Arethuaa's  praise,  aa  my  poor  heart 

Has,  when  I  read  them,  eovied  her  deaert; 

And  wept  and  sigh'd  to  think  that  he  ^loold  be 

To  her  so  constant,  yet  not  pity  me> 

Porrex,   Vice  Roy  of  Beet  under  Sing  Oberott,  deteria  Hf 

targe  prerogalitie. 
To  Us  (who,  warranted  by  Oberon'a  love. 
Write  Ourself  Manter  Bee),  both  field  and  grove, 
Garden  and  orchard,  lawns  and  flowery  meads, 
(Where  the  amorous  wind  plays  with  the  golden  beadi 
Of  wanton  cowslips,  daisies  in  their  prime. 
Sun-loving  marigolds ;  the  blossom'd  thyme, 
The  lM--\ 
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THE  REWARDS  OP  VIRTUE:   A  COMEDY.    BY  JOHN 
FOUNTAIN.    PRINTED  1661. 

Succeu  in  Battle  not  always  attrilnUMe  to  the  GcneraL 
Generals  ofltimes  famous  grow 


By  valiant  friends,  or  cowardly  enemies ; 
Or,  what  is  worse,  by  some  mean  piece  of  chance. 
Truth  is,  'tis  pretty  to  observe 
How  little  Princes  and  great  Generals 
Contribute  oftentimes  to  the  £une  they  win. 
How  oft  hath  it  been  found,  that  noblest  mindi 
With  two  short  arms,  have  fought  with  fatal  stars ; 
And  have  endeavour *d  with  their  dearest  blood 
To  mollify  those  diamonds,  where  dwell 
The  fate  of  kingdoms ;  and  at  last  have  fain 
By  vulgar  hands,  unable  now  to  do 
More  for  their  cause  than  die ;  and  have  been  lost 
Among  the  sacrifices  of  their  swords ; 
No  more  remember'd  than  poor  villagers. 
Whose  ashes  sleep  among  the  common  flowers, 
That  every  meadow  wears  :  whilst  other  men 
With  trembling  hands  have  caught  a  victory. 
And  on  pale  foreheads  wear  triumphant  bays. 
Besides,  I  have  thought 
A  thousand  times  ;  in  times  of  war,  when  we 
Lift  up  our  hands  to  heaven  for  victory ; 
Suppose  some  virgin  Shepherdess,  whose  soul 
Is  chaste  and  clean  as  the  cold  spring,  where  she 
Quenches  all  thirsts,  being  told  of  enemies, 
That  seek  to  fright  the  long-enjoyed  Peace 
Of  our  Arcadia  hence  with  sound  of  drums. 
And  with  hoarse  trumpets'  warlike  airs  to  drown 
The  hannleas  music  of  her  oaten  reeds, 
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Should  in  the  passion  of  her  troubled  sprite 

Repair  to  some  small  fane  (such  as  the  Gods 

Hear  poor  folks  from),  and  there  on  humble  ktwei 

Lift  up  her  trembUng  hands  to  holy  Pan, 

And  beg  his  helps  i  'tis  possible  to  think, 

That  Heav'n,  which  holds  the  parest  vows  rooet  rich, 

May  not  permit  her  still  to  weep  in  vain. 

But  grant  her  wish,  (for,  would  the  Gods  not  hear 

The  prayers  of  poor  folks,  they'd  ne'er  bid  them  pny); 

And  so,  in  the  next  action,  happeneth  out 

(The  Gods  still  using  means)  the  Enemy 

May  be  defeated.     The  glory  of  all  tbb 

Is  attributed  to  the  General, 

And  none  but  he's  spoke  loud  of  for  the  act ; 

While  she,  from  whose  so  unaffected  tears 

His  laurel  sprung,  for  ever  dwells  unknown*. 

Unlawful  SoUcitingi. 
When  I  firet 
Mention 'd  the  busioegs  to  her  all  alone. 


pTvpnrlian  in  Pity. 
ben?  RiiMt  be  some  proportion  still  to  pity 

n  ourselves  and  what  wi>  moan :  'tis  hard 
r  Men  to  be  uu^ht  sensible  how  MoAts 
s  Flies  ta  death.     Should  the  Ljoa,  in 
I  midnip;ht  walks  for  prey,  hear  some  poor  wornu 
mplain  for  w.inl  of  little  drops  of  dew, 
luii  pity  could  that  generous  crealure  have 
rho  never  wanted  small  Ihin^)  for  those  jwor 
\'i  yet  these  are  their  cnneemments. 
And  but  for  want  of  these  they  pine  and  die. 

Atodrily  a  bar  to  firrfrrmi-at. 

Sure  'twas  his  modesty.     He  might  Iolxv.  thriven 
Much  belter  possibly,  bad  his  ambition 
Itcen  i^aler  much.     They  ofttimes  take  more  poim 
Who  took  for  Fins,  than  those  who  find  out  Stars. 

TrmocfJirr  vindipattd  at  but. 

He«v'n  may  awhile  correct  the  virtuous ; 
Vet  it  will  wipe  their  eyes  agnio.  and  make 
Their  &cw  whiter  with  their  tears.     Innocence 
Conc«tl'd  b  the  Sloln  Pleasure  of  the  Uods, 
^\'1Iieh  never  ends  in  sluune,  as  that  of  Men 
Doth  afltimps  do ;  but  like  the  Sun  breaks  forth. 
When  it  hath  (^tified  another  world ; 
And  to  our  uneipecting  eyes  appears 
More  glorious  thro'  its  late  obscurity. 

Dyinf"  fur  a  BrIoveJ  Penan. 
There  i*  a  giwt  in  Death,  when  'tis  for  I.ove, 
That's  more  than  all  that's  taste  in  all  tlte  worid. 
For  the  true  measure  of  true  Love  is  D«Uh ; 
And  whn  blU  short  of  this,  was  never  I<ov«-. 
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And  therefore  when  those  tides  da  meet  uid  strive, 

And  both  swell  high,  but  Love  b  higher  still, 

This  is  the  truest  satisfaction  of 

The  perfectcst  Love :  for  here  it  sees  itself 

Indure  the  highest  test ;  and  theu  it  feels 

The  sum  of  delectation,  since  It  now 

Attains  its  perfect  end ;  and  shows  its  object, 

By  one  intense  act,  all  its  verity: 

Which  by  a  thousand  and  ten  thousand  words 

It  would  have  took  a  poor  diluted  pleasure 

To  have  imperfectly  express'd. 


Urania  vuJcn  a  jnoci  auigaalion  urilk  the  King,  and  tt 
the  Queni  in  Aer  place.  TTie  King  detcribci  Ike  tafpali 
meeliiif'  to  the  Confideal,  uikon  he  had  employed  to  tabalf^ 
hit  gially  fotlion. 

Pyrrhus,  I'll  tell  thee  all.     When  now  the  night 
Grew  black  enough  to  hide  a  skulking  action  ; 
And  Hcav'u  had  ne'er  an  eye  unshul  to  see 
Her  Representative  on  Earth  creep  'mongst 
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Her  manner  just  like  hen  I  and  when  she  urged. 

Among  a  thousand  things,  the  injury 

I  did  the  faithful'st  Princess  in  the  world ; 

Who  now  supposed  me  sick,  and  was  percKance 

Upon  her  knees  offering  up  holy  tows 

For  him  who  mock*d  both  Heavn  and  her, and  was 

Now  breaking  of  that  vow  he  made  her,  when 

With  sacrifice  he  calVd  the  Gods  to  witness : 

When  she  urged  this,  and  wept,  and  spake  so  like 

My  poor  deluded  Queen,  Pyrrhus,  I  trembled ; 

Ahnost  persuaded  that  it  was  her  angel 

Spake  thro*  Urania*s  Hps,  who  for  her  sake 

Took  care  of  me,  as  something  she  much  loved. 

It  would  be  long  to  tell  thee  all  she  said, 

How  oft  she  sigh*d,  how  bitterly  she  wept : 

But  the  effect — Urania  still  is  chaste ; 

And  with  her  chaster  lips  hath  promised  to 

Invoke  blest  Heav*n  for  my  intended  sin. 


ALL  FOOLS:   A  COMEDY.     BY  GEORGE  CHAPMAN. 

1605. 

Lov^i  Panegyric, 
'tis  Nature's  second  Sun, 


Causing  a  spring  of  Virtues  where  he  shines ; 
And  as  without  the  Sun,  the  world's  Great  Eye, 
All  colours,  beauties,  both  of  art  and  nature. 
Are  given  in  vain  to  man ;  so  without  Love 
All  beauties  bred  in  women  are  in  vain, 
All  virtues  bom  in  men  lie  buried ; 
For  Love  informs  them  as  the  Sun  doth  colours 
And  as  One  Son,  reflecting  his  warm  beiina 
vox*  //«  M 
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Agsinst  the  eartb,  begota  all  fraits  and  Mawen, 
So  Love,  fair  ahining  in  the  mwvd  man. 
Brings  forth  in  him  the  htmounUs  frnits 
Of  valour,  wit,  virtue,  and  hsnghtjr  thongfats. 
Brave  reBolutioo,  and  divine  diacoune. 

Xow  mitk  Jeabnuj/, 

■         such  Love  b  like  &  imokj  fire 
In  a  uHd  mornii^.     Thoogfa  the  fire  be  t^eu-fiil. 
Yet  is  the  smoke  so  foul  and  Cumbenome, 
'Twere  better  lose  the  fire  than  find  the  amok*. 

Ba^t  TouUd. 
I  walking  in  the  place  where  men's  Law  Soita 
Arc  beard  and  pleaded,  not  bo  much  at  dreaminf 
Of  any  such  encounter;  steps  me  forth 
Their  valiant  Foreman  with  the  word  "  I  'reat  70B.' 
I  made  no  more  ado  hut  laid  these  paws 
Close  on  \m  shoulders,  tumbling  him  b>  earth ; 
And  there  sat  he  on  his  posteriors 
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That  the  poor  Lawyers  coming  to  the  Bar 
Could  say  nought  to  th^  matter,  hut  instead 
Were  fiun  to  rail,  and  talk  beside  their  books, 
Without  all  order. 


THE  LATE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES:   A  COMEDY. 
BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 

•     A  Houtehold  hewUeked. 

My  Uncle  has  of  late  become  the  sole 
Discourse  of  all  the  country ;  for  of  a  man  respected 
As  master  of  a  g^Tem*d  &nuiy, 
The  House  (as  if  the  ridge  were  fix'd  below, 
And  grroundsils  lifted  up  to  make  the  roof) 
All  now*s  tum'd  topsy-turvy, 
In  such  a  retrograde  and  preposterous  way 
As  seldom  hath  been  heard  of,  I  think  never. 
The  Good  Man 

In  all  obedience  kneels  unto  his  Son ; 
He  with  an  austere  brow  commands  his  FMiier. 
The  Wife  presimies  not  in  the  Daughter*s  sight 
Without  a  prepared  curtsy ;  the  Girl  she 
Expects  it  as  a  duty ;  chides  her  Mother, 
Who  quakes  and  trembles  at  each  word  she  ipeaka. 
And  what's  as  strange,  the  Maid — she  domineen 
O'er  her  young  Mistress,  who  is  awed  by  her. 
The  Son,  to  whom  the  Father  creeps  and  bends, 
Stands  in  as  much  fear  of  the  groom  his  Man  I 
All  in  such  rare  disorder,  that  in  some 
As  it  breeds  pity,  and  in  others  wonder, 
So  in  the  most  part  laughter.     It  is  thought, 
This  comet  by  Witchcjiapt. 

m2 
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Collegian.  Did  you,  ere  tre  departed  from  the  CoO^t- 
O'erlook  my  Library  P 

Servant.  Yes,  Sir ;  and  I  find, 
Altho'  you  tell  me  Learning  is  immorta]. 
The  paper  and  the  parchment  'tis  contaiii'd  in 
Savours  of  much  mortality. 
The  moths  have  eaten  more 
Authentic  Learning,  than  would  richly  funuah 
A  hundred  country  pedants ;  yet  the  worms 
Are  not  one  letter  wiser. 


1  'ngwiUe  Alice,  thy  sorrow  is  my  sore ; 
njuu  know'itt  it  well,  and  'tis  thy  policy 
To  forgp  distressful  looks,  to  wound  a  breast 
VVherc  lies  a  heart  which  dies  when  thou  art  ud. 
It  is  not  Luve  that  loves  to  anger  Love. 

Al.  It  ig  not  Love  that  loves  to  murther  Lore. 

Hfo*.   Huw  mean  you  that  ? 

AL  Tliou  know'st  how  dearly  Arden  loved  me. 

Mo*.   And  then 

Al.  And  then — conceal  the  rest,  for  'tis  too  bod, 
l>c*t  that  my  words  be  carried  to  the  wind, 
And  publinh'd  ^n  the  world  to  both  our  shames. 
1  pray  thee.  Mosbie,  let  our  siiringtime  wither; 
Oitr  harvest  else  will  yield  but  loathsome  wmls. 
Forgot,  I  pray  thee,  what  has  pust  betwiit  us ; 
For  now  I  blush  and  tremble  at  the  thoughts. 
Mm.  What,  are  you  changed  ? 
AL  Ayr,  to  my  former  happy  life  again  ; 
From  title  of  an  odious  strumpet 't  name 
To  honest  Arden 's  wife,  not  Arden's  honest  wifs — 
H*  Musbie  I   'tis  thou  hast  rifled  me  of  thai. 
And  made  me  slanderous  to  all  my  kin. 
Even  in  niy  forehead  is  thy  name  engraven, 
A  mean  Artificer,  that  low-born  name! 
I  was  b(?witcht ;  woe-worth  Ihe  hapless  hour 
And  all  the  causes  tliat  enchanted  me. 

Mot.  Nay,  if  thou  ban,  let  me  breathe  curset  for<b  - 
And  if  you  stand  so  nicely  at  your  fame, 
Let  me  mpcnt  the  credit  I  have  lost. 
1  have  neglected  matter*  of  import, 
That  would  have  'stated  mc  above  thy  stole; 
For  nlow't)  advanta^^s,  and  spurn 'd  at  time  ; 
Ayr,  Fortune's  right  hand  >Ic«bie  hath  forsook, 
To  Uke  a  wanton  giglot  by  the  lefL 
I  left  thv  marriage  of  an  honest  maid 
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Whose  dowry  would  have  wngfa'd  down  all  tliy  «« 
^\'hose  beauty  and  demeftnonr  ttr  exceeded  Uie& 
This  certain  good  I  lost  for  dunginjf  Vm^, 
And  wr&pt  ray  credit  in  thy  company, 
I  waB  bewitcht;  that  is  no  theme  of  thine : 
And  thou  nnhallow'd  hast  enchanted  me. 
But  I  will  break  thy  spelU  and  exorciRiiM 
And  put  another  sight  upon  these  eyes. 
That  ihow'd  my  heart  a  raven  for  a  dove. 
Thou  art  not  hir ;  i  view'd  thee  not  till  now  : 
Thou  art  not  kind  ;  till  now  I  knew  thee  not : 
And  now  the  rain  hath  beaten  off  thy  gilt,' 
Thy  worthless  copper  skews  thee  countearMt. 
It  grieves  me  not  to  see  how  foul  thoa  art, 
But  mads  me  that  ever  1  thought  thee  fair. 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  a  copesmate  for  thy  hinds ; 
I  am  too  good  to  be  thy  favourite. 

Al.  Aye,  now  I  see,  and  too  soon  find  it  bve, 
Which  often  hath  been  told  me  by  my  friends, 
That  Mosbie  loves  me  not  but  for  my  wealth  j 
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jPih  tliou  not  hear  ?  what  nwlicr  ilopt  ihy  eart  ? 

fhy  »pcakVt  thou  not?  wbat  «>tleiice  txte  thy  tongue r 
lou  hast  been  ughted  as  the  Eagk  isi 
(od  beard  as  quickly  as  the  frariul  Hare, 

ind  spoke  aa  amoothly  as  an  Omtor, 

~    1  I  have  bid  thee  hear,  or  iec>  or  speak  : 

Wd  art  thnii  seosibte  in  none  of  these  ? 
Wtigh  all  thy  good  turns  with  this  little  Tault, 

i  I  deserve  not  Mosbic's  muddy  looki. 
|t  fence  ut  trouble  is  Dot  thickon'd  ftiil  i 

t  clear  again;  ITJ  ne'er  more  trouble  thee.  

^  Sfo0.  O  lie,  no ;  I  m  a  baae  artificer ; 

v'mga  ore  rrnthcr'd  for  «  lowly  flight. 
Rosbic,  fie,  no  ;  nut  for  a  thuusaod  pound 
Wake  love  to  jrou :  why,  *ti*  uDpanlonable. 
We  Bef^gan  muat  not  breathe,  where  Gentles  are. 

Al.  Sweet  Mosbie  is  as  Gentle  as  a  King. 
And  I  too  bhnd  to  judge  him  otherwbo. 
flowers  MHUctiiucs  spring  in  fallow  lands : 
VVeeda  in  gardens,  Koses  grow  on  thorns : 
So.  whatsoe'er  my  Mosbie'i  father  was, 
ilimsrlf  is  valued  Gentle  by  hia  worth. 

A/at.   Ah  haw  you  women  can  insinuate. 
And  clear  ■  trespaes  with  your  sweet  set  tongue. 
I  will  forget  this  ()uarrel,  gentle  Alice, 
Provided  rU  be  tempt«d  so  do  more. 

I,  wilk  ku  /nead  FraniSn,  IrmrlUiig  si  mglU  to  ArOrnt 
tr  at  Frveriham,  airrr  ie  U  lEiiiii  m  ivaitjir  It/  SuJSam, 
<f  by  Alit*  am!  Mmbir  to  murder  iiai :  FroMilin  it  mtrt^ 
I  ttury  hf  mu  hepmmg  ht  tril  by  lie  way  of  a  sad 
Wnt,  hf  an  mdupoiUion.  omaunit  oflhr  impending  danger  of 
)ufiinid. 


^rd.  Come,  Master  Franklin, onwards  with 
ink.  ni  assure  you,  Sir,  you  task  me  nn 


your  talc. 


J 


A  heavy  blood  ia  gather'd  at  tny  heart : 
And  on  the  sudden  ia  my  wind  so  Bhort, 
As  hindereth  the  paasage  of  my  apeech. 
So  fierce  a  qualm  yet  ne'er  aaaailed  me. 

Ard.  Come,  Master  Franklin,  let  us  go  on  soAIy; 
The  annoyance  of  the  duat,  or  elae  some  meat 
You  ate  at  dinner  mnnot  brook  with  yon. 
]  have  been  often  to,  and  soon  ameuded. 

Frank.  Do  you  remember  where  my  tale  did  lean? 

Ard.  Aye,  where  the  Gentleman  did  check  hit  wife' 

Frank.  She  being  reprehended  for  the  foct, 
Witneas  produced  that  took  her  with  the  fact. 
Her  glove  brought  in  which  there  she  left  behind. 
And  many  other  assured  argument*. 
Her  Huaband  ask'd  her  whether  it  were  not  ao—' 

Ard.  Her  answer  then  ?     I  wonder  how  she  look'd, 
Having  forsworn  it  with  so  vehement  oaths. 
And  at  the  instant  so  approved  upon  her. 

Frank.  Hrst  did  she  cast  her  eyes  dovm  on  the  eaA 
Watching  the  drops  that  fell  amain  from  thence ; 


lo  a  KnigAI  complivirnling  kit  Drmgiler. 
I,  stop  your  words,  good  Knight,  'twill  make  her  blush 

I  ut  wound  too  high  for  the   Daughiera  of  the 
Freedom  ; 
Honour,  nnil  Faithful  Ser%aut !  they  are  compliineiits 
For  the  worthy  Ladies  of  Whit*.  Hail  or  Greenwich; 
Ev'n  pliin,  suffirieiil,  subsidy  words  serve  tin,  8ir. 


AfaM, 


■  Allifit  (a  H'itloi)  deieriiei  hU 


la 


L  like  . 


Pmding  a.  table  fiiniish'd  to  his  hand. 
(As  mine  is  still  for  me),  prays  for  the  Founder, 
BletiS  the  Right  worshipful,  the  good  Fouuder'i  lif« : 
1  thank  him,  he  *  ha-t  maintain'd  my  house  these  ten 

Not  ouly  keeps  tny  Wife,  hut  he  keeps  me. 

He  gets  me  ail  tny  children,  and  povs  the  nurse 

Weekly  or  monthly,  puts  inc  to  uothing, 

Kent,  nor  Church  dues,  not  so  much  as  the  Scarenger; 

The  happiest  state  thai  ever  man  was  bom  lo. 

I  walk  out  in  a  moniing,  come  to  breakfast, 

Finil  excellent  rheer,  a  good  lire  in  winter; 

Look  ill  my  coal-house,  about  Midsummer  eve. 

That'*  full,  five  or  six  chaldron  new  laid  up ; 

Ijook  in  my  hack  yard,  I  shall  find  a  steeple 

Made  up  wirh  Kentish  fuggnts,  which  o'erlooks 

The  water-house  and  the  windmills.     1  say  nothing, 
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But  smile,  and  pin  the  door.     Wben  ahe  liea  in, 

(A*  DOW  she's  even  upon  the  point  of  grunting), 

A  L&df  lies  not  in  tike  her ;  there'a  her  imboani^ 

Embroiderings,  spuigUngs,  and  I  know  not  what, 

As  if  she  Uy  with  all  the  gaudy  shops 

In  Gresham's  Bune  about  her ;  then  her  rMUmliiw. 

Able  to  set  up  a  young  'Pothecary, 

And  richly  store  the  Foreman  of  a  Dnig  shop ; 

Her  sugars  by  whole  loaves,  her  wines  by  nindhW. 

I  see  these  things,  but  like  a  happy  man 

I  pay  for  none  at  all,  yet  fools  think  it  mine  ; 

I  have  the  name,  and  lu  his  gold  1  shine : 

And  where  some  merchants  would  in  sonl  kiss  heO 

To  buy  a  paradise  for  their  wives,  and  dye 

Tlieir  conscience  in  the  blood  of  prodigal  h«rB, 

To  deck  their  Night-piece ;  yet,  all  litis  being  done, 

Eaten  with  jealousy  to  the  inmost  bone ; 

These  torments  stand  I  freed  of     1  am  as  clear 

From  jealousy  of  a  wife,  as  from  the  charge. 

O  two  miraculous  blessings  I  'tis  the  Knight 


I 
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Retatefrwm  Bai&ffi  by  tke  Watermen. 
I  had  been  taken  by  eight  Ser^eaDta, 


But  for  the  honest  Watmmeny  I  am  bound  to  'em. 
They  are  the  most  requitefiil*8t  people  living ; 
For,  as  they  get  their  means  by  Gentlemen, 
They*re  still  the  forward'st  to  help  Gentlemen. 
You  heard  how  one  'scaped  out  of  the  Blackfriars* 
But  a  while  since  from  two  or  three  varlets, 
Came  into  the  house  with  all  their  rapiers  drawn. 
As  if  they'd  dance  the  sword-dance  on-  the  stage, 
With  candles  in  their  hands,  Uke  Chandlers'  Ghosts  t 
Whilst  the  poor  Gentleman,  so  pursued  and  banded. 
Was  by  an  honest  pair  of  oars  safe  landed. 


LONDON  CHANTICLEERS  :  A  RUDE  SKETCH  OP  A  PLAV, 
PRINTED  lfi59,  BUT  EVIDENTLY  MUCH  OLDER. 

Song  m  praue  of  Ale. 

I. 
Submit,  Bunch  of  Grapes, 
To  the  strong  Barley  ear ; 
The  weak  Wine  no  longer 
The  laurel  shall  wear. 

II. 
Sack,  and  all  drinks  else, 
Desist  from  the  strife ; 
Ale's  the  only  Aqua  Vite, 
And  liquor  of  life. 

*   AlMtk,  I  pfMRmM^ 


Lommir  CHAimcmaa. 

Then  come,  my  boon  miowi^ 
Let* fl  drink  it  around ; 
It  keeps  tu  from  grave. 
Though  it  l&ys  us  on  grotmd* 

IV. 

Ale's  &  Phyakiui, 
No  Mountebank  Bragger; 
Can  cure  the  chill  Ague, 
Though  it  be  with  the  Stagger. 

V. 

Ale's  a  strong  Wrestler, 
Flings  sll  it  bath  met ; 
And  makes  the  ground  sUppoy, 
Though  it  be  not  wet. 


Ale  is  both  Ceres, 
And  good  Neptune  too : 

Alo's  fr^-^tli  v>,.s  ih<-  si'^i. 
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FORTUNE  BY  LAND   AND  SEA:     A   COMEDY.     BY   T. 
HEYWOOD,  AND  W.  ROWLEY,  1655. 

Old  Forest  forbids  his  Son  to  sup  with  some  riotous  gaUmUs^ 
who  goes  notwithstanding,  and  is  simm* 

Scene. — A  Tavern, 

Rainsworth,  Foster,  Goodwin.      To  Aem  enters 

Frank  Forest. 

Bam*  Now,  Frank,  how  stole  you  from  your  &ther*s 
arms? 
You  have  been  school'd,  do  doubt.     Fie,  fie  upoD't. 
Ere  I  would  live  in  such  base  servitude 
To  an  old  grreybeard  ;  'sfoot  I'd  hang  myselCi 
A  man  cannot  be  merry,  and  drink  drunk, 
But  he  must  be  controVd  by  gravity. 

Prank.  O  pardon  him ;  you  know,  he  is  my  father. 
And  what  he  doth  is  but  paternal  love. 
Though  I  be  wild.  I'm  not  yet  so  past  reason 
His  person  to  despise,  though  I  his  counsel 
Cannot  severely  follow. 

Rain.  'Sfoot,  he  is  a  fool. 

Frank.  A  fool  I  you  are  a — 

Feet,  Nay,  gentlemen — 

Frank.  Yet  I  restrain  my  tongue, 
Hoping  you  speak  out  of  some  spleenful  rashness. 
And  no  deliberate  malice  ;  and  it  may  be 
You  are  sorry  that  a  word  so  unreverent, 
To  wrong  so  good  an  aged  gentleman, 
Should  pass  you  unawares. 

Rain.  Sorry,  Sir  Boy  I  you  will  not  take  exceptions  ? 

Frank.  Not  against  you  with  willingness,  whom  I 
Have  loved  so  long.     Yet  you  might  ihink  iDi&  % 
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Most  dutlless  aad  ungracious  son  to  gi«*e 
Smooth  couutenance  uuto  my  father's  wroiijt. 
Come,  I  dare  swear 

'Twas  not  your  malice,  and  I  lake  it  so, 
Let'i  frame  eome  other  talk.     Hear,  gentl 
iB«M.   But  hear  me,  Boy  I    it  seems,    Sii 

angry— 
Frank.  Not  thorougUy  yet — 
Rain.   Then  what  would  anger  thee  ? 
Frank.  Nothing  from  you. 
Rain.  Of  all  thing's  under  heaven 
What  would'st  thon  loathesi  have  me  do  ? 

Frank.  I  would 
Not  have  you  wrong  my  reverent  father  :  and 
I  hope  you  will  not. 

Rain.  Thy  father's  an  old  diTtard. 
Frank.  I,would  not  brook  this  at  &  ntoiuich's  imd, 
Much  less  at  thine. 

Rain.  Aye,  Boy  ?    Aen  take  yoo  th^ 

Frank.  Oh  I  am  slain. 

Good.  Sweet  Cuz,  what  have  you  done  ?    Sbift  In 

yourself. 
Rain.  Away. —  [^  fTi  iii* 

Enter  Two  Drawers. 

Ut  Dr.  Stay  the  geDtlemen,  they  hav«  kSIed  K  nn! 

O  sweet  Mr.  Francis.     One  run  to  his  Other's. 

2nd  Br.  Hark,  hark  !  I  hear  his  father's  voice  Mm 

'tis  ten  to  one  he  is  come  to  fetch   Um  haat 

to  supper,  and  now  he  may  cairy  him  kame  Is 

Enter  the  Host,  Old  Forr&t,  and  Svs as  hit  d 
Ho»t.  You  mnst  take  comfart,  Sir, 
For.  Is  he  dead,  is  he  dead,  firl  ? 


Sw.  Oh  dead.  Sir,  Frank  u  dead. 

Fitr.  Alas,  aUs,  my  boy  I    I  have  not  Uip  heart 
To  look  opon  his  wide  and  gaptog:  wounds. 
Prav  U'l!  me.  Sir,  does  this  appear  to  you 
Fearful  and  pitiful — to  you  that  are 
A  slraugvr  to  my  dead  boy  ? 

I/otl.   How  can  it  otherwise? 

For,  0  me  most  wretched  of  all  wretched  men  t 
If  to  a  stranger  his  warm  bleeding-  wound* 
Appear  bo  grisly  and  so  lM«entabJe, 
How  will  they  seem  to  me  that  om  his  father? 
Will  they  not  hale  my  eye-browi  from  thrar  rounds, 
And  with  an  everlasting  blindness  strike  them? 

Stu.  Oh,  Sir,  look  here 

For.  Dost  long  to  have  me  blind  ? 
Then  I'll  behold  then*,  since  I  know  thy  mind. 
t)h  roc  I 

Is  this  my  son  that  doth  so  senseless  lie, 
And  swims  in  hlood?  my  soul  shall  fly  with  his 
Uuto  the  land  of  rest.     Uphold  I  crave. 
Being  kiird  with  grief,  we  both  nuiy  have  one  grave. 

Siu.  Alas,  my  father's  dead  too  !  gentle  Kr, 
Help  to  retire  his  spirits,  o?er  travail'd 
With  age  and  sorrow. 

»B>iMt.  Mr.  Fow«— 
^w.  Father— 
For.  What  says  my  girl?  good  morrow.     What' 
dock, 
That  yo«t  arc  up  so  early  ?  call  up  Frank  ; 
Tell  him  he  he«  loo  long  a  bed  this  morning. 
He  was  wout  to  cull  tlie  sun  up,  and  to  raise 

110  early  lark,  and  mount  her  'mongst  the  r)oad>- 
Bl  b«  tmI  up  V  rise.  rioe.  thon  sluggish  boy. 
Sum.  Alas,  ho  cannot,  fatber. 
For.  Cannot,  why  ? 
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Svt.  Do  you  not  see  hia  bloodlew  colour  |«k? 

For.  Ferhapi  he's  sickly,  that  he  looki  so  pdc 

Sus.  Do  you  not  feel  his  pulse  do  motion  keqi. 
How  Btill  he  lies  ? 

For.  Then  is  he  fast  asleep. 

Suf.  Do  you  not  see  his  fatal  eye-lid  dose  ? 

For.  Speak  softly  ;  hinder  not  his  aoft  repose. 
,    Sus.  Ob  see  you  not  these  purple  conduits  ran? 
Know  you  these  wounds  ? 

For.  Oh  me  I  my  murder'd  son  t 

Enter  young  Mn.  Forest. 

Y.For.  Sister  I 

9uf.  O  brother,  brother  I 

K  For.  Father,  how  cheer  you,  Sir  ?    why,  you  w 
wont 
To  store  for  others  comfort,  that  by  sorrow 
Were  any  ways  didtress'd.     Have  you  all  waatedi 
And  spared  none  to  yourself? 

O.  Fur. 
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[If  I  were  to  be  consulted  u  to  a  Reprint  of  our  Old  Engliih 
I>ramatiiU,  I  should  advise  to  begin  with  the  coDeeted  Plajrs  of 
Hejwood.  He  was  a  fellow  Actor,  and  fellow  Dramatist,  with 
Shdupeare.  He  possessed  not  the  imagination  of  the.  latter ; 
but  in  all  those  qualities  which  gained  for  Shakspeare  the  attri- 
bute of  gentle,  he  was  not  inferior  to  him.  Generosity,  courtesy, 
temperance  in  the  depths  of  passion ;  sweetness,  in  a  word,  and 
gentleness  ;  Christianism ;  and  true  hearty  Ajuglicism  of  feelings, 
shaping  that  Christianism  ;  shine  throughout  his  beautiftil  writ- 
ings in  a  manner  more  conspicuous  than  in  those  of  Shakspeare, 
but  only  more  conspicuous,  inasmuch  as  in  Heywood  these  quali- 
ties are  primary,  in  the  other  subordinate  to  poetry.  I  Ioto 
them  both  equally,  but  Shakspeare  has  most  of  my  wonder. 
Heywood  should  be  known  to  his  countrymen,  as  he  deserres. 
His  plots  are  almost  iuTariably  English.  I  am  sometimes  jealous, 
that  Shakspeare  laid  so  few  of  his  scenes  at  home.  I  laud  Ben 
Jonson,  for  that  in  one  instance  having  framed  the  first  drau^t 
of  his  Every  Man  in  his  Humour  in  Italy,  he  changed  the  scene, 
and  Anglicised  his  characters.  The  names  of  them  in  the  First 
Edition,  may  not  be  unamusing. 


Wofmem, 
Guilliana. 
Biancha. 
Hesperida. 
Tib  (the  same  in  English;. 


Af(0VI. 

Lorenso,  Sen. 

Lorenso,  Jun. 

Prospero* 

Thorello. 

Stephano  (Master  Stephen). 

Dr.  Clement  (Justice  Clement). 

BobadUla(BodadU). 

Musco. 

Cob  (the  same  in  English). 

Pfeto* 

Piso. 

Matheo  (Master  Mathew). 

How  say  you,  Reader  ?  do  not  Master  Kitely,  Mistress  Kitely, 
Master  Knowell,  Brainworm,  &c.  read  better  than  these 
Cisalpines .'] 


VOL.  II. 


M 


OAMl  AT  CanS^VIROtN  WIDOW. 


PopUk  Print  to  a  gnat  Court  Ladg,  tpkom  he  hoptt  t»  wtk* 

Comert  ^. 
Let  me  contempUte ; 
Witb  holy  nonder  geaaoo  my  acceas. 
And  by  degrees  approach  the  Mnctuary 
Of  unmatch'd  beauty,  set  in  grace  and  goodness. 
Amongst  the  dai^bten  of  men  I  hftve  not  foond 
A  more  CathoUcal  aspect.     That  eye 
Doth  promise  single  life,  and  meek  obedience. 
l7|>on  those  lips  (the  sweet  fresh  buds  of  youtfaj 
The  holy  dew  of  prayer  lies,  like  peart 
Dropt  from  the  opening  eyelids  of  the  mora 
Upon  the  bashful  rose.     How  beauteously 
A  gentle  fast  (not  rigorously  imposed) 
Would  look  upon  that  cheek  ;  and  how  detightfiil 
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The  frantic  mirth 

And  fidse  delights  of  frolic  earth ; 

Where  they  may  sit,  and  pant, 

And  breathe  their  pursy  souls ; 

Where  neither  grrief  consumes,  nor  gaping  want 

Afflicts,  nor  sullen  care  controuls. 

Away  £dse  joys  ;  ye  murther  where  ye  kiss  : 

There  is  no  heaven  to  that,  no  life  to  this. 


ADRASTA  :  A  TRAOI-COMEDY.     BY  JOHN  JONES,  1635. 

Dirge. 
Die,  die,  ah  die  I 
We  all  must  die  : 
"lis  Fate's  decree : 
Then  ask  not  why. 

When  we  were  framed,  the  Fates  consultedly 
Did  make  this  law,  that  all  things  bom  should  die. 
Yet  Nature  strove. 
And  did  deny 
We  should  be  slaves 
To  Destiny. 
At  which,  they  heapt 
Such  misery ; 
That  Nature's  self 
Did  wish  to  die : 

And  thank  their  goodness,  that  they  would  foresee 
To  end  our  cares  with  such  a  mild  decree. 

Another. 

Come,  Lovers,  bring  your  cares, 
Bring  sigh-perfumed  sweets ; 
Bedew  the  grave  with  tears, 
Wliere  Death  with  Virtue  meets. 

n2 
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Sigh  for  the  hapless  hour, 
That  knit  two  hearts  in  one  ; 
And  only  gave  Love  power 
To  die,  nhen  'twas  begun. 


TANCREn  ANDGISMUN'D:    ACTED  BEFORE  THE COITI 
BV  THE  GENTLEMEN  OF  THE  LV.VEE  TEMPLE,  IMI. 

A  Mcutn/^erbriagsloGitmuTida  cup/mm  tMt  Xhig  irr  F*^. 
mcliviiig  Ihe  heart  of  her  Lord,  wliont  At  Mad  rfpniitTl«ilW 

Mes).  Thy  father,  O  Queen,  here   in  rtiif  ciui  falA 

The  thing  to  joy  and  comfort  thee  withal, 

Wliich  thou  lovedst  hcst ;  ev'n  as  thou  wast  content 

To  comfort  him  with  his  best  joy  of  all. 

Gi).  I  thank  my  father,  mid  thee,  gentle  Sqiuie ; 

For  this  thy  travail :  take  thou  for  thy  p 


Tu  close  and  wrap  iiii>e  uy  in  matay  j^ld 
And  therewithal  to  «cnd  thee  unto  me. 
To  whom  of  duty  tlmu  dost  best  belong. 
My  faihiT  hath  in  all  his  life  bewrayed 
A  )iriiiF«ly  care  and  tender  love  tu  me 
But  thia  surpastieth,  in  his  latter  dnys 
To  send  me  this  minp  own  dear  heart  lo  me. 
Wi-rl  not  thou  mine,  dear  heart,  whilst  that  my  love 
D.inceil  and  play'd  upon  thy  ^Idcn  titriop  ? 
Art  thou  not  minp,  dear  heart,  now  that  my  low 
Is  fled  to  heaven,  and  got  him  ^Ideo  wln^s  ? 
Tliou  art  mine  own,  and  still  mine  own  shall  be, 
TTwrefore  my  father  sendcth  Ihei'  to  me. 
^  h  pleaannt  harlHJiirer  of  my  heart's  thought  I 
\li  sweet  delight,  the  quickener  of  my  soul  I 
■-■■'eo  time*  accursed  be  the  hand  that  wmug^ht 
I  \nv  this  dt^Hpite,  to  mangie  thee  so  foul  ; 
\el  in  this  wonnd  I  see  my  oun  true  love. 
And  in  till*  wound  thy  magnaniniiiy. 
And  in  this  wound  I  see  thy  consiaoey. 
(Jo,  (fentle  heart,  go  rest  thee  in  thy  tomb  ; 
Keccivr  this  token  as  thy  last  fire  well. 

(.She  AuKthiL} 
Thy  own  true  heart  anon  will  follow  thee, 
Wbich  panting  haeteth  for  thy  company. 
Thus  hast  thou  run,  pour  heart,  thy  niortai  rar«. 
And  rid  thy  Ufe  from  Kckir  hrtune's  snares. 
Thus  hast  thou  lost  this  world  and  worldly  cares. 
And  of  tliy  too.  to  honour  thee  wiihal, 
It<«civ'd  a  goldsn  grave  tu  thy  desrrt- 
Nolhiiig  duth  wont  to  thy  juit  funeral. 
But  uiy  tail  tears  tu  wash  thy  bloody  wound : 
Whirh  to  the  ond  thou  might«t  r*R«ivr,  baholdi 
My  father  sends  tfaee  in  tbu  cup  of  gold  :  ^ 
And  thuu  aliaJt  hatr  thwni:  though  1  <■»  T«KiV>t«^,l 
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To  Bhed  no  tears ;  but  witb  a  cheerful  face 
Once  did  I  think  lo  wet  thy  funeral 
Only  with  blood,  and  with  no  weeping  eye. 
This  done,  my  soul  forthwith  shall  fly  to  thee ; 
For  therefore  did  my  father  send  thee  me. 

[Kearljr  s  centarj  after  the  date  of  this  Drama,  Drrden  ftt- 
duced  bU  admirable  versioa  of  the  ume  itory  tntm  Bocx 
The  iipeech  here  extracted  maj  be  compu^  with  the  c 
spnndidg  passage  to  the  SigUmonda  and  Gnucanlo,  «iA  m 
diBidiantage  to  the  elder  perfannaace.  It  ia  quite  >■  vdghtj. 
as  pointed,  and  ai 


Proverb-munger. 
This  formal  foot,  your  man,  speaks  nought  but  ProTfrin: 


is  this,  »  They  th»t  will  to  the  vrine, 
r  Lady.  mistresR,  shall  lay  their  penny  to  mine." 

one  of  this  penny-falher'n  baalarila ; 
r  on  my  Ufe  he  acver  was  bcgnt 

It  the  conwot  of  tome  great  Proverb-monger. 


SAe  nit. 
ay,  she  will  flout  the  devil,  and  make  b 
e  boldest  hee  at  man  that  e 

it  hath  bo^  opinion  of  his  wit, 
d  hatb  his  brain-pan  fraught  with  bitter  jests 
ir  of  his  own,  or  stol'n.  or  howsoever), 

D  stand  ne'er  so  hi^h  in's  own  conceit, 
t's  a  euu  that  melts  him  down  like  butter, 
d  makes  him  sit  at  table  pancake-wise, 
C  flat,  and  ne'er  a  word  tn  uy  : 
rt  she'll  not  leave  him  then,  but  like  a  tyrant 
Mi'll  persMTUte  the  poor  wii-bcaten  n 
And  so  be-bang  him  with  dry  bobs  and  scoffs, 
WTien  he  is  down  (most  cowardly,  good  faith  I ) 
As  I  have  pitied  the  poor  patient. 
There  came  a  Farmer's  Sod  a  wooing  to  her, 
A  proper  man,  well-landed  loo  he  was, 
A  man  that  for  his  wit  need  not  tu  ask 
M'hat  time  a  year  'twere  dmhI  to  sow  his  oats. 
Nor  vet  his  barley,  no,  nor  when  to  map. 
To  plow  his  fallows,  or  to  ffll  his  trms. 
Well  experienced  thus  each  kind  of  way ; 
"      r  •  two  months'  labour  at  the  most. 
ferAnd  yet  'twas  well  he  held  it  out  so  long), 
e  left  his  Love ;  she  had  so  lac«d  his  lips, 
*  could  My  nothing  to  her  bnt  "  (iod  be  with  ye." 
%y,  she,  when  men  have  dined,  and  caU'd  for  cheese 
IPill  atrah  maintain  jests  bitter  to  digcvti 
^d  then  some  one  will  fall  to  upmient, 
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Who  if  he  over-master  her  with  reason. 
Then  shell  begin  to  buflet  him  with  mocks. 

Matter  Gouriey  propoiet  to  Aw  Satu  a  Wife, 
Prank  Gonrtey.  Ne'er  trust  me,  &thep,  the  shape  rf 
marriage, 
NVhich  I  do  see  in  others,  seems  so  m 
I  dare  not  put  my  youngling  Uberty 
Under  the  awe  of  that  instruction ; 
And  yet  I  grant,  the  Umits  of  free  youth 
Going  astray  are  often  restrain'd  by  that. 
But  Mistress  Wedlock,  to  my  summer  thougiits. 
Will  be  too  curst,  I  fear :  O  should  she  snip 
My  pleasure-aiming  mind,  I  shall  be  sad  ; 
And  swear,  when  1  did  marry,  I  was  mad. 

Old  Goursey.  But,  boy,  let  my  experience  tesch  tkci 
this; 
(Yet  in  good  faith  thou  speak'st  not  mnch  amisg)  ; 
When  first  thy  mother's  fame  to  me  did  come, 
Thy  grandsire  thus  then  came  to  me  his  son. 
And  ov'ii  niv  wnnja  to  llu-o  tn  mv  h.- 


H'aiuimng  m  the  dart  aU  nighl. 

O  when  wrill  this  snnit'  Year  of  Nighl  have  end? 
I^n^-look'd  for  Daj'a  sun,  when  wilt  ihou  atccud? 
Lpt  aot  this  ihicf-friend  misly  »eil  of  night 
Knc^roai'h  on  lUvi  and  shadow  ihy  fair  light ; 
Whilst  thou  comest  tardy  from  thy  Thetis'  bed, 
Blushing  forth  goldcii-hair  and  glorious  ivd. 
<)  slay  not  long,  bright  lantliern  of  the  day. 
To  light  niv  mist-way  feet  to  my  right  way. 

[The  pleiMnt  Comcdj.  from  nhirh  theae  Eiirarta  are  taken, 
ia  contcmponr?  with  some  of  tbir  earlied  of  Shakipcatc'i,  aDil  U 
no  whil  inferior  to  either  Ihe  ComrHj  of  Ertore,  or  tbe  Tuning 
of  the  Sbiew,  for  injtinn.  It  is  full  of  bntiacu.  humoar  and 
■D«rr7  malice.  Its  pigbl-icenea  are  pecnlitrlf  aprighllj  and 
valtrful.  The  renification  aneacamhereil,  and  ricb  with  com- 
pound  rpilbeti.  Wby  do  «e  go  on  with  ever  new  EditJonl  of 
ford,  and  Massiuger,  and  Ihe  tluice  rrpriuled  Selectloiu  of 
Uirdalejr'  what  we  wbdI  i>  aa  many  lolumn  mora,  a*  tliese 
latter  eonaUl  of,  filled  with  plaji  (auch  ■>  ibii),  of  which  we 
Loo*  rom|iami*elj  notbing.  Not  a  third  part  of  the  Tmaure* 
of  old  Eniflitb  Drunalir  litpratiur  han  bern  eibaluted.  Are  we 
afraid  thai  the  KEDiua  of  ShakappsrE  wuolil  luffrr  in  our  eatlmate 
bj  the  disi^liMare  :  He  wupld  iadccd  be  aomewhal  Iraaened  aa  a 
Biiraele  and  a  prodigr.  Bui  he  would  b»e  no  hcighl  bj  Ihe  cdd- 
(naiuD.  WhOD  a  Giant  ii  abown  to  at,  itoei  it  drtract  from  the 
rvrioeitj  tti  iie  lold  that  he  ban  at  home  a  ^gantic  brood  of 
brvthrm.  Ina  onljr  tlian  himHelf  f  Along  irilA  him.  not  from  him. 
■prang  np  tbe  race  of  mighty  Dramatiat*  who,  romparcd  wjlb 
the  Otaifa  and  Rowet  thai  foliowed.  were  aa  Millona  to* Young 
or  an  AkeDaldi.  That  br  wai  their  eldar  Brother,  not  thrir 
ftr»Bt,  ii  riidintt  from  thii  (*ct  of  the  trryf»w  direct  imltaHooa 
of  bim  lo  be  found  inlhair  wHdnfB.  Wpb<l*r,  Drrkt*.  UFprobd. 
and  lb*  rr«l  uf  hi*  great  conlempnrarir*  wrol  un  their  own  waja. 
and  followed  their  individual  impaltra,  not  blind!)'  plvtcrlblng  to 
tbirD>el>«*  hi*  tract.      Marlowe,  tbe  true   ^Uiuu^'b  \n^rt«\^ 
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Fftfther  of  our  fn^fwfjf,  proooded  biau    ne  «mm^  «ff 
U  oMentiillj  unlike  to  Uiat  of  hb.    *T1g  a«ft  of  wi 
spirit  that  I  speak  thai,  for  the  plajt  of  Shakapauv  1mm 

the  itroiigeft  and  the  fweeteet  food  of  myodad  from  laflBBf  B  Ml 
resent  the  compwatiTe  obseniity  fai  whkh  amw  of  feb 
▼alnable  co-operators  remain,  who  were  Uo  door 
stsge  and  his  chamber-follows  while  he  Ufod,  ond  to 
gentle  spirit  donbtlessljtiien  awarded  the  Ml  pnaloa  if - 
genios,  as  from  them  toward  Uaudf  ofipeon  to  boio  ktm  A 
fmdging  of  his  aeknoidedged  eioeOeooo.] 


THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  EXCHANGE :  A  COIIBDT. 
BY  THOMAS  HEY  WOOD,  16S7. 

Cripple  offers  to  Jit  Frank  Golding  with  ready  wiade  late 

Epittiet, 

Frank,  Of  thy  own  writing  ? 

Crip.  My  own,  I  assure  you,  Sir. 

Frank,  Faith,  thou  hast  robb'd  some  sonnet-book  «r 
other, 
And  now  would*st  make  me  think  they  are  thy  own. 

Crip,  Why,  think'st  thou  that  I  cannot  write  a  Letter, 
Ditty,  or  Sonnet,  with  judicial  phrase. 
As  pretty,  pleasing,  and  pathetical, 
As  the  best  Ovid-imitating  dunce 
In  the  whole  town  ? 

Frank,  I  think  thou  canst  not 

Crip,  Yea,  1*11  swear  I  cannot. 
Yet,  Sirrah,  I  could  coney- catch  the  world. 
Make  myself  famous  for  a  sudden  wit, 
And  be  admired  for  my  dexterity, 
Were  I  disposed. 

Frank.  I  prithee,  how  ? 


PAIR  HMD  OP  THK  ESCHANCE.  U 

tCrip,  Wliy,  thus.  There  lived  a  Poet  in  this  town 
e  may  term  our  modem  writers  Poeta), 
nitt«d,  tntlcr-tongued  ;  hb  pen,  of  steel  ; 
3  temper'd  with  the  biEiog  juice 
d  extracts  of  the  bitterest  weeds  that  grew ; 
p  never  wrote  but  when  the  elements 
ldiI  water  tilted  in  his  brain, 
s  fi-Ilow,  ready  to  give  up  his  ghost 
ft  Lucia's  bosom,  did  bequeath  to  me 
I  Library,  which  was  just  nothing 
It  rolls,  and  scrolls,  and  bundles  of  cast  nit, 
s  durst  never  visit  Paul's  Church  Yard. 
ingit  'em  all  I  lighted  on  a  quire 
t  two  of  papr,  fiU'd  with  Sun^  and  Ditties. 
i  here  and  there  a  hungry  Epigram  ; 
lerve  to  ray  own  proper  use, 
hnd  Palcr-noster-like  have  conn'd  them  all. 
I  could  now,  when  I  am  in  company. 
At  alc-housn,  tavern,  or  an  ordinary, 
I'pon  a  theme  moke  on  eilemporal  ditty 
(Or  one  at  least  should  seem  eitemporal). 
Out  of  the  abundance  of  this  L^i;aey, 
That  all  would  judge  it,  and  report  it  too, 
To  be  the  iufanl  of  a  sudden  wit, 
And  then  were  I  an  admirable  fellaw. 
Frank.  This  were  a  piece  of  cunning. 
Cn/i.  I  could  do  niort- ;  for  ]  could  make  rnqoiry, 
Whcrp  the  b(^t-wiltfd  gallnnls  iLSi-  to  dine, 
Follow  ihem  to  the  tavern,  and  there  sit 
Id  the  nrxt  room  with  a  calve's  head  and  brimstaae, 
And  over-hear  their  talk,  obscrvi'  ihi-ir  humours. 
Collect  their  jtoits,  put  them  into  a  pUy, 
And  tire  them  too  with  |>a]-mvnl  to  Ix^hold 
^Twt  t  have  6lch'd  from  them.    This  I  could  do. 
But  O  for  Khamc^  tliat  man  should  so  irtu^ 


188  'Aim  una  or  the 

own  fe^rimple  witt  Cdf  wM  diA  I 


Tet  men  there  be  thai  have  done  diia  and  daj^ 
And  more  by  much  more  than  the  moat  of  tlwii*! 


After  this  ipedmeii  of  the  pleeimter  tda  of  Hmptmit  I  ■* 
tempted  to  eztreet  eoine  Unee  from  hia  **  ITIwuMm  cf 
16M  ;*'  not  strictly  u  a  Drunatio  pDem,  botbaoaaaatha 
oonttint  a  itring  of  nameft,  ill  Iwt  tiMt  of  IPafaiii,  W 
porarj  Dramatiats.    He  ia  oompliiiiiBf  ia  •  aiooA  Mf 
half  oomicy  of  the  disreapect  wkidi  Fbeli  ia  Us  fnm 
with  from  the  world,  compared  with  the  homamn  pafti 
Antlqiiity.    Then  they  could  afford  them  three  orlbar 
namest  and  at  tuH  lengtii ;  ai  to  (Mi,  ^e  •^ffiWini  of 
Naso  Snhnenfii ;  to  Seneca*  that  of  Iriuiaa  AwuMia 
heniis ;  and  the  like.    iVew,  saya  he, 

Our  modem  Poets  to  that  pass  are  driven. 

Those  names  are  curtaird  which  they  first  had  given; 

And,  as  we  wished  to  have  their  memories  drown'df 

We  scarcely  can  afford  them  half  their  sound. 

Greene,  who  had  in  both  Academies  ta*en 

Degree  of  Master,  yet  could  never  gain 

To  be  caird  more  than  Robin :  who,  had  he 

Profest  ought  save  the  Muse,  served,  and  been  free 


•  The  full  title  of  this  Plaj  is  **  The  Fair  Maid  of  the 
with  the  Humours  of  the  Cripple  of  Fencharch/*  The  above 
against  some  Dramatic  Plagiarists  of  the  time,  is  put  into  the  moelh  rf 
the  Cripple,  >;rho  is  an  excellent  fellow,  and  the  Hero  of  the  Comtdj» 
Of  his  humour  this  extract  is  a  sufficient  specimen  ;  but  he  it  deecribrf 
(albeit  a  tradesman,  yet  wealthy  withal)  with  heroic  qualities  of  ^ii 
and  body  ;  the  latter  of  which  he  evinces  by  rescuing  his  Mistreaa  (te 
Fair  Maid)  from  throe  robbers  by  the  main  force  of  one  emtchlowy 
applied ;  and  the  former  by  his  foregoing  the  adTantaget  which  Ail 
action  gained  him  in  her  good  opmion,  and  bestowing  his  wit  aai 
finesse  in  procuring  for  her  a  husband,  in  the  person  of  his  hkl&L 
Oolding,  more  worUiy  of  her  beauty,  than  he  r^idd  eonertva  his  ova 
maimed  and  halting  limbs  to  be.  It  would  require  some  hnldnsMlBl 
dramatist  now-a-days  to  exhibit  such  a  Character ;  and  some  l^dt  la 
finding  a  sufficient  Actor,  who  would  be  willing  to  persooatt  Al  ia- 
ftrmitiea,  VogeVhoi  with  the  yictaes,  of  the  Noble  Ciipfd*. 
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a  tev'n  yean  'prcDticeslup,  might  have 
|Rth  credit  too)  goDP  Robert  to  his  (prave. 
e,  rvnown'd  for  his  rare  art  and  wit, 
ii^'er  attain  beyond  the  nnme  of  Kit; 
though  his  Hero  aod  Loander  did 


ril  addition  rather 


<Kid 


■  call'd  but  Tom.     Tom  Watson  :  though  he  wrote 

wkc  Apollo's  wll'to  dote 
a  his  Muse ;  for  all  that  h»  could  strive, 

I  never  eould  to  hU  full  name  arrive. 

1  Nosh  (in  his  time  of  do  small  esteem) 

nld  not  a  second  syllable  redeem. 

DcUeDt  Beaumont,  id  the  foremost  rank 

■  more  than  Fmok. 
MelliBuoiis  SiiAicsfEARC,  whose  inchaotiDg  quill 
ComotaDded  mirth  or  passioD,  was  but  Will  ; 
.And  farouufi  Jonson,  though  his  learned  pen 
I!c  dijit  in  Castaly.  is  still  but  Ben. 
nctchcr,  niid  Webster,  of  that  learDed  pack 
None  of  the  meanest,  Deither  was  but  Jack  ; 
Deckor  but  Tom  :  nor  May,  nor  Middlelon  : 
Aud  he's  now  but  Jark  Ford,  that  once  were  John. 

fPoHibly  ouc  Poet  kh  ■  little  Bon,  that  thii  cnnlrmplainu 
cnrtulmitiil  uflbclr  BipUtmal  Nwiin  nu  diirlly  exrtpiieil  npoa 
111*  r»Fliriil  Urrlbm  of  tin  Diwrna.  Wc  hc*r  nutblDg  abonl 
Sun  Duiirl,  or  Ned  l^pcDHr.  in  bii  nlilo^nE.  Tbv  fimiturity 
nl  pammon  itiaeoune  might  prnbahljr  l*kr  the  gmler  lilwrtja 
Killi  tbc  Dnmalic  Pivlii,  as  rimifi'ing  uf  tbrm  M  uora  npon  a 
trreJ  with  Ibi-  Htttift  Adnrn.  Ot  did  ihcir  gratrr  pahlicity.  noil 
popularity  in  ronirqupnrr,  faitra  ihoc  diiniiialitn  upnD  tbedi 
'  ■  rrclinR  of  luic  and  kindons.  m  we  h}  llatrf  llif  PUUi. 
0  <re  wiiald  ciprcu  ipiod-wlU -' 
worda  pill  into  hi*  mottlh  hj  Sbaktpeara, 
«  1m  KoQid  comfiirt  and  conAnu  h»  doabtiag  bratbcn : — 
I  Amunih  lutarcili^ 


J 
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troth,  when,  (coming  to  hii  own   lume).   with  tlut  teadi 

r0traeling  which  ii  nttanl  to  one  that,  not  utiricallj  |fni,b 

waodered  ■  little  out  of  hii  vtj  into  ■ometUng  racrinimiibt 

foeBOntomy:— 

Nor  speak  I  this,  tliat  any  here  exprest 

Should  think  themselves  less  worthy  than  the  rait 

Whose  names  have  their  full  ayllables  uid  aooad : 

Or  that  Frank,  Kit,  or  Jack,  ore  the  least  wound 

Unto  their  fame  and  merit.     I  for  my  part 

(Think  others  what  they  please)  accept  that  heart, 

Which  courts  my  love  in  most  hmiliar  phrase; 

And  that  it  takes  not  from  my  pains  or  pnuWi 

If  any  one  to  me  so  bluntly  come  : 

1  hold  he  loves  mc  best  that  colls  me  Tom. 
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Tlmre  bnrnisliy  there  spread,  there  stick  in  pompy 

like  a  bright  diamond  in  a  Lady's  brow. 

There  plant  your  fortunes  in  the  flow'ring  spring, 

And  get  the  Sun  before  you  of  Respect 

There  trench  yourself  within  the  people's  loye. 

And  glitter  in  the  eye  of  glorious  grace. 

What's  wealth,  without  respect  and  mounted  place  ? 

Fori,  Worse  and  worse  I — I  am  not  yet  distraught, 
I  long  not  to  be  squeez'd  with  my  own  weight. 
Nor  hoist  up  all  my  sails  to  catch  the  wind 
Of  the  drunk  reeling  Commons.     I  labour  not 
To  have  an  awful  presence,  nor  be  feared. 
Since  who  is  fear'd  still  fears  to  be  so  feared* 
I  care  not  to  be  like  the  Horeb  calf. 
One  day  adored,  and  next  pasht  all  in  pieces. 
Nor  do  I  envy  Polyphemian  puf^ 
Switxers'  slopt  greatness.     I  adore  the  Sun, 
Yet  loye  to  live  within  a  temperate  zone. 
Let  who  will  climb  ambitious  glibbery  rounds. 
And  lean  upon  the  vulgar's  rotten  love, 
111  not  corrival  him.     The  sun  will  give 
As  great  a  shadow  to  my  trunk  as  his  ; 
And  after  death,  like  Chessmen  having  stood 
In  play,  for  Bishops  some,  for  Knights,  and  Pkwns, 
We  all  together  shall  be  tumbled  up 
Into  one  bag, 

Let  hush'd-calm  quiet  rock  my  life  asleep ; 
And,  being  dead,  my  own  ground  press  my  bones ; 
Whilst  some  old  Beldame,  hobbling  o'er  my  grave, 
May  mumble  thus : 
'*  Here  lies  a  Knight  whose  Money  was  his  slave.** 


THE  CHANGES  t  A  COHBDV.  BY  JAHKS  SHIHLET,  10 
Exeeu  of  EfMeli,  enfieblimg  to  Poetiy. 
Friend.  Master  Csperwit,  before  jon  nftd,  mtj  k 
me, 
Have  your  verses  any  Adjective*  ? 

Caperwit,  Adjectives  I  would  you  have  &  poeoi  wit 

Adjectives  P  they're  the  flower,  the  grace  of  all  our  la 

guage. 
A  well  -chosen  Epithet  doth  give  new  soul 
To  fainting  poesy,  and  makes  every  verve 
A  Bride  1     With  Adjectjves  we  bait  our  linea. 
When  we  do  fisb  for  Gentlewomen's  love*. 
And  with  their  sweetness  catch  the  nibbling-  ear 
Of  amoroua  ladies  ;  with  the  music  of 
These  ravishing  nouns  we  charm  the  silken  tribe. 


_-Vou  knov.  Sir,  what  Blank  signities  ? — when  the  sense, 
it  framed,  is  tied  with  Adjectives  like  points, 
d  could  not  hold  t(^'ther  without  wedges : 

is  pedantic,  vulgar  Poctiy. 
^  children,  when  they  versify,  stick  here 
1  there  these  piddling  words  far  want  of  matter. 
■  write  Masculine  Numbers. 
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Daggnll,  the  Fuolu/i  Port,  dricnbcd. 

wGttltr.  the  very  emhlfm  of  poverty  and  poor 

The  feet  are  worse  patched  of  his  rhymes  than 
lockings.     If  one  tine  fur^  itself,  and  run  out 
md  his  elbow,  while  the  next  keeps  at  home  (like 
In),   and   dares  not  show  his  head,  he  calls  that  an 

Tabithn.  Nay.  they  mot^ked  and  fleered  nt  U!>,  ns  we 
tuog  the  Psalm  the  IbsI  Sunday  night. 

Cutt.  Thnt  was  that  raungrcl  Khymer;  by  this  light 
he  envies  his  brother  |ioel  John  Stt^mhold,  because  he 
attmot  mach  bis  height*.     •     *     • 

*  Thk  m*  ihe  Ant  Dniq^il  nf  tlui  whirh  tie  publiihni  aftinnRli 
luailir  llin  Uil<  <A  ilie  "  Cuiui  of  Oolniun  Sliwl :"  (n>l  Mnliiru  Ibc 
ehUKtnar>  fWlib  PHLumiiledln  dw  LlUr.  I  ;{*«  4  few  wnt* 
of  IhU  rhmrwr.  twlb  bnsUH  Ihf  Edlbon  ti  imiw,  tod  M  fiirniilitni 
BO  nuuiublg  curnlUrlf  to  the  cililnl  tJmDnlUDni  In  lfa<  p(*radin| 
Bitnri.— Tli*"Cu(i«"  lu»«l«nt;>«p]i«t«l  lo  m  Ihs  link  bnlvmn 
tb*  C«D»I)>  at  Plrtclw  and  nf  L'oufnvii.  In  thn  alcKuii  ptuion  r>( 
llw  Lon  Hcvon  It  ipproMlm  thr  farmiii:  ind  Vatij  (ifa>  ttunrla 
MlMUuWil  for  Ik*  omlitBl  PMt)  ■•  Hi'  PMlMfpa  of  Ihe  hilf  wltM 
Will,  tlw  BiUi  ud  ll*|>pa  Win.  nT  tin  Uilst. 
VOL.  IJ.  O 
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Dogg.  (natty  ■««  tmm  mnm."}  Tha  |rilt  M 

itQlwitli  botiitj  dwfiHf 
And  like  the  BaHac  oeean  twelL 

Blade.  VnijihBBMcDoggfM? 

Dogg.  Why  the  Baltic I^Uus 'tis  noito 
Poets.  ♦    ♦    ♦ 

She  looks  like  Miohe  on  the  mwmtoia^ 

CutL  That  Niohe,  Doggrdl,  joa  hasvm 
than  PhoBhus  did.  Notadog^looks  melaiidMly  h^kA 
compared  to  Nioha  He  heat  a  ▼iilrniosia  TapalartfiAr 
day,  to  make  him  look  like  Niobe. 


THE  BRAZEN  AGE :    AN  HISTORICAL  PLAY.    BY 
THOMAS  HEYWOOD,  1613. 

Venus  coufit  Adonii, 

Ven,  Why  doth  Adonis  fly  the  Queen  of  Love^ 
And  shun  this  ivory  girdle  of  my  arms  ? 
To  be  thus  scarf  *d  the  dreadful  God  of  War 
Would  give  me  conquer'd  kingdoms.     For  a  kiss. 
But  half  like  this,  I  could  command  the  Sun 
Rise  'fore  his  hour,  to  bed  before  his  Ume  ; 
And,  being  love-sick,  change  his  goldeo  beams. 
And  make  his  face  pale  as  his  sister  Moon. 
LfOok  on  me,  Adon,  with  a  sted&st  eye. 
That  in  these  crystal  glasses  I  may  see 
My  beauty  that  charms  Gods,  makes  Men  amas'd 
And  8town*d  with  wonder.     Doth  this  roseat  pillow 
Offend  my  Love  ? 

With  my  white  fingers  will  I  clap  thy  cheek  ; 
Whisper  a  thousand  pleasures  in  thy  ear. 
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.  Madtm,  you  are  not  moilest.     I  affecl 
B  unsern  beauty  that  adonis  the  mind : 
■  loosracu  makcfl  you  foul  in  Adon'i  eye. 
J  will  tempt  me,  let  me  in  your  ttce 
i  bluibfulneu  and  fear;  a  modest  fear 
d  make  your  clieck  seem  much  more  beautiful. 

Wert  thou  made  of  stone, 

e  heat  to  melt  thee ;  1  am  Queen  of  Lore. 
D  praiTtice  art  of  dalliance 
f  which  I  am  not  mistress,  and  can  uae. 
e  kiases  tliat  con  murder  unkind  words, 
d  strang'le  hatred  that  the  gall  sends  forth ; 

)  raise  thee,  were  thy  spirits  half  dead ; 
t  can  pour  affection  down  thy  tan. 
e  me !  thou  canst  not  chuac  ;  thou  shalt  not  chu^e. 

.  Madam,  you  woo  not  well.     Men  ixivet  nut 
e  pruffer'd  pleasures,  but  love  sweets  denied, 
e  prostituted  pleasures  surfeit  still ; 

'»  fear,  or  doubl,  men  sue  with  best  gw>d  will 
[  Vtn.  Thou  canst  instruct  the  Queen  ot  Love  in  late. 
u  shalt  not,  Adun,  take  me  by  the  hand : 
t,  if  ibou  needs  will  force  mc,  take  my  palm. 
Ill  frown  OD  him:  alasl  my  brow's  so  smooth, 
It  will  not  bear  a  wrinkle. — Hie  thee  hence 
Unto  the  chace,  and  leave  me  ;  but  not  yet : 
111  *lf«p  this  ni^t  upon  Endymion's  bank. 
On  which  the  Sufttin  was  courted  by  the  Moon- 
Dare  not  to  come  :  thou  art  in  our  disgrace  ; 
Yet,  if  thou  comm,  I  can  afford  thee  place  I 

J*lialna jeeri  FuJcob. 
VmL  Good    morrow,    Phcebus;    what's    the    n«wt 

abroad  ? — 

r  thou  «reit  all  tliiiitcs  in  the  world  arc  done, 
B  aai^  iMf-tigiit,  at  tiui  «ght  vt  uia. 
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Phab.  Sometime  I  cut  my  eye  upon  the  aea. 
To  see  the  tumbling  seal  or  porpoise  play. 
There  see  I  merchants  trading,  and  th«r  sails 
Big-bellied  with  the  wind  ;  sea  fights  sometimes 
Rise  with  their  smoke-thick  clouds  to  dark  mj  bcav 
Sometimes  1  fix  my  iace  apoa  the  earth. 
With  my  warm  fervour  to  pie  metals,  trees, 
Herbs,  plants  and  flower,  life.     Here  in  gardens  nil 
Loose  Ladies  with  their  Lovers  arm  in  arm. 
Yonder  the  laboring  Plowman  drives  his  team. 
Further  I  may  behold  main  battles  picht ; 
And  whom  I  favour  most  (by  the  wind's  help) 
I  can  aaaiat  with  my  transparent  rays- 
Here  spy  I  cattle  feeding ;  forests  there 
Stored  with  wild  beasts  ;  here  shepherds  with  thdr  1m 
loping  beneath  the  trees  while  their  flocks  graseb 
In  cities  1  see  trading,  walking,  bargaining', 
Buying  and  selling,  goodness,  badness,  all  things— 
And  shine  alike  on  all. 

Vid,  Thrice  happy  Phrebus, 


JVuL  GodMar»— 

MJ'lurb.  As  1  was  peeping  through  &  cranny,  abed — 
g  Vul.  Abed  I    with   whom  ? — some  pretty    Wench,    ] 


a.  pretty  Wendi, 
.   Tell  me,  good  Phmhug, 
t,  when  I  meet  him,  I  may  flout  God  Man ; 
!,  but  tell  me  truly,  on  thy  life. 
' .  Not  to  diMemble,  Vulcan,  'twas  thy  wife  I 

n  qaett  of  Ileradei,  and  JSttd  Aim  in 
( iiwdi,  ipinaing  ipilh  Omphale. 

.  Our  business  was  to  Thebon  Hercules. 
Id  us,  lie  remain'd  with  Omphale, 
The  Tbeban  Queen. 

Telamon.  Speak,  which  is  Omphale?   or  which  Al- 

Pottux.  I-ady,  onr  purpose  was  to  Hercules  ; 
Shew  us  the  msn. 

Omp.  Behold  him  here. 

AtretiM.     Where  ? 

Omph.  There,  at  his  task. 

Jot.  Alas,  ihU  Hercules  I 
This  is  some  base  effeminate  Groom,  not  be 
That  with  bia  puissance  frighted  all  the  earth. 

Her,  Hath  Jason,  Nestor,  Castor,  Telamon, 
Atr«?u9,  Pollm.  all  Torgot  their  friend? 
We  are  the  man. 

JttM.  Woman,  we  know  thee  not : 
We  came  to  seek  the  Jove-born  Hercules, 
That  in  his  crulle  strangled  Juno's  snakes. 
And  Iriumph'd  in  the  brave  Olympic  games. 
He  that  the  Cleoocan  lion  slew, 
Th'  Erimanthian  bear,  the  bull  of  Marathon, 
Th«  Lcmean  b^tln,  and  the  winged  hail. 
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Tel.  We  would  lee 
Ttut  Cftcus  slew,  Busiris  ncrifieed. 
And  to  his  honei  hnrl'd  item  Diomrd 
To  be  devour'd. 

Pol.  ThRt  freed  Hewone 
From  the  sea  whale,  and  after  nnnek'd  IVd^,- 
And  with  his  ovm  hand  slew  Laomedon. 

Net.  He  b;  whom  Dercilus  and  Albioa  fcU ; 
He  that  (Ecalia  ud  Betrida  wctn. 

Atr.  That  monstrous  Ger^on    with  his  time  he 
vanqiusht. 
With  LJnus,  Lichas  that  usarpt  in  Thebes, 
And  captived  there  his  beanteons  Megara. 

Pol.  That  Hercules  by  whom  the  Centaurs  M, 
Great  Achelous,  the  Stymphalides, 
And  the  Cremona  giants :  where  is  he  ? 

Td.  That  trut'rouB  Nessus  with  a  shaft  fa 
Strangled  Antheus,  puig«d  Aagens'  staUs. 
Won  the  bright  apples  of  th'  Hesperides. 
JoM.  He  that  the  Amazonian  baldrick  « 


»■.  How  have  1  loit  myself  I 

re  all  this?  Where  U  llmt  spirit  become> 

was  in  UB  ?  no  marvel.  Hercules, 

thou  be '(It  strange  to  them,  that  thus  disguised 

i>  thyiinlf  unknown  I — hence  with  this  distaff, 

d  base  effeminate  chares ;  hence,  womanish  tires  ; 
(le  once  more  be  myself  again. 

r  pardon,  Ompbale ! 

I  n  caannt  tikr  Irave  of  Ihti  Drama  without  noticing  ■  lonch  ol 
lb  trant  palhoi.  which  thr  writrr  hu  put  into  rhc  mouth  of 
■dragrr,  u  he  is  mating  a«aj  by  the  operation  of  the  tilal 
breod.  (dmiDittereil  to  him  by  his  wreti'hed  Mulher. 

My  Some  encreaseth  still — Oh  Father  (T-neus  ; 
And  you,  Allhea,  whom  I  would  colt  Mother, 
But  tlint  my  genius  prompta  me  thon'rt  unkind : 
Ami  t/et  jarewell ! 

Wh«t    [■  the  touted  ■■  Forgive  me,  hnt  forp^e  mc  l  '  ol  the 
dfiag  wife  of  Shore  in  Rowe,  compired  with   theie  tliree  little 
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Mahamel,  dritm  from  hit  tirvnr  inlo  a  demrl,  nbt  lif 
Lirmeu  0  fint  hit  fimtiiig  Wife  CaSpolk. 


E 


Mull/.  Hold  thee.  Calipolis ;  feed,  and  hint  no  n 
Thii  flesh  I  forced  (ram  a  LioneM ; 
M»*t  of  a  Princess,  for  a  Printwss"  me«t. 
L«am  by  her  noble  stomurh  to  esteem 
Penury  jilenly  in  extrcmoBt  dearth ; 
V^'ho,  when  the  saw  her  fora^ment  bereft, 
nned  not  iu  melancholy  or  childish  fear : 

It,  aa  bnve  mind*  are  strongest  in  uxtT«nun. 
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So  she,  redoubling  her  former  force. 

Ranged  through  Uw  noods,  and  rent  the  breeding  tiA 

Of  proudest  saTttges,  to  save  herself. 

Feed  then,  and  bint  not,  fur  Calipolb ; 

For,  rather  than  fierce  famine  shall  prerail 

To  gnaw  thy  entrails  with  her  thorny  teeth. 

The  conquering  Lioness  shall  attend  on  thee. 

And  lay  huge  heaps  of  slaughter'd  carcaaes  | 

As  bulwarks  in  her  way  to  keep  her  back. 

I  will  provide  thee  of  a  princely  Ospray, 

That,  as  she  flieth  over  fish  in  pools. 

The  fish  shall  turn  their  glistering  bellies  up. 

And  thou  shall  take  the  liberal  choice  oTbII. 

Jove's  stately  Bird  with  wide-commanding  wingt 

Shall  hover  still  about  thy  princely  head. 

And  beat  down  fowls  by  shoals  into  thy  lap. 

Feed  then,  and  faint  not,  fair  Calipotis. 

[Thlf  (ddrew,  for  ill  birbuic  iplcndor  cf  coikHptioB,  i  ilim«l 
iglj  of  Marlowe  ;  but  ikc  nil 


UtVKS  CHAMPIONS  OP  CHRISTENDOM.  SO  1 

Are  &II  my  aotheni-BiD^ng  quiristers. 

Such  upless  roots,  and  liveless  wither'd  woods, 

Are  pleasant^r  to  me  than  to  b«hold 

The  jocund  month  of  May,  in  whose  green  bead  of  youtli 

The  amorous  Flora  atrevrs  her  various  flowers. 

And  smiles  to  see  how  hrave  she  has  deckt  her  girL 

But  pass  we  May,  u  g;ame  for  faogled  fools. 

That  dare  not  set  a  foot  in  Art's  dark,  se- 

-cret,  and  bewitching-  path,  as  Calib  has. 


Her 


Within  the  rugged  bowels  of  this  cave. 

This  crag,  this  cliff,  this  den  ;  which  to  behold 

Would  freeze  to  ice  the  hissing  trftmmels  of  Medusa. 

Yet  here  enthroned  I  sit,  more  richer  in  my  spells 

And  potent  charms,  than  is  the  atatclj'  Mountain  Qiu«Ii, 

Drest  with  the  beauty  of  her  sparkling  gems. 

To  vie  a  lustre  'gainst  the  heavenly  lamps. 

But  we  are  sunk  in  these  antipodes ;  so  cboakt 

With  darkness  is  great  C'alib's  cave,  thai  it 

Can  stifle  day.     It  can  ? — it  shall — for  we  do  loath  the 

light; 
And,  as  our  deeds  are  black,  we  hug  the  night. 
But  where'sthis  Boy,  my  George,  my  Lore,  my  Life, 
Whom  Calib  lately  dotes  on  more  than  life  ? 
I  must  not  have  him  wander  from  my  love 
Farther  than  summons  of  my  eye,  or  beck. 
Can  call  hira  back  again.      But  'tis  my  fiend- 
•begotten  and  deform 'd  Issue*,  misleads  him  : 
For  which  I'll  rock  him  in  a  storm  of  hail. 
And  dash  him  'gainst  ihe  pavement  on  the  rocky  den ; 
He  must  not  lead  my  Joy  astray  from  me. 
|!he  pkreuta  of  that  Boy,  bofretting  him, 
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Begot  and  bore  the  iuue  of  their  defttlu ; 
Which  done*,  the  Child  I  stole, 
Thinking  alone  to  triumph  in  hia  de«di. 
And  bathe  my  body  in  his  popular  gore  i 
But  dove-like  Nature  favouT'd  so  the  Childt 
That  CtOib's  killing  knife  fell  Train  her  hnnd ; 
And,  'stead  of  Btabs,  I  kiss'd  the  red-lipt  Boy. 


TVofA,  lAe  Ciortu,  to  the  Spectatart. 
All  you,  the  sad  Spectators  of  thin  Act, 
Whose  hearts  do  tast«  a  feeling  penaiveneu 
Of  this  unheard-of  savage  massacre : 
Oh  be  far  off  to  harbour  such  a  thought, 
Ai  this  audacious  murderer  put  in  act  I 
'  I  see  your  sorrows  flow  up  to  the  brim. 


or  PAXIB. 


in  cnrinus.  tliBl  tliii  olil  Plaj  cooipi 
1)  Alrotilics  ;  the  anc  •  rulgsr  marder,  eommitttd 
n  ThiiDM  Street,  witli  the  namei  and  inridrnti  tml;  and  liii- 
dcdlj  Ht  down;  the  ntlirr  ■  Murdfr  in  blgh  life,  inppnned  to 
urar  time  ia  lul; ,  the  Htne*  allenutiBg  betwem 
t  countrj  and   Enp;laDd ;   the  Star;  uf  tbe   Ultcr  ii  MtttaHt 
other  than  that  of  oar  u*D  -■  Babr*  in  the  Wood," 
«  Itiilj,  (rain  delicacr  no  doubt  to  some  of  the  runilj 
c  rich  Wic-ked  Umle,  who  might  jel  be  htinj.     The  Ireat- 
it  Df  the  two  differ*  as  the  roniaD<F-Uke  narralirr*  in  '-  God'a 
nnfc  tgain*!  Murder."  in  which  the  Aetora  of  the  Morderi 
li  the  trifling  eiceplion  that  thej  trtri  MarJfrtrt)  ut  rapn- 
Llcd  u  mo>t  accomplished  and  etvr;  way  •luinble  young  Oca- 
IM>l)ia  of  either  »ex — aa  much  aa  thai  differs  ^ID  the  hoDCtt 
■BgloMmg  page*  of  the  homely  Newgale  Ordinary.) 


1  in  our  ~ 


Flora.   Not  Iris  in  her  priJe  onA  brarery 
Adorns  her  Arch  with  surh  v^etr ; 
Nor  doth  the  Milk-while  Way  in  frosty  night 
Appear  to  Eur  aod  beftutiful  in  sight. 
As  done  these  6elds.  and  grovir*.  and  swrrteat  bowers, 
BMtrew'd  and  dock'd  with  porti-colonr'd  flowen. 
Along  the  bubbling  brooks,  and  silver  glide, 
Hiat  at  the  bottom  doth  in  silent^  slide, 
The  watery  flowers  and  liliei  on  thp  banki 
Like  bluing  oomets  burgeon  nil  in  ranks; 
Under  the  hawthorn  and  tbr  poplar  tree. 
Where  ucrcd  Phirbc  may  delig'ht  to  be : 
The  primrOM!,  and  the  purple  hyacinth, 
fe^Ple  duDly  violet,  and  the  wholcsoiOQ  tXvVEvtlb-. 
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The  double  daisy,  and  the  cowslip  (Queea 

Of  summer  flowers),  do  over-peer  the  green ; 

And  round  about  the  valley  as  ye  pass. 

Ye  may  ne  see  (for  peeping  flowers)  the  g 

They  are  at  hand  by  this, 

Juno  hath  left  her  chariot  long  ago. 

And  hath  retum'd  her  peacocks  by  her  Rsinbow ; 

And  bravely,  as  becomes  the  Wife  of  Jove, 

Datii  honour  by  her  presence  to  our  grove : 

Fair  Venus  she  bath  let  her  Mparrowa  fly. 

To  tend  on  her,  and  make  her  melody ; 

Her  turtles  and  her  swang  unyoked  be. 

And  flicker  near  her  side  for  company: 

Pallas  hath  set  her  tigers  loose  to  feed, 

Commanding  them  to  wait  when  she  hath  need ; 

And  hitherward  with  proud  and  stately  pace. 

To  do  us  honour  in  the  sylvan  chace. 

They  march,  like  to  the  pomp  of  heav'n  above, 

Juno,  the  Wife  and  Sister  of  King  Jove, 

The  warlike  Pallas,  and  the  Queen  of  Love. 
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The  Welcoming  Song, 

Country  Gods.  0  Ida,  O  Ida,  O  Ida,  happy  hill  I 
This  honour  done  to  Ida  may  it  continue  ttill  I 

Muses*  Ye  Country  Gods,  that  in  this  Ida  wonne, 
Bring  down  your  g^fts  of  welcome. 
For  honour  done  to  Ida. 

Gods.  Behold  in  sign  of  joy  we  sing. 
And  signs  of  joyful  welcome  hring. 
For  honour  done  to  Ida. 

Pan.  The  God  of  Shepherds,  and  his  mates, 
With  country  cheer  salutes  your  States : 
Fair,  wise,  and  worthy,  as  you  he ! 
And  thank  the  gracious  Ladies  Three, 
For  honour  done  to  Ida. 

Paris.     (ENoyE. 

Par.  (Enone,  while  we  hin  disposed  to  walk. 
Tell  me,  what  shall  he  subject  of  our  talk  ? 
Thou  hast  a  sort  of  pretty  tales  in  store ; 
'Dare  say  no  nymph  in  Ida's  woods  hath  more. 
Again,  beside  thy  sweet  alluring  face. 
In  telling  them  thou  hast  a  special  grace. 
Then  prithee,  sweet,  afford  some  pretty  thing. 
Some  toy  that  from  thy  pleasant  wit  doth  spring. 

(En.  Pkris,  my  heart's  contentment,  and  my  choice 
Use  thou  thy  pipe,  and  I  will  use  my  voioe ; 
So  shall  thy  just  request  not  be  denied, 
And  time  well  spent,  and  both  be  satisfied. 

Par.  Well,  gentle  nymph,  although  thou  do  me  wrong. 
That  can  ne  tune  my  pipe  unto  a  song. 
Me  Ust  this  once,  CEnone,  for  thy  sake, 
idle  task  on  me  to  undertake. 

(  They  sit  undtr  a  tr««  togttik«nr>> 
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(En.  And  whereon  then  shall  be  mj  rounddtj; 
For  thou  h&Bt  heard  mf  store  long-  since,  'dare  mt— 
How  Saturn  did  divide  his  kingdom  tbo' 
To  Jove,  to  Neptune,  and  to  Dis  below  : 
How  mighty  men  made  foul  successless  war 
Against  the  Gods,  and  State  of  Jupiter ; 
How  Fhorcyaa'  'ympe,  that  was  so  trick  and  bit 
That  tangled  Neptune  in  her  golden  hair. 

Became  a  Goi^n  for  her  lewd  misdeed ; 

A  pretty  ftible,  Paris,  for  to  read ; 

A  piece  of  cunning,  trust  me  for  tbe  nonce, 

That  wealth  and  beauty  alter  men  to  stones  : 

How  Salmacis,  resembling  Idleness, 

Turns  men  to  women  ell  thro'  wantonness  ; 

How  Pluto  raught  Queen  Pluto's  daughter  thraee. 

And  what  did  fallow  of  that  love-offfDce  : 

Of  Daphne  tum'd  into  the  Laurel  Tree, 

That  shews  a  myrror  of  virgioity  : 

How  fair  Narcissus,  tooting  on  his  shade. 

Reproves  disdain,  and  tells  how  form  doth  v 
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flEW.  There  is  a  pretty  Sonnet  then,  we  cdl  it  Cupid's 
^  CuRSB : 

'    **  They  that  do  change  old  love  for  new,  pray  Gods  they 
change  for  worse." 

(Theyiing.) 
(En.  Fair,  and  fair,  and  twice  so  ftdr. 

As  fair  as  any  may  be, 
The  fairest  shepherd  on  our  green, 
A  Love  for  any  Lady. 

Par.  Fair,  and  fair,  and  twice  so  ftir. 

As  fair  as  any  may  be. 
Thy  Love  is  fair  for  thee  alone, 

And  for  no  other  Lady. 

(En.  My  Love  is  fair,  my  Love  is  gay. 
And  fresh  as  bin  the  flowers  in  May, 
And  of  my  love  ray  roundelay. 
My  merry,  merry,  merry  roundelay. 
Concludes  with  Cupid's  Curse : 
They  that  do  change  old  love  for  new. 
Pray  Gods  they  change  for  worse. 

^  ^,       f  Fair,  and  fair,  &c.  1  ,  .   ,  v 

(En.  My  Love  can  pipe,  my  Love  can  ting. 
My  Love  can  many  a  pretty  thing. 
And  of  his  lovely  praises  ring 
My  merry,  merry,  merry  roundelays. 
Amen  to  Cupid's  Curse : 
They  that  do  change  old  love  for  new. 
Pray  Gods  they  change  for  worse. 
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Tomji  nuraint  Fritnd,  amd  tjnatUmt  Hftinrimn,  r.  y„  bf 

DtAB  Sib, 
I  conjnre  yon,  in  the  nune  of  all  theSylTui  Dridct,  udrfflt 
Miuei,  whom  jnu  honour,  ud  they  reciprocally  lore  uid  h«H« 
yau, — retcue  thii  old  uid  pasaioDBte  Dilty — the  rery  flowarfN 
old/i>rira»r»  Paitoral,  which  had  it  been  in  all  puU  «|hI,  Ik 
Fiithfiil  ShrpherJeaa  of  Fletcher  lud  been  but  a  second  — —  k 

tfaii  sort  of  Writing reicoe  it  from  the  prohne  t|fpii«  of  my 

commOD  Compoier  i  and  in  one  of  your  tranqiiilleat  inaodi.wkN 
yon  hare  moat  leisure  from  thoae  *ad  thooghta,  which  nBctina 
unworthily  boet  yon ;  jet  ■  mood,  in  itwif  not  onallied  to  Ik 
better  aort  of  meUncholy ;  laying  hy  for  o&ce  the  lofty  Or^ 
with  which  you  ahake  the  Temple* ;  attune,  aa  to  the  FEft  <f 
Parli  himiclf.  tu  some  milder  and  moifi  IoTe*accarding  iatfn- 
ment,  this  pretty  Courtship  between  Parii  and  hia  (tfaeg.aot  ■ 
yet-foruken)  (Enone.  Oblige  me  ;  and  all  more  kaowiB(  J^p 
of  Music  and  of  Poesy  i  by  the  adaptatioa  of  fil  mnaical  nnakn 
which  it  only  want*  to  be  the  rarest  Lore  Dialo^e  in  iiiii  lainaap 
Your  Implorer. 

CL 
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eath  the  graro :  you  all  have  teen  thii  day 
of  souU  both  casl  and  kba'd  awny. 
■a  your  Grace  ? 
.  In  that  I  sin  kinsnuut 
«  accuser,  that  I  might  not  appear 

1  judgment,  let  it  seem  do  wonder, 
0  your  Gravities  I  leave 
e  fbllotring  sentence :  but  a«  Lorenzo  standi 
rkinnnan  to  Verona,  so  forget  not, 
Htemia  Mill  is  sister  unto  Venice. 
Phil.  Misery  of  goodness  I 
Ahil.  Oh  Lorenzo  Medico, 
Ahilemia's  Lover  once,  when  he  did  vow. 
And  whm  1  did  behcve ;  then  when  Abstemia 
Denied  »o  many  princes  for  Lorenio. 
Then  when  you  swore ; — Oh  maids,  how  men  can  weep. 
Print  protestations  on  their  breasts,  and  ugh. 
And  look  M  truly,  and  then  weep  again. 
And  then  protest  again,  and  again  dissemble  I — 
■When  once  enjoy'd,  like  strange  sights,  we  grow  stale; 
And  find  our  conifort»,  like  their  wonder,  fait. 

Mil.  Oh  Lorenzo  I 
Look  upon  tfars,  each  one  of  whii?h  wcll'ToIucd 
Is  worth  the  pily  of  b  king  ;  but  thou 
Art  hardiT  far  than  rocks,  and  canst  not  priie 
The  pri-cious  waters  of  truth's  injured  eyes. 
Lor.  ncoM  your  Grace,  proceed  to  censure. 
Dukr.  Thus  'lis  decreed,  as  thtoe  Lords  hav»  M>t 
down. 
Against  all  contradirtion :  Signnr  Philippo, 
In  that  you  have  thus  grossly,  Sir,  dishonour'd 
Even  our  blond  itself  in  this  rude  injury 
Lights  on  our  kinsman,  his  prerogative 
■Jmpliei  death  on  your  trespass  ;  but,  (your  merit 
mnr«>  aotiquity  than  is  your  tresput,*) 

VOt.  11.  t 
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That  death  U  blotted  out ;  po-petnal  buushanU 
Ob  pain  of  doth  if  you  retom,  im-  ercr 
FRnu  Veroiu  and  W  ngnoriM. 

Phil.  Verona  is  kind. 

Sen.  Unto  you,  Madanii 
This  censure  is  allotted  i  your  h^h  blood 
Talt««  off  the  danger  of  the  law ;  nay  from 
Even  banishment  itself:  this  Lord,  y 
Sues  only  for  a.  legal  fair  divorce. 
Which  we  think  good  to  grant,  the  chnrdi  a 
And  in  that  the  injury 
Chiefly  reflects  on  him,  he  hath  free  licence 
To  marry  when  and  whom  he  pleases. 

AbH.  I  thank  ye. 
That  you  are  favorable  unto  my  Love, 
Whom  yet  I  love  and  weep  for. 

Phii.  Farewell,  Lorenio, 
This  breast  did  never  yet  harbour  a  thoug'ht 
Of  thee,  but  man  was  in  it,  honest  man  ; 
There's  all  the  words  that  thou  art  worth.     Of  f>« 
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rely  rdioed  by  the  bleak  northera  blast, 
>t  freer  from  a  soil ;  the  thou^ts  of  infants 

But  httle  nearer  heaven  :  and  if  these  prioces 

Please  to  permit,  before  their  giiilty  thought* 

Injure  another  hour  upon  the  Lady, 

Mv  right-drawn  sword  Hhall  prove  it. — 

Attlemia.  decoyed  In  a 

Prince.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Aitt'  Yes,  Sir,  report  hath  given  inteltigeDce, 
You  are  the  Prince,  the  Duke's  son. 

Prince.   Both  in  one. 

Ab*t.  Report,  sure. 
Spoke  but  her  native  language.     You  are  none 
Of  either. 

Prwe*.  How! 

Abtt.  Were  vou  the  Prin<*,  you  would  not  sure  be 
■Uved' 
To  your  blood's  pawion.     I  do  erave  your  pardon 
For  my  rough  language.     Truth  liatb  a  forehead  free 
And  in  the  lower  of  her  integrity 
Sita  an  unvanquish'd  virgin.     Can  you  imagine. 
Twill  appear  possible  you  are  the  Prince  ? 
Why,  when  you  set  your  foot  first  in  this  house, 
Vou  cnuh'd  obedient  duty  unto  death  ; 
And  even  then  fell  fVom  you  your  respeeL 
Honour  is  like  &  goodly  old  house,  which 
If  we  repair  not  still  with  virtue's  hand, 
Like  a  citadel  being  madly  raised  on  sand, 
ll  blls,  b  swallow'd,  and  not  found. 

PriiKt.    If  iliou   roil  upon   the  plaoei  prithee   how 
cKmc»t  thou  hither? 
^^Utf.  By  treacherous  intidligeuce ;  honest  men  so, 
^Hfea  w»7  ignanul.  through  thieves'  purliwis  ^ — 

■-  '^  


An  yon  Sod  toiodi  s  FiAw? 
Said  him  to  hk  gma  ttMB, 
like  «  white  abaaai  tova,  ftaD  of  g^  A^     ' 
With  joy  that  ha  hegot  w  good  a  Son. 
O  Sir,  methinks  I  mo  iwm*  Hiti«ty 
Sit  wtth  4  moonui^  mi  ftoe  Itafl  cf '■anM% 
To  we  yoa  in  thii  pUos.    Thii  b  s  *"^ 
Of  Korpiona  and  of  dngooB.     (HitaiaWgfct 
Toada  her«  eogeDder;  'tis  the  ataana  of  daallii 
The  very  air  poitona  a  good  man'a  bnoA. 
Prme*.  Let  me  borrow  goodncaa  tmm  ttv  ^^'l 
weUI 
Hen'a  a  oew  wonder :  I've  met  be«T*a  in  ba& 
UnAie  Praite  deeSmd. 

you  are  far  too  prodigal  in  pnuae. 

And  crown  me  with  the  garlands  of  ^our  merit; 
Ai  we  meet  barks  on  riven, — the  strong  gale 
Being  best  friends  to  us, — our  own  swift  motiao 
Makes  us  believe  that  t'other  nimbler  rowa ; 
Swift  virtue  tbinka  small  goodness  fiuteat  goea. 


TUfl  Sighlfiil  Htk  lo  the  Crwum  kept  from  Ut  h 
Angel  tingt  to  Amr  tieepbig. 

While  Morphens  thus  does  gently  lay 
His  powerful  charge  upon  each  pir^ 

Making  thy  spirits  ev'n  obey 
The  Bilver  charmi  of  Ida  dnll  wrt ; 
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ly  thy  Good  Angel,  from  thy  rider— 
As  smoke  doUi  from  the  altar  rise^ 

Making  no  noise  as  it  doth  glide,-— 
Will  leave  thee  in  this  soft  surprise ; 

And  from  the  clouds  will  fetch  thee  down 

A  holy  vision,  to  express 
Tliy  right  unto  an  earthly  crown ; 

No  power  can  make  this  kingdom  less. 

But  gently,  g^tly,  lest  I  bring 

A  start  in  sleep  by  sudden  flight. 
Playing  aloof,  and  hovering. 

Till  I  am  lost  unto  the  sight. 

This  is  a  motion  still  and  soft ; 

So  free  from  noise  and  cry. 
That  Jove  himself,  who  hears  a  thought, 

Knows  not  when  we  pass  by. 


TOTTENHAM  COURT :   A  COMEDY.     BY  THOMAS 

NABBS.   1638. 

Loven  PunvecL 

iToRTHGOOD,  Bella MiE,  cu  traveUmg^  together  hefhre 

daylight. 

Worth.  Come,  my  Delight ;  let  not  such  painted  griefs 
rest  down  thy  soul :  the  darkness  but  presents 
badows  of  fear :  which  should  secure  us  best 
rom  danger  of  pursuit. 

BelL  Would  it  were  day  I 
[y  i4>prehenrion  is  so  full  of  horror ; 
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I  think  e&ch  sonnd,  the  air's  liglit  motion 
Makes  ia  these  thickets,  is  mj  Uncle's  voice, 
Threat'ning  our  ruins. 

Worth.  Let  his  nige  peniit 
To  enterprise  a  vengeance,  well  prevent  it. 
Wrapt  in  the  arms  of  Night,  that  faroan  Loms, 
We  hitherto  have  'scaped  his  eager  seareh  ; 
And  are  arrived  near  London.     Sure  I  hear 
The  Bridge's  cataracts,  and  such-like  mnnnun 
Aa  night  and  sleep  yield  from  a  populoua  aumber- 

Bell.  But  when  will  it  be  day  ?  the  light  hath  bob 
Our  first  of  useful  senses  being  lost. 
The  rest  are  less  delighted. 

Worth.  Th"  early  Cock 
Hath  sung  his  summons  to  Uie  day's  approaeh : 
'Tnill  instantly  appear,     Why  startled,  Bellamie? 

B«U'  Did  no  amazing  sounds  arrive  thy  ear  ? 
Pray,  listen. 

Worth.  Come,  come ;  'tis  thy  fear  sug^^ta 
Illusive  fancies.     Under  Love's  protection 
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I   ffortA.  Silence  jour  noUe,  ye  cUmorous  mimstcrt 
f  this  injtutice.     fii'IUunie  is  lost ; 

■  lost  to  nie.     Not  her  fierce  Uacle's  nge, 
fho  wbett  your  eager  aptneis  to  pursue  me 
pith  threats  or  pramiaen ;  por  his  painted  terrors 
f  Uwb'  severity ;  could  ever  work 

n  the  l«mper  of  my  resolute  soul 
D  soften  it  to  fear,  till  she  was  lost. 
A  ill  the  illusive  horrors,  which  the  nig4it 
ito  th'  iTDOgination, 
l^affri^ht  a  guilty  conscience,  could  possess  me, 
■hile  1  possegs'd  my  Love.     The  dismal  shrieks 
t  tkUi  owls,  and  groans  of  dying-  maodrakes. 
liilst  her  soft  palm  warin'd  mine,  were  music  to  me. — 

r  L^ht  appears, — No  safety  does  consist 

iMi<ni  or  complaints.     Night,  let  thine  anna 

a  aasiit  me  ;  and,  if  no  kind  mimsler 
r  better  fate  g;uide  me  to  Bellamie, 

Brllauib,  alone,  in  Marybon*  Park. 
£*U.  The  day  begins  to    break ;    and   trembling 
Light, 
As  if  affrigWd  with  this  nifrht's  disaster. 
Steals  thro'  the  furthest  air,  and  by  degrres 
Salutes  my  weary  longings. — O,  my  Worthgood, 
Thy  presence  would  have  checkt  these  passions  ; 
And  shot  delight  thro'  all  the  mists  of  sadness. 
To  guide  my  fiiar  safe  thro'  t'mi  paths  of  danger : 
Now  fears  aisaull  me. — 'Tis  a  woman's  voice. 
She  sings  ;   und  in  her  music's  cheerfulness 
Seems  tu  cxprMS  the  freedom  of  a  heart, 
Jiat  chaiii'd  to  aoy  passions.  ^^^ 
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Song,  withm. 
What  ft  dainty  life  the  Milkmaid  leadi  [ 
When  OTer  the  flowery  meads 
She  dabbles  in  the  dew, 
And  singa  to  her  cow  \ 
And  feeb  not  the  piin 
Of  Love  or  Disdain. 

She  sleeps  in  the  night)  tfao'  she  ttub  in  the  d») 
And  incmly  passeth  her  time  awaj. 
Bell.  Oh,  might  I  change  my  misery 
For  Buch  a  shape  of  quiet  1 


A  Traffic  Pursuit. 
The  Dachrii,  with  her  Siiie  chiJd,  prepariag  to  rtemic  fty  ■Mi' 
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That  would  not  kill  thy  mother  with  a  cry. 
Now  forward,  whither  heav*n  directs ;  for  I 
Can  guide  no  better  than  thine  infancy. 
Here  are  two  Pilgrims  bound  for  Lyon  Quay,* 
And  neither  knows  one  footstep  of  the  way. 

(Noite  again  heard.) 

Duch.  Return  you  ?  then  'tis  time  to  shift  me  hence. 

(JExity  and  presently  re-enters.) 

Duch*  Thus  far,  but  heav'n  knows  where,  we  have 
escaped 
The  eager  pursuit  of  our  enemies. 
Having  for  guidance  my  attentive  fear. 
Still  1  look  back,  still  start  my  tired  feet. 
Which  never  till  now  measured  London  street : 
My  Honours  scom*d  that  custom  ;  they  would  ride ; 
Now  forced  to  walk,  more  weary  pain  to  bide. 
Thou  shalt  not  do  so,  child  ;  TU  carry  thee 
In  Sorrow's  arms  to  welcome  misery. 
Custom  must  steel  thy  youth  with  pinching  want, 
That  thy  gpreat  birth  in  age  may  bear  with  scant. 
Sleep  peaceably,  sweet  duck,  and  make  no  noise ; 
Methinks  each  step  is  death's  arresting  voice* 
We  shall  meet  nurse  anon  ;  a  dug  will  come. 
To  please  my  quiet  infant :  when,  nurse,  when  ? 

TV  Duchess  J  perseatted  from  place  to  place,  with  Berty,  her 
Husband,  takes  comfort  from  her  Bainfs  smiles. 

Duch*  Yet  we  have  scaped  the  danger  of  our  foes  ; 
And  I,  that  whilom  was  exceeding  weak 
Through  my  hard  travail  in  this  infimt's  birth. 
Am  now  grown  strong  upon  necessity. 
How  forwards  are  we  towards  Windham  Castle  ? 

*  From  whkh  place  abe  hopet  to  embirk  for  Flaadwi. 
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Berty.   Just  half  onr  way:    bat  w«    hav*  1 
friendB, 
Thro'  the  hot  punuit  of  our  ennnia. 

Dneh.  We  ore  not  utterly  derotd  of  friends : 
Behold,  the  yooug  Lord  Willoo^by  smiles  on  la 
And  'til  great  help  to  have  m  Lord  our  friend. 


THE  FASLIAHENT  OP  BEEa 
Oberoh.    Flora,  a  B«€. 


Obgr.  A  fenwle  Bee  I  thy  character  ? 

Flo.  Flora,  Oberon's  Gardener, 
HuiwiTe  both  of  herb*  and  flowera, 
To  strew  thy  shrine,  and  trim  thy  bowera, 
With  violeta,  roses,  eglantine, 
DaAdowD,  and  blue  columbine. 
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MTV  ice  trtw  shall  be 
Town  and  royalty. 

—...n  holdi  a  Court,  in  irMei  Mr  mUeueM   lAe    Warp,  Uie 
I  JhoiK.   and  Ihr  Humbir-ber,  for  divert  ajfenoet  agamit  lit 
onuraUA  of  Bert. 

aos.     pHOHKK,  hi*  Viearoy,  and  othtr  Bet$. 
I  /Vo.  And  whilher  must  theie  fliei  be  sent? 
I  Ober.  To  E%'erlasting  Banisbineiit. 

idemeath  two  hanging  rocke 

e  babbling  Efbo  sits  and  mock* 
ir  travellers)  there  lies  a  grore, 
|ntb  whom  the  Sun's  so  out  of  lore, 

e  never  smiles  on't :  pale  Despair 
t  his  Monarchal  Chair. 

uit  balf-ripe  hang  riveil'd  knd  shrank    ' 

B  broken  arms,  torn  from  the  trunk : 

e  moorish  pools  stand  empty,  left 

f  water,  stol'n  by  cunning  theft 

0  hollow  banks,  driven  out  by  snakes, 
Adders,  and  newts,  that  man  these  lake* : 
The  mossy  leaves,  half-swelter'd,  scrv'd 
As  beds  for  vermin  bunger-sterv'd : 
The  woods  arc  yew-trees,  bent  and  broke 
By  whirlwinds ;  here  and  there  an  oak, 
Hslf-cleft  with  thunder.     To  this  grove 
We  banish  them. 

CvlpriU.   Some  mercy,  Jove  ! 

Ob^.  You  should  lure  cried  so  in  your  jouthi  ■• 
When  Chronos  and  hia  daughter  Truth 
Sojoum'd  amont;  you  :  whon  you  *p«at 
Whole  y«*n  in  riotous  merrinumt. 
Thrusting  poor  Beet  out  of  their  hiTCS. 
Seixiug  both  honey,  wax,  and  litct. 


SSO  DAVID  AND  BSTB8ABK. 

You  abould  have  call'd  for  mercy  wh«i 
You  impaled  cammon  blossoms ;  when. 
Instead  of  giving  poor  Bees  food. 
You  ate  tlieir  flesh,  and  drank  their  blood. 
Fairies,  thrust  'em  to  their  fate. 

Oberan  then  confirmt  Prorcx  in  hit  Govenaunti  ^rf  b 
H^  Seuion. 
Ober.  -  —  now  adieu  I 
IVirex  shall  again  renew 
His  potent  reign :  the  massy  world 
Which  in  glittering  orbs  is  hurl'd 
About  the  poles,  be  Lord  of:  we 
Only  reserve  our  Royalty — 
Field  Mutic  •-     Oberon  must  away; 
For  us  our  gentle  Fairies  stay : 
In  the  mountains  and  the  rocks 
Well  hunt  the  Grey,  and  little  Pos, 
Who  destroy  our  lambs  at  feed, 
And  spoil  the  nests  where  turtles  feed. 


ich  he  baxl  bought,  and  nourisli'd  by  his  h^nd, 
gTPW  up.  Slid  fed  with  him  and  hia, 
I-  and  drank  as  he  and  his  vieie  »ont, 
his  bosom  slept,  and  was  lo  live 
his  daughter  or  his  dearost  child. — 
■re  came  a  Btranger  to  this  wealth;  man, 
he  refused  and  spared  to  take  his  own. 
r  his  store  to  dress  or  make  his  meat, 
took  the  poor  man's  shpep,  partly  poor  man's  irtorp; 
drest  it  Tor  this  stranger  in  hn  hoiiw. 
It,  tril  me,  shall  be  done  to  him  fur  this  ? 
I  Dar.  Now,  « the  Lord  doth  live,  this  wicked  roan 
p  judged,  and  shall  become  the  child  of  deatli; 
Fold  lo  the  poor  man  he  shall  restore, 
without  mercy  took  bis  lamb  away, 
f  Aa/A.  Thou    art    the    man,    asd    thou    iiait 

!  JCDUED    TIIVSELF. 

MTid,  thus  saith  the  Lord  tliy  God  by  me : 

tinted  King  in  Israel, 
tad  saved  thee  from  the  tyranny  of  Saul; 
?r's  house  I  gave  tbee  to  possess, 
His  wives  iinio  thy  bosom  1  did  give, 
And  Juda  and  JrnisRlrni  withal ; 
knd  might,  thou  know'sl,  if  tliis  had  beeti  too  small, 
e  giten  thee  more, 
terefore  then  luui  thou  gone  so  far  aMray, 
d  hast  done  evil,  and  sinned  in  my  sight? 
s  thou  hast  killed  with  the  sword, 
a  with  the  sword  of  tlie  uncireumriMid 

D  haat  him  sisin  :  wherefore  from  this  day 
e  sword  shall  never  go  from  ihev  aud  Lhioe; 
t  thuu  haxt  la'eii  this  Hithitt^'s  wife  to  tliM, 
ken'forr  heboid  1  will,  saith  Jacob's  Uod, 

wn  house  stir  evil  up  to  thee, 
^  1  b«fore  thy  face  will  take  thy  «iN«ft, 


.M 
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And  give  them  to  thy  neighbour  to  p 
TUa  aball  be  done  to  David  in  the  daj, 
HiAt  Israel  openly  may  see  thy  ahnme. 

Dttv.  Nathan,  I  hare  ^ainat  tbo  Lord,  I  have 
Sinned,  oh  unned  grievously,  and  lo  I 
From  heaven's  throne  doth  David  throw  hhnactf. 
And  groan  and  grovel  to  the  gates  of  hell. 

Nath.  David,  stand  up ;  thus  Muth  the  l^ord  by  m 
David  the  King  shill  Uve,  for  he  hath  aeen 
The  true  repentant  sorrow  of  thy  heart ; 
But  for  thou  hast  in  this  misdeed  of  thine 
Stirr'd  up  the  enemies  of  Israel 
To  triumph  and  blaspheme  the  Lord  of  Hoata, 
And  say,  "  He  set  a  wioked  man  to  rdgn 
Over  his  loved  people  and  his  tribes ;" 
The  Child  shall  surety  die,  that  rr«t  was  bom, 
Hii  Mother's  sin,  his  Kingly  Father't  scorn. 

Dav.  How  just  is  Jacob's  God  in  all  hia  works  I 
But  must  it  die,  that  David  loveth  so  7 
O  that  the  mighty  one  of  Israel 
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And  look  on  him  with  all  th  j  fierj  eyeiy 

Which  thou  hast  made  to  give  their  gbriei  light. 

To  shew  thou  lovest  the  virtue  of  thy  hand. 

Let  &11  a  wreath  of  stars  upon  my  head* 

Whose  influence  may  govern  Israel 

With  state  exceeding  all  her  other  Kings. 

Fight,  Lords  and  Captains,  that  your  Sovereign 

Ifay  shine  in  honour  brighter  than  the  sun 

And  with  the  virtue  of  my  beauteous  rays 

Make  this  £Edr  Land  as  fruitful  as  the  fields. 

That  with  sweet  milk  and  honey  overflowed. 

God  in  the  whissing  of  a  pleasant  wind 

Shall  march  upon  the  tops  of  mulberry  trees. 

To  cool  all  breasts  that  bum  with  any  grieh ; 

As  whilom  he  was  good  to  Moyses'  men« 

By  day  the  Lord  shall  sit  within  a  cloud, 

To  guide  your  footsteps  to  the  fields  of  joy ; 

And  in  the  night  a  pillar  bright  as  fire 

Shall  go  before  you  like  a  second  sun, 

Wherein  the  Elssence  of  his  Godhead  is ; 

That  day  and  night  you  may  be  brought  to  peace, 

And  never  swerve  from  that  delightsome  path 

That  leads  your  souls  to  perfect  happiness : 

This  he  shall  do  for  joy  when  I  am  King. 

Then  fight,  brave  Captains,  that  these  joys  may  fly 

Into  your  bosoms  wiUi  sweet  victory. 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

Absalon,  triumphamU 

Ah$.  First  Absalon  was  by  the  trumpet's  sound 
Phidaim'd  thro*  Hebron  King  of  Israel; 
And  now  is  set  in  fiiir  Jerusalem 
With  complete  state  and  glory  of  a  crown* 
Rfly  fiur  footmen  by  my  chariot  run ; 
And  to  the  air,  whose  rupture  rings  my  fime, 
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Wheree'er  I  ride,  they  offer  reverence. 
Why  Bhould  not  Absalon,  that  in  his  fiue 
Carries  the  final  purpose  of  his  God, 
(That  is,  to  work  him  grace  in  Israel), 
EodeavDiir  to  achieve  with  all  his  strength 
The  state  that  most  may  aatisfy  his  jay — 
Keeping  his  statutes  and  his  covenants  sure? 
His  thunder  is  intangled  in  my  hair. 
And  with  my  beauty  is  his  lightnings  quHich'd. 
I  am  the  man  he  made  to  glory  in. 
When  by  the  errors  of  my  father's  stn 
He  lost  the  path,  that  led  into  the  Land 
Wherewith  our  chosen  ancestors  nere  blest. 
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Ife.  To  talk,  Rweet  Mend  I  nho  would  uot  talk  with 

thee? 
be  not  cov  ;  art  thou  not  only  fair  ? 
to  twintr  thine  anns  about  this  snow-white  oeck, 
ove-nest  for  liie  Great  Assyrian  King. 
ihiDg  i  t«U  thee,  fair  Cilicion  Krince, 
W  but  thyself  can  merit  such  a  grace. 
S/.  Madam,  1  hope  you  mean  not  for  to  mock  me. 
Ue.  No,  King,  fair  King-,  my  meaniug  is  to  yoke  thee, 
If  me  but  slug  of  Love :  then  by  my  Nghs, 
tears,  ray  glancing  looks,  my  changed  cheer, 
III  shalt  perceive  how  1  do  hold  thee  dear. 
TU,  Siug,  madam,  if  you  please  ;  but  love  in  jest. 
Ih.  Nay.  I  will  love,  and  sigh  at  every  jest. 

(She  nngt.) 
Seauty,  altu  f  le/iere  tnut  thou  bom, 
7%iw  III  hold  thfiMlfm  tcorn, 
Wltm  ai  Seaufy  kua'd  to  wuoe  thte  j 
TTutu  In/  Ifeauhf  dost  undo  me. 
Heigho,  dtapite  me  nof. 

/  and  thou  in  tooth  are  on^, 

JPairtr  thou,  I  fairer  turne  : 

Wanton  thou  ;  and,  teilt  than,  wanton, 

yield  a  eruel  heart  to  plant  on  f 

Do  me  right,  and  do  me  rraton  ; 

Cnuity  u  curied  tremon. 

Heigho,  I  lure ;   heigho,  I  lafe  i 
Ilfigho,  and  get  he  eye*  me  not. 

JO.  Madam  your  Song  is  passing  pasatonaiew 
Up.  And  wilt  thou  then  not  pity  a3y  «itat«? 
^^ML  Ask  love  of  ihi-m  who  piiy  may  impart. 
Aim.  i  ask  of  thre,  itrt^t ;  ihou  ha«t  %to\e  m^  >v(asV- 
Gl.  Your  loro  im  fixed  ou  a  gicaiet  Kmf^ 
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Ah.  Tut,  women's  lovf--it  is  a  fickle  thjog. 
1  love  my  Kasni  for  my  dignity  : 
1  love  Cilician  King  for  his  sweet  eye. 
1  love  my  Rasni,  since  he  rules  the  norld : 
But  more  I  love  this  King^ly  little  world 
How  sweet  he  looks !— O  were  I  Cynthia's  sphere. 
And  thou  Endymioo,  I  abould  hold  thee  dear  t 
ITiua  should  mine  arms  be  spread  about  thy  neck. 
Thus  would  I  kiss  my  Love  at  every  beck. 
Thus  would  I  sigh  to  see  thee  sweetly  sleep ; 
And  if  thou  wak'st  nut  soon,  thus  would  I  wc«p ; 
And  thus,  and  thus,  and  thus  :  thus  much  I  lore  tht*. 
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S(yng  at  a  Court  Matque. 
Are  tliey  shadows  that  wc  see 
And  can  shadows  pleasure  give? — 


Pleasures  onlv  shsdr)v 
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THE  SILVER  AGE :  AN  HISTORICAL  PLAY.    BY 
THOMAS  HEYWOOD,  16ia. 

Pmerfine  ieelang  Flowen. 

Pros.  O  may  these  meadows  ever  barren  be. 
That  yield  of  flowers  no  more  variety  I 
Here  neither  is  the  White  nor  Sang^uine  Rose, 
The  Strawberry  Flower,  the  Paunce,  nor  Violet ;' 
Methinks  I  have  too  poor  a  meadow  chose : 
Going  to  beg,  I  am  with  a  Beggar  met, 
That  wants  as  much  as  I.     1  should  do  ill 
To  take  from  them  that  need. — 

Ccret^  after  the  Rape  of  her  Daughter. 

Cer.  Where  is  my  fiiir  and  lovely  Proserpine  ? 
Speak,  Jove*s  fair  Daughter,  whither  art  thou  stray *d  ? 
I*ve  sought  the  meadows,  glebes,  and  new-reap'd  fields 
Yet  cannot  find  my  Child.     Her  scattered  flowers. 
And  garland  half  made  up,  I  have  lit  upon ; 
But  her  1  cannot  spy.     Behold  the  trace 
Of  some  strange  wagon  *,  that  hath  scorcht  the  trees. 
And  singed  the  g^rass :  these  ruts  the  sun  ne*er  sear'd 
Where  art  thou.  Love,  where  art  thou,  Proserpine  ?— 

She  questions  Triton  ftrr  her  Daughter. 

Cer*  thou  that  on  thy  shelly  trumpet 

Summons  the  sea-god,  answer  from  the  depth. 

Tril,  On  Neptune's  sea-horse  with  my  concave  trump 
Thro*  all  the  abyss  I  ve  shrilVd  thy  daughter's  loss. 
The  channels  clothed  in  waters,  the  low  cities 
In  which  the  water-gods  and  sea-nymphs  dwell, 

*  TIm  car  of  DW. 
Q  2 
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I  have  perused ;  Bought  thro*  whole  woods  ind  tenia 
Of  leafless  coral,  planted  tii  the  deeps ; 
Toss'd  up  the  beds  of  pearl ;  roiuced  up  huge  wloki, 
And  stem  sea-monsters,  from  their  rocky  dens ; 
Those  bottoms,  bottomless  ;  shallowa  and  9helTe^ 
And  all  those  currents  where  tfa'  earth's  apriiinhiMkii; 
Those  plains  where  Neptune  feeds  his  porp<MMi, 
Sea-morees,  seals,  and  all  his  cattle  else ; 
Thro'  all  our  ebbs  and  tides  mjr  trump  hath  btued  kr. 
Yet  can  no  cavern  shew  me  Proserpine. 
Stf  qualknu  Iht  Earth. 
Cer.  Fdr  sister  Earth,  for  all  these  beauteous  U^ 
Spread  o'er  thy  breast ;  for  all  these  fertile  crops. 
With  which  my  plenty  hath  enrich'd  thy  bosom ; 
For  all  these  rich  and  pleasant  wreaths  of  grain. 
With  which  so  oft  thy  temples  I  have  crowned ; 
For  all  the  yearly  liveries,  and  fresh  robes, 
Upon  thy  summer  beauty  I  bestow — 
Shew  me  my  Child  1 
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111  strike  thee  with  a  lasting  barrenness. 

No  more  shall  plenty  crown  thy  fertile  brows ; 

111  break  thy  ploughs,  thy  oxen  murrain-strike  : 

With  idle  agues  1*11  consume  thy  swains ; 

Sow  tares  and  cockles  in  thy  lands  of  wheat. 

Whose  spikes  the  weed  and  cooch-grass  shall  outgrow, 

And  choke  it  in  the  blade.     The  rotten  showers 

Shall  drown  thy  seed,  which  the  hot  sun  shall  parch, 

Or  mildews  rot ;  and  what  remains,  shall  be 

A  prey  to  ravenous  birds. — Oh  Proserpine  I— 

You  Gods  that  dwell  above,  and  you  below. 

Both  of  the  woods  and  gardens,  rivers,  brooks^ 

Fountains  and  wells,  some  one  among  you  all 

Shew  me  her  self  or  gprave :  to  you  I  calL 

Arethusa  riseth. 

Are.  That  can  the  river  Arethusa  do. 
My  streams  you  know,  fair  Goddess,  issue  forth 
From  Tartary  by  the  Tenarian  isles  : 
My  head*s  in  Hell  where  Stygian  Pluto  reigns, 
There  did  I  see  the  lovely  Proserpine, 
Whom  Pluto  hath  rapt  hence :  behold  her  girdle» 
Which  on  her  way  dropt  from  her  lovely  waist, 
And  scatter*d  in  my  streams. — Fair  Queen,  adieu  I 
Crown  you  my  banks  with  flowers,  as  I  tell  true. 


GOLDKH  AOS. 


THE  GOLDEN  AGE: 'AN  HISTORICAt.  PLAT.  BT  TO  | 
SAME  AUTHOK,   IBH. 

5iWfa,  Me  tVife'cf  SalKm,  it  by  kim  enJo^Kd  to  ttayOt  * 
born  JupHer.     Nont  earn  do  itjor  lUt  twile*. 

StBiLLA.     Vesta.      Nursb. 
SA.  Mother,  of  all  that  ever  mothers  wen 
Most  wretched !  KIbb  thy  sweet  babe  ere  he  die, 
That  hAth  life  only  lent  to  suffer  death. 
Sweet  Lad,  I  vrould  thj  &ther  mw  thee  smile. 
Thy  beaiity,  and  thy  pretty  infancy. 
Would  mollify  his  heart,  were't  hew'd  from  flint, 
Or  carved  with  iron  tools  from  Conic  rock. 
Thou  Uugh'st  to  think  thou  must  be  kill'd  in  jest. 
Oh  I  ir  thou  needs  must  die,  111  be  thy  murtheress. 
And  kill  thee  with  my  kisses,  pretty  knare. — 
And  canst  thou  laugh  to  see  thy  mother  weep  ? 
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y  be  careless  of  the  King''s  ccnunmnd, 
le :  and  I  love  my  life 
e  than  1  do  a  Stripling's.     Give  him  tne, 
sharp  weapon  lend, 
)■  bring  the  Younger  to  his  end. — 
Kk,  my  pretty  knave,  'twere  more  than  sin 
a  sh&rp  knife  to  touch  ihy  tender  akin, 
ladam,  he's  so  full  of  angpl  grace, 
innot  strike,  he  smiles  so  in  my  face, 
'ii.  Ill    wink,  and  strike ;   come,  once  more  reach 
hira  hither ; 
r  die  he  must,  so  Saturn  hath  decreed  x 
r  a  world  I  would  not  see  him  bleed. 

.  Ne  shall  he  do.     But  swear  me  secrecy ; 

the  Babe  shall  live,  and  we  be  dangerless. 


t'layi  and  Piat/m. 


\ 

^P     Gvitf.  —  1  would  have  these  thinp 
Brought  upon  Stupes,  to  let  mighty  Misers 
See  nil  their  grave  and  sorious  mischiefs  play'd. 
As  onco  they  «er«  in  Athons  and  old  Romt. 

CUrmunt.  Nay.  we  must  now  tmve  nothing  brought 
on  Sta^B 
But  puppetry,  and  pied  ridiculous  antics. 
Mm  thither  come  to  lough,  and  feed  fool-bt : 
Check  at  all  goodunt*  there,  a>  being  proftnfrd : 
When,  whermoflver  (Joodnws  comn.  she  makes 
The  pUw  still  Mr-red,  though  with  other  feet 

^^Biv«r  so  much  'tia  scjindard  and  polluted. 


S32  BDBSr  D'AHBOIB. 

Let  me  learn  any  thing,  that  fits  a  man. 
In  any  Stables  ahevn,  as  well  as  Staj^es. — 

Baligny.  Whf.hnatall.the  World  cvtaem'd a Si^r 
Clermont.  Yes,  and  right  worthily ;  and  Stages  tan 
Have  a  respect  due  to  tJum,  if  but  cMily 
For  what  the  good  Greek  Moralist  says  of  them: 
"  Is  a  man  proud  of  greatness,  or  of  riches  P 
Give  me  an  expert  Actor;  111  shew  all 
That  can  within  his  greatest  ^ory  fall : 
Is  a  man  '{raid  with  poverty  and  lowness  ? 
Give  me  an  Actor;  I'll  shew  every  eye 
What  he  laments  so,  and  so  much  does  fiy ; 
The  best  and  worst  of  both." — If  but  for  this  then. 
To  make  the  proudest  outside,  that  most  swells 
With  things  without  him.  and  above  bis  worth. 
See  how  small  cause  he  has  to  be  so  blown  up ; 
And  the  most  poor  man,  to  be  griev'd  with  pooniess; 
Both  being  ho  easily  borne  by  expert  Actors : 
The  Stage  and  Actors  are  not  so  contemptfitl. 
As  every  innovating  Puritan, 

,t  of  ifalous 


Saw  he  a  Great  Miai,  never  so  insulting. 
Severely  inflicting,  gravely  giviDg  laws, 
I   Not  for  their  good  but  bis — he  stood  and  laugh 'd. 
Saw  be  a  Youthful  Widow, 
Never  so  weeping,  wringing  of  her  hands 
For  her  dead  Lord,  still  the  Philosopher  laugh'd. — 
Nqw,  whether  he  supposed  all  theae  Presentmenla 
Were  only  maskeries,  and  wore  false  faces. 
Or  else  were  simply  vain,  I  take  no  care : 
But  still  he  laugh'd,  how  grave  soe'cr  they  were. 

Sioiaatn. 

in  this  one  thing  all  the  disciphne 

Of  manners  and  of  manhood  is  contain 'd ; 
A  Man  to  Join  himself  with  the  Universe 
In  hi*  ni^n  sway :  and  make  (in  all  things  fit) 
One  with  that  All ;  and  go  on,  round  as  it ; 
Not  plucking  from  the  whole  his  wretched  part. 
And  into  atrnits,  or  into  nought  revert ; 
Wishing  the  complete  Universe  might  be 
Subject  to  such  a  rag  of  it  ns  He. 

ApparUiota  lir/„n  tbf  Bodift  VealA:  Scatici,  Sremid  Sigkl. 

these  true  Shadows  of  the  Qtiise  and  Canlinal, 

Fore-running  thus  their  Bodies,  may  approve, 
Thai  all  things  to  be  done,  ns  here  we  live. 
Are  lioae  brfore  all  times  in  th'  other  life. 


SATtBOlfAmz. 


SATIBOMASTIX :  A  COMBDY.     BY  THOMAS  DSCUl. 


Horace.  Wh&t  could  I  do,  out  of  a  jtut  r 
But  bring  them  to  the  Stage  ?  they  envy  me. 
Because  I  hold  more  worthy  comp«ny. 

Demetriut.  Good  Hormce,  no ;  my  cbeekB  do  UnA 
for  thine, 
As  oA^n  as  thou  speak'st  so.     Wliere  oae  true 
And  nobly-virtuous  spirit  for  thy  best  put 
Loves  thee,  I  wiah  one  ten  even  Trom  my  b«srL 
I  make  account  I  put  up  as  deep  share 
In  any  ^ood  man's  love,  which  thy  wortli  owu, 
As  thou  thyself;  we  envy  not  to  see 
Thy  friends  with  bays  to  crown  thy  Poeay. 
No,  here  the  ^i  lies ;  we  that  know  wh^  stuff 
Thy  very  heart  is  made  of,  know  the  stalk 


BY  RICHARD  BROHE, 


IhrecHont  Iv  Playrrt. 

IS'ohleman. My  a 

II  in  rcadioess,  and  1  think  all  perfect 
3C,  lliat  never  will  be  perfect  in  a  thing 
■  ttudicB ;  yet  be  makes  such  shifts  cstemporB, 
PEnowing  the  purpose  what  he  is  to  speak  to), 
~  s  mirth  is  me  "hove  all  the  re«t. 

r  I  am  none  of  those  Poetic  Furies, 


a  whole  Play 


it  threats  the : 

It  adds  a  syllable,  or  takes 
a  fribble  through,  and 
«,  I  am  pleased. —     * 


In  the  scholastic  way  you  brought  to  town  with  y 

With  see-saw,  sack-a-down,  like  a  sawyer; 

Nor  in  n  comic  scene  play  Mercules  Furens, 

Tearing  yuur  throat  to  split  the  audieiits'  ears ; — 

And  you.  Sir,  you  had  got  a  trick  of  late 

(K  holding  out  your  hreech  in  a  set  spepcb ; 

Your  fingi'n  fibulating  on  your  hreaat. 

As  if  your  buttons  or  your  baniii>triiigs  were 

Helps  to  your  memory ;  let  uu  see  you  in't 

No  more,  I  charge  you.     No,  nor  you,  Sir, 

In  that  u'er-action  of  your  legs  1  told  you  of, 

Your  vingles  and  your  doubles — look  you — thus 

Like  one  of  the  daDcing-mailcrs  of  the  bear-gvdmr' 

And  wbt-n  you're  spoke,  at  end  of  every  speech, 

Not  minding  lh«  rt-pty,  you  turn  you  ruund 

As  tumbler*  do,  when  betwixt  every  frat 

They  gather  wind  by  firking  up  their  \n««dMft. 


It!  none  of  these  abmidities  in  my  house ; 
But  words  and  actiooi  married  so  together, 
Tli«t  ihall  Btrike  harmony  in  the  ears  and  e^ 
Of  the  seTerest,  if  judicious,  critics. 

Player*.  My  Lord,  we  are  corrected. 

Nobleman.  Go,  be  ready. — 
But  fou.  Sir,  are  incorrigible,  and 
Take  licence  to  yourself  to  add  unto 
Your  parta  your  own  free  fancy ;  and  sometimes 
To  alter  or  dimmish  what  the  writer 
With  care  and  skill  composed ;  and  when  yoa  are 
To  Bpeak  to  your  Co-actors  in  the  scene. 
You  hold  interloqutions  with  the  audients. 

Player,  That  is  a  way,  my  Lord,  has  beoi  allawed 
On  elder  stages,  to  move  mirth  and  laughter. 

NobUman.  Yes,  in  the  days  of  Tarleton  and  Ken^ 
Before  the  Stsge  wu  purged  from  barbarism. 
And  brought  to  the  perfection  it  now  shinea  with. 
Then  Fools  and  Jesters  spent  their  wits,  because 
The  Poets  were  wise  enough  to  save  their  own 
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I  Doct.  MandcTil  went  Ux. 

i    Per.  Ui?yoQd  sil  English  legs  that  I  can  r«a<l  of. 

I  Docl.  \\'hat  think  you.  Sir,  of  Drakf-,  our  fiiinoun 

count  rvraan  ? 
\J*er,  Drake  was  a  Didappcr  to  Manderil. 
tadish  and  Hawkina,  I'nibisiher,  hU  our  vovi^ra 

of  Mandevil:  but  had  he  reach'd 
■  this  place — here — yes  here — this  wildemesB; 
d  »eea  the  trees  of  the  son  and  moon,  that  rj 
A  told  King  Alexander  of  his  death ; 

a  passage  ope  for  travellers, 
,t  now  is  kept  and  guarded  by  wild  beasts ; 
M  and  serpents,  elephants  whit*  Bad  blue  ; 
Ucorns  and  lions,  of  many  eolours ; 

rs  more,  as  numberless  as  nameless. 
I  Dad.  Stay  there — 
I  Per.  Read  here  else :  can  you  read  ? 

\,  D«cl.  No  truer,  than  I  have  seen  it, 

You  hear  me  not  deny  that  all  is  Irus, 

That  Mandevil  delivers  of  his  travels ; 

Yet  I  myself  may  be  as  well  believed. 

Per.  Since  you  spenk  reverently  of  him,  i 

Docl   Of  Europe  I'll  not  spcAk,  'tig  too  near  home: 

Who's  not  famitiar  with  the  Spanish  garb, 

Th'  Italian  eringe,  French  shrug,  and  German  bug? 

Nor  will  I  trouble  you  with  my  observations 

l-'ctch'd  from  Arabia,  PapUagonia, 

Mesopniftmia,  Maurilania, 

Hlia,  Persia.  India; 
)  near  home :  thn'  I  hove  louch'd 
pou  Ibc  Fynnean  mountains, 
Paphos  hill,  where  I  have  kiis'd 
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The  image  of  bright  Venus  ;  all  ia  atill 

Too  near  home  to  be  boasted.     They  sound 

In  a  br  travellei's  ear, 

Like  the  reports  of  those,  that  b^ging-lj 

Have  put  out  on  returns  from  Edinburgij, 

Paris,  or  Venice ;  or  perhaps  Madrid, 

Whither  a  Millaner  may  with  half  a  nose 

Smell  out  his  way ;  and  is  not  near  ao  difiScult, 

As  for  some  man  in  debt,  and  unprotected, 

To  walk  from  Charing  Cross  to  iie  OM  Exrhai^e. 

No,  I  will  pitch  no  nearer  than  the  Antipodes ; 

That  which  is  furthest  distant ;  foot  to  foot 

Against  our  region. 

Lfufy.  What,  with  their  heels  upwards  ? 
Bless  us,  how  'scape  they  breaking  of  their  necks  ? 

Doct.  They  walk  upon  firm  earth,  as  we  do  hen 
And  have  the  firmament  over  their  heads, 
As  we  have  here. 

Lady.  And  yet  just  under  us  [ 
Where  is  Hell  then  ?  if  they,  whose  fret  are  towards  i 
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San.  But  he  is  not 
Yet  gone  to  school  ? 

Servant,  Stand  by,  and  you  shall  see. 

Enter  three  Old  Men  with  ttUchelt. 

AU  three  (singing).  Domine,  domine,  duster : 

Three  knaves  m  a  cluster. 

San,  O  this  is  gallant  pastime.     Nay,  come  on. 
Is  this  your  school  ?  was  that  your  lesson,  ha  ? 

1^/  Old  Man,  Pray  now,  good  son,  indeed,  indeed — 

San.  Indeed 
You  shall  to  school.     Away  with  him  ;  and  take 
Their  wagships  with  him,  die  whole  cluster  of  'em. 

2nd  Old  Man.  You  sha  nt  send  us  now,  so  you  sha'nt — 

drc{  Old  Man.  We  be  none  of  your  father,  so  we  be'n't. 

San.  Away  with  *em,  I  say;  and  tell  their  school- 
mistress 
What  truants  they  are.  and  bid  her  pay  'em  soundly. 

AU  three.  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Lady.  Alas !  will  nobody  beg  pardon  for 
The  poor  old  boys  ? 

English  Traveller.  Do  men  of  such  &ir*  years  here 
go  to  school  ? 

Gentleman.  They  would  die  dunces  else. 
These  were  gpreat  scholars  in  their  youth ;  but  when 
Age  grrows  upon  men  here,  their  learning  wastes, 
And  so  decays,  that  if  they  live  until 
Threescore,  their  sons  send  them  to  school  again  ; 
They'd  die  as  speechless  else  as  new-bom  children. 

English  Traveller.  Tis  a  wise  nation ;  and  the  piety 
Of  the  young  men  most  rare  and  commendable. 
Yet  give  me,  as  a  stranger,  leave  to  beg 
sir  liberty  this  day. 
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ASPA&AQU*  QAKDEN. 


Son.  Tib  granted. 
Hold  up  your  heads,  and  thank  the  Gentlaau, 
like  scholars,  with  jour  heels  now. 

AU  three.    Gratiot,  gratitu,  gratitu. 


THE  ASPARAGUS  OAEDEN:  A  COHEDT.    BT  Tt 
SAME  AUTHOR.   1634. 

Private  Conferemtx. 
Father-in- Zmk.  Youll  not   assault   me   m  ny  eas 
house,    Dor  ui^  me  beyond   my    patience   with  ysv 
borrowing  attempts. 

Spmdthrifi  Knight.  I   have   not    used    the  word  cf 
loan  or  borrowing : 
Only  some  private  conference  I  requested. 

Faih.  Private  conference !    a   new-cmned    wotd  for 
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ptlOTHT  HoTDEN,  the    Yioman'i   Snn,  dfrirei  to   b« 
I  GentUman.     Ht  con»utts  with  hu  friends. 

iMoneylac/c.  Well.  Sir,   we   will    take   tbe   speediest 

course  with  vou. 
'  Uoyii.  But  must  I  bleed  ? 
I   Man.   Yes,    you    iiiuat     bleed;    your    father's    blood 

t  was  but  a  Yet 
7r>yd.  As  nrnk  a  Clown  (aone  dispraised)  as  any  in 
Somcnetshire. 
I  tftm.   llis  foul  rank  blood  of  bacon  sad   pcanc   por- 

■lut  out  of  you  to  the  last  drani — 

Springe.  Fear  nothing,  Sir. 
Your  blood  shall  be  taken  out  by  degrees :  and  your 
veiu  replenished  with  pure  blood  still,  as  you  Iok  the 
puddle. 

Hoj/d.  I  was  bewitch'd,  I  thbk,  before  I  was  begot, 
to  ha*e  I  Clown  to  my  father.  Yet  my  motber  uid  she 
WW  a  Gentlewoman. 

Spr,  Said  I  what  will  not  women  say  ? 

Ma».  Etc-  content.  Sir:  here's  half  a  labour  saved; 
you  shall  bleed  but  of  one  side.  The  Mother  vein  shall 
not  be  pricked. 


after    a    quarrelling    bout    with    old 


Old    Striker 

TocoiwooE 

Touehvood.  1  have  put  him  into  these  fits  this  forty 
jMiSiaiid  hope  to  choke  him  at  last.     ^Atide/  a»d 

Strilerr.  tluh,  huh,  huh  t  so  he  is  ^ne,  tbe  villain's 
^ne  in  hopes  that  he  has  killed  me,  when  my  comfort 
U  b*  has  recovered  me.  I  was  heart-iiek  with  a  con- 
edit  which  lay  so  mingled  with  my  fle^ia,  V^iU.  V  \a&. 
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perished  if  I  had  not  brake  it,  and  nude  me  sut 
hem,  he  is  gone,  and  I'll  home  merrilj.  I  ww 
he  ihould  know  the  good  he  has  doDe  me  for  1 
esUte;  nor  would  I  be  at  peace  with  him  to 
all.  I  would  not  lose  hia  hatred  for  all  the  gwd 
bourhood  of  the  parish. 
Hia  malice  works  upon  me 

Past  all  the  drugs  and  all  the  Doctor'a  counaels. 
That  e'er  I  coped  with ;  he  haa  been  my  vexation 
E'er  since  my  wife  died ;  if  the  rascal  knew  it. 
He  would  be  friends,  and  I  were  instantly 
But  a  dead  man  ;  I  could  not  get  another     , 
To  anger  me  so  handsomely. 


SIR  RICHARD  FANSHAWS  TRANSLATION  OP  "Qt 
FOR  SOLO  Q11ERER-— "TO  LOVE  FOR  LOVE^  S 
A  ROMANTIC  DRAMA,  WRITTEN  IN  SPANISl 
MEN'DOZA.  1649. 
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Ztl.  —and  joy — 

FtL  —  of  what — 

ZeL  That  I  discover, 
By  a  sure  sign,  you  are  awake. 

FeU  Awake  ?  the  sign — 

ZeL  Your  heing  a  lover. 

JFeL  In  love  am  I  ? 

ZeU  —  and  very  deep. 

JPeU  Deep  in  love  ?  how  is  that  seen  I 

ZeL  Perfectly.     You  do  not  sleep. 

PeL  Rustic  Excellence,  unscreen. 
And  discover  that  sweet  fiice, 
Whidi  covers  so  much  wit  and  gprace. 

21eL  You  but  dream  so :  sleep  again. 
And  forget  it. 

PeL  Why,  now.  Saint  ? 

ZeL  Why,  the  Lady,  that  went  in  *, 
Looks  as  if  that  she  did  paint. 

PeL  What  has  that  to  do  with  sleeping  ? 
She  is  indeed  angelical. 

ZeL  ThcU  picture  now*s  well  worth  your  keeping. 
For  why  ?  'tis  an  original. 

PeL  Is  this  Shepherdess  a  Witch  ? 
Or  saw  the  sleeping  treason,  which 
I  committed  against  Love 
Erst,  in  the  Enchanted  Grove  ? 
Me  hast  thou  ever  seen  before? 

ZeL  Seen  ?  aye,  and  know  thee  for  a  man 
That  will  turn  him,  and  sleep  more 
Than  a  dozen  dunces  can. 
Thoo  ken'st  little  what  sighs  mean. 

PeL  Unveil,  by  Jove,  that  &ce  serene. 

ZeL  What,  to  make  thee  sleep  again  ? 

•  The  EDchaated  Qneeo  of  Anhj^of  ^oui  Z«\SAa»x^\ft\ei\wQeu 

R    2 
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Fel.  Still  in  riddles  ? 

Zel.  Now  he  sees : 
This  pinching  n&kes  him  hj  degnea. 

FeL  Art  thou  a  N)TBph  ? 

Z«^  Of  Panius  Green. 

FeL  Sleep  1  indeed,  or  am  I  nud  ? 

Z«^>  None  serve  thee  but  the  EntJiairted  C 
I  think  what  dull  conceits  ye  have  had 
Of  the  bird  Phcenix,  which  no  eye 
E'er  saw ;  an  odDriferous  Lye : 
How  of  her  beauty's  spells  she's  told ; 
That  by  her  spirit  thou  art  haunted ; 
And,  having  slept  away  the  old, 
With  this  new  Mistreaa  worse  enchanted. 

Fel.  I  affect  not,  Shepherdess, 
Myself  in  such  fine  terms  to  eipreea  ; 
Sufficeth  mc  an  humble  strain  : 
Too  little  happy  to  be  vun. — 
Unveil ! 
Z.I.  ; 


Nothing  but  illusions  vvn. 

ZtL  What  alATes  the  man  at  ? 

Pel.   I  camparo 
A  jMcture — I  once  mine  did  call — 
"Wilh  the  divine  Original. 

Zel.  Fall'n  again  asleep  you  are : 
We  poor  human  Shepherd  Lasses 
Vor  are  pictured,  not  use  gla«ees. 
Who  skip  their  rank,  themselves  and  betters  wrong : 
To  our  Dames,  (iod  bless  'em,  such  quaint  things  I 

long. 
Here  a  tiny  brook  aJane, 
Which  fiingi^  with  borroVd  flowers  (he  has 
Gold  and  silver  enough  on  his  own) 
b  heaven 'i  proper  looking-glaas. 
Copies  us :  and  its  reflections. 
Shewing  natural  perfections, 
Free  from  soothing,  free  from  error, 
Are  our  jiencil,  are  our  mirror. 

Pel,  Art  thou  a  Shepherdess  7 

Z*L  —  and  bore 
On  a  mountain,  called  There. 

Pel.  Wear'st  thou  ever  heretofore 
X*Ay\  clotlies  i 

ZsL  I  Lady's  gear  ?— 
Y« — whal  a  treacherous  poll  have  1 1 — 
In  a  Country  Comedy 
1  once  cnorted  a  main  part ; 
Still  I  have  it  half  by  heart ; 
The  famoui  History  it  was 
Of  an  Arabian— let  me  «e« — 
No,  of  a  (Jueen  of  Tartarj-, 
Who  all  her  tex  did  fur  surpaaa 
In  heMtty,  wit,  and  chivalry  : 
Who  with  iarincible  disdain 


1^ 
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Would  fool,  when  she  was  in  the  v^n, ' 
PriDcea  with  all  their  wits  about  "em  ; 
But,  an  they  slept,  to  death  she'd  flout  'aa. 
And,  by  the  mass,  vrith  such  a  mien 
My  Majesty  did  play  the  Queen  ; 
Our  Curate  had  my  lecture  made 
In  the  same  robes  in  which  I  play'd. 

[To  m;  tuM  thii  u  fine,  degut,  Qoeen^like  raiUerj:  a  mcmi 
part  of  Lotc'b  Lkbonr's  Loit,  to  which  title  tUa  eitworJlT 
Pliy  hu  Btdll  better  prateasiotu  than  eren  Shalupnn'ai  (■ 
after  leading  three  pair  of  Royal  Loren  thro'  eadloi  biv>  tf 
doubts,  difficultiea  ;  oppoaitioDi  of  dead  htherm'  willi ;  a  Uf- 
nath  of  losing  and  findings  j  jealooiies;  encbaatmeni*:  CM- 
flicte  with  gianta,  and  aingle-haaded  igainat  ■nnie*  ;  to  tbr  fi"* 
slate  in  which  M  the  lovers  night  with  the  greatcM  profcitt; 
indulge  their  reciprocal  wiihea — when,   the  denae  is  in  it,)«e 

think,  but  they  mnat  bU  be  married  now mddenlj  the  tki* 

Ladies  turn  upon  their  Lovers  ;  and,  as  an  eicmplificBticni  of  At 
morHl  of  the  Play,  "  Loving  for  loting's  sake,"  and  i  bTpf - 
pUtonic.  trnlj  Spanisb  proof  of  their  affections denuiid  that  ik 
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^neases),  followed  hU  example,  and  each  sayed  one  (Anchises- 
fashion),  till  the  whole  Courtly  Company  of  Comedians  were  got 
oif  in  tolerable  safety. — Imagine  three  or  four  stout  London  Fire- 
men,  on  such  an  occasion,  standing  oif  in  mere  respect. 

Address  to  Solitude. 

Sweet  Solitude  I  still  Mirth  I  that  fear*st  no  wrong, 
Because  thou  dost  none :  Morning  all  day  long  I 
Truth's  sanctuary  I  Innocency*s  spring  I 
Invention's  limbeck  I  Contemplation's  wing  I 
Peace  of  my  soul,  which  I  too  late  pursued ; 
That  know'st  not  the  world*s  vain  inquietude ; 
Where  friends,  the  thieves  of  time,  let  us  alone 
Whole  days,  and  a  man's  hours  are  all  his  own. 

SoTig  in  praise  of  the  Same, 

Solitude,  of  friends  the  best, 

And  the  best  companion ; 

Mother  of  truths,  and  brought  at  least 

Every  day  to  bed  of  one ; 

In  this  flowery  mansion 

I  contemplate  how  the  rose 

Stands  upon  thorns,  how  quickly  goes 

The  dismaying  jessamine : 

Only  the  soul,  which  is  divine, 

No  decay  of  beauty  knows. 

The  World  is  Beauty's  Mirror.     Flowers, 

In  their  first  virgin  purity, 

Flatt'rers  both  of  the  nose  and  eye. — 

To  be  cropt  by  paramours 

Is  their  best  of  destiny ; 

And  those  nice  darlings  of  the  land, 

Which  seem'd  heav'n's  painted  bow  to  scorn. 

And  bloom'd  the  envy  of  the  mom, 

Are  the  gay  trophy  of  a  hand. 
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UnwiUaig  to  love  agam. 
—  sadly  I  do  live  in  fear. 
For,  though  I  would  not  fiur  appear. 
And  though  in  truth  I  am  not  Sur, 
Haunted  I  am  like  those  that  are  : 
And  here,  among  these  rustling  leaves. 
With  which  the  wanton  wind  must  play. 
Inspired  by  it,  my  senae  perc^ves 
Thin  snowy  Jasmin  whispering  say. 
Plow  much  more  froUc,  white  and  fitir 
In  her  green  lattice  she  doth  stand. 
To  enjoy  the  free  and  cooler  air, 
Than  in  the  prison  of  a  hand  *. 

Lonag  wUkoiU  Hope. 
I  look'd  if  underneath  the  cope 
Were  one  that  loved,  and  did  not  hope  ; 
But  from  his  nobler  soul  remove 
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t  tad  kinder  things  he'd  say. 
ad  never  to  be  lost, 
tum'd  not  with  complaints,  but  praise 
isTing,  and  all  at  his  own  cost ; 
iffering,  and  wiihout  hope  of  ease : 
I  sad  and  trembling  throat 
t  breathes  into  her  breast  this  note : 
|i|  love  thee  not,  to  make  thee  mine ; 
t  love  thee,  'cause  thy  fonn's  divine." 

TAtr  Inie  Abtcacr  in  Love. 


it  do'st  in  highest  orb  of  beauty  shine  ; 
1  Murd'ress,  by  that  heart 
lelf,  whieh  thou  dost  kill,  and  covetMl  imar) 
^ugh  my  walk  so  distant  lies 
c  sunshine  of  thine  eyes  ; 
len  shadows  hurl'd, 
B  lie  here  buried  from  the  world 
■  the  least  reason  of  my  moan. 
That  so  much  earth  is  'twiit  us  thrown. 
'Tn  absence  of  another  kind. 
Grieves  me;  for  where  you  are  present  loo. 
Love's  Geometry  does  find, 
f  have  ten  thousand  miles  to  you. 
'Til  not  absence  to  be  for, 
But  to  abhor  i*  to  absent; 
To  thine  who  in  disfavour  arc, 
iTight  itself  is  banishment  *. 


Tod  H 
Rmv*!!,  that  created  thee  thus  warlike,  stole 
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Into  B  woman's  body  a  man's  soul. 

But  nature's  law  in  vain  dost  thoa  gainsay ; 

The  woman's  valour  lies  another  way. 

The  dress,  the  tear,  the  blush,  the  witching  tye. 

More  witching  tongue,  are  be«utj'a  srmouij ; 

To  rally :  to  discourse  in  companies. 

Who's  fine,  who  courtly,  who  a  wit,  who  wise ; 

And  with  the  awing  sweetness  of  a  Dame, 

As  conscious  of  a  &ce  can  tigers  tame. 

By  tasks  and  cireumatances  to  discover. 

Amongst  the  best  of  Princes,  the  best  Lover ; 

(The  fnut  of  all  thoie  flowers)  who  serves  with  bm 

Self  diffidence,  who  with  the  greatest  boast ; 

Who  twists  an  eye  of  Hope  in  braids  of  Fear; 

Who  silent  (made  for  nothing  but  to  bear 

Sweet  scorn  and  injuries  of  love)  envies 

Unto  his  tongue  the  treasure  of  hia  eyes ; 

Who,  without  vaunting  shape,  hath  only  wit ; 

Nor  knows  to  hope  reward,  tho'  merit  it : 

Then,  out  of  all,  to  make  a  choice  so  rare. 


Tliirsly  of  mines  ; 

She  comes  rich  hack  :  and  (the  curl'd  rampire  put 

Of  wntry  mountains,  cast 

L'p  by  the  viinils) 

Ungrateful  shelf  aeor  home 

Gives  her  usurped  gold  a  silver  home. 


A  devout  Rlgrim,  who 

To  foreign  temple  hare 

Good  pattern,  fervent  praj-er, 

Spurr'd  by  a  pious  vow  ; 

Measuring  so  larire  a  space. 

That  earth  lack'd  regions  for  his  plants  *  to  trace : 


Joyfiil  returns,  tho'  poor : 

And,  just  by  his  abode, 

Falling  into  s  road 

Which  laws  did  ill  secure, 

Sees  plondcr'd  by  a  thief 

(O  happier  man  than  1 1  for  'tis)  his  life. 


Conspicuous  growg  a  Tree, 

Which  wAoton  did  appe&r. 

First  fondling  of  tlie  year. 

With  smiling  bravery. 

And  in  his  blooming  pride 

The  Lower  Mouse  of  Flowers  did  deride  : 

■  Said  of  Kii  fcM. 
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When  hii  silk  robes  and  tur 

(Mis  youth's  embroidery, 

llie  crownet  of  a  Bprin^ 

Narcisfliu  of  the  air) 

Rough  Boreas  doth  confound, 

And  witli  his  trophies  straws  the 


aaaatA  patai. 


Trusted  to  tedious  hope 

So  many  months  the  Com ; 

^Vhich  now  b^ius  to  tnm 

Into  a  golden  crap ; 

The  lusty  grapes,  (which  plnmp 

Are  the  last  farewell  of  the  summer'g  pomp). 

VIII. 

How  spacious  spreads  the  vine  [— 
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X. 


He  steals  by  a  greenwood 

With  fiigritive  feet ; 

Gay,  jolly,  sweet : 

Comes  me  a  troubled  flood ; 

And  scarcely  one  sand  stays, 

To  be  a  witness  of  his  golden  days.— 

XI. 

The  ship's  upweigh*d ; 
The  Pilgrim  made  a  Saint ; 
Next  spring  re-crowns  the  Plant ; 
Winds  raise  the  Com  was  laid ; 
The  Vine  is  pruned ; 
The  Rivulet  new  tuned : — 
But  in  the  111  I  have 
Fm  left  alive  only  to  dig  my  grave. 

XII. 

Lost  Beauty,  I  will  die. 

But  I  will  Uiee  recover ; 

And  that  I  die  not  instantly, 

Shews  me  more  perfect  Lover : 

For  (my  soul  gone  before) 

I  live  not  now  to  live,  but  to  deplore. 
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THE  DOWNFALL"  OF  BOBERT,  BAKL  OF  HUNTKG 
AN  HISTORICAL  PLAY.     BY  T,  HETWOOD;  WO 

Chorus  ;  Skbltom,  tJu  JPoeL 

Skelbm  {to  the  Audience).  The  Youth  that  leidi 
vii^i^  by  the  hand 
As  doth  the  Sun  ^e  Morning  richly  clad, 
la  our  Earl  Robert — or  your  Robin  Hood—    : 
That  in  those  days  was  Earl  of  Huntingdon. 

Aoitn  recounb  to  Marian  the  pUanret  ofajarett  K 

Robin.  Marian,   thou  see'st,   tho'    coortlj  pkai 
want, 
Yet  country  sport  in  Sherwood  is  not  scant ; 
For  the  soul -ravishing  delicious  sound 


GD«N. 

^hb 

OitUaa- 

,tifi. 

were  o 

itlBWi 

Styirirt  rrcounli  b>  ScaMad  Itie  jileaturet  of  at 

ScarUt.  It's  full  seTen  years  since  we 
fim. 

And  wealth;  Sherwood  was  our  herita^. 
I'or  all  those  yean  we  reigned  uncontroU'd, 
From  Barnsdolc  shrogs  to  Nottingham's  red  cliffs. 
Al  Blithe  and  llckhill  were  wc  welcome  giieats  ; 
<iood  Gcorge-a-green  at  Bradford  was  our  friend, 
And  wanton  Wakefield's  Pinner  loved  us  well. 
At  Bamsley  dwells  a  Potter  tough  and  strong, 
Tital  never  brook'd  we  hrethren  should  have  wrong. 
The  Nuns  nf  Famsfield,  [iretly  Nuns  they  be, 
(iave  napkins,  shirts,  and  bands,  to  him  and  me. 
Batemaii  of  Kendal  gave  us  Kendal  green. 
And  Sharpe  of  Leeds  sharp  arrows  for  us  made. 
At  Kothi'rham  dwelt  our  Bowyer,  God  him  bliss: 
Jat-ksoQ  he  hight,  his  bows  did  never  miss. 

FitiHialer.    hanahrd,  leFiing   /lii    danghler    MutJdit    {Rolitn'i 
Marmji)  in  Ihfforrit  of  Shmrtmil,  maiei  ku  rampltunl. 

Fill.  Well  did  he  writp,  and  micklc  did  he  know. 
That  said  "  Tliis  world's  felicity  was  woe, 
Which  greatest  states  con  hardly  undergo," 
Whilom  Fit(wali<r  in  fair  England's  Court 
Postcsl  felicity  and  happy  state. 
And  in  his  hall  blithe  Fortune  kept  her  sport : 
^\'hich  glee  one  hour  of  woe  did  ruinalcu 
ritiwBler  once  had  castles,  towns,  and  towers ; 
I'air  gardens,  orchards,  and  delightful  Iwwen ; 
Hut  now  nor  garden,  orchard,  town,  nor  tower, 

—Ibtii  poor  Fitiwater  left  within  his  jHiwer. 

^Taly  wide  walks  wi-  left  me  in  tlic  world, 

~~  ich  ihese  stiff  Umbs  will  hardlv  Irt  tne  tr««d : 
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And  when  J  sleep,  heaven's  glorioua  canonj 
Me  and  my  mossy  couch  doth  overspresd. 
He  thMcmrri  Ao&tn  Hood  tleijtingi   MarioH  ifniwiwgjfcw 
over  Aim. 
Pilx.  —  in  good  time  see  where  m;  comfiwt  rtul>i 
And  by  her  lies  dejected  Huntingdon. 
Look  how  my  Flower  holds  flowers  in  her  tmu1«. 
And  flings  those  sweets  upon  my  sleeping-  son. 

Feigmt  ihurlf  bBnd,  to  try  ifake  wiUkmnc  Um. 

Mar.  What  aged  man  art  thou  P    or  bj  what  Aai» 
Camest  thou  thus  far  into  the  nayless  wood  ? 

Fitz.  Widow,  or  wife,  or  maiden,  if  thon  he ; 
Lend  me  thy  hand ;  thou  see'st  I  cannot  see. 
Blessing  betide  thee  I  Uttle  feel'st  thou  want : 
With  me,  good  child,  food  is  both  hard  and  scant. 
These  smooth  even  veins  assure  me.  He  is  kind, 
Whate'er  he  be,  my  gtrl,  that  thee  doth  find. 
I  poor  and  old  am  reft  of  all  earth's  good : 
Aod  (lfsn,.rat,>lv  nni  rr.^pt  into  this  «-ood. 


p  hand  could  save  it ;  yet  tpn  thousand  hands 
''d  ihcir  best,  though  none  for  love  of  you : 
ery  tongue  with  bitter  cursing  bann'd 
r  Lordship,  as  Ibe  viper  of  tbe  land, 
.  What  meant  the  villains  ? 
Thus  and  thus  they  cried  : 
Upon  this  cburl.  tbja  hoarder  up  of  com, 
■  spoiler  of  the  earl  of  Huntin^on, 
a  lust-defiled,  merciless,  false  Prior, 

n  raineth  judgment  down  in  shape  of  fire.*' 
ive«  that  scarce  could  with  their  cnitchM  creep, 
d  little  habes  that  newly  leam'd  to  speak, 
n  nuuterless  that  thorough  want  did  weep, 
ice  with  a  confused  cry, 
I  eiecntioDs  bann'd  you  bitterly. 

e  follow  plag-ue,"  thev  cried ;    "  he  hath  undon 
e  pwd  LiOrd  Robert,  Earl  of  Huntingdon." 


■  TVm-  Loct  irrfmoveaUr  bg   Death. 

H  Sbrpilla.     Phillis. 

^  S»r.  Thyr«u  believes  ihee  dead,  and  junlj  may 
Within  his  youthful  bre&si  then  entertain 
New  flames  of  love,  and  yel  therein  bo  free 
From  the  leart  show  of  iloing  iojurj- 
To  tliat  rich  licauty  which  he  thinks  extinct. 
And  happily  halh  mourn 'd  for  lonp  ago: 
Hut  when  hfi  thall  pprceive  thee  here  aliTc, 
i»  old  lost  love  will  then  with  thee  revive, 
|i*Uil  Thai  Jove,  Serpilla,  wHch  can  W  tciwrrpA 


258 

With  tbs  ligbt  briatli  of  an  ii     _ 

la  bat  a  bint  weak  lore  ;  nor  care  I  mnch 

Whether  it  live  within,  or  itiU  lie  AimA. 

Ev'n  I  myself  believ'd  him  lon^  ago 

Dead,  and  enclosed  within  en  earthen  nin  { 

And  yet,  abhorring  any  other  lovct 

I  only  loved  that  pale-hced  beauty  still ; 

And  Uiose  dry  bonei,  diswlved  into  dost : 

And  underneath  their  asfaea  kept  alive 

The  lively  flames  of  my  sUU-buimng  fire. 

CeSa,  being  put  to  tUepby  an  ittffictitat  poitM,  waH^kt 
henelfto  be  among  the  dead.    TV  old  Siepterd  NmHef 
her,  and  re-atiuret  her  of  her  ifill  bemg  afar. 
Shep.  Celia,  thou  talkest  idly ;  call  again 
Thy  wandering  seDses  ;  thou  art  yet  afire. 
And,  if  thou  wih  not  credit  what  I  say, 
Look  up,  and  Bee  the  heavens  turning  round  ; 
The  sun  descending  down  into  the  west. 
Which  not  long  since  thou  saw'st  rise  in  the  east; 
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irliaps  thou  thinkest,  by  ilenjing  thus 

it  lovely  visage  to  these  eyes  of  mine, 
t  punish  my  misdeeds  :  but  think  not  so. 
e  tttill,  and  mark  me  what  I  say, 
:,  if  thou  kmow'st  it  not.  I'll  tell  thee  then.) 
■  note  severe  reven^r  of  thy  wrongs 

u  canst  not  have  than  those  fair  eyes  of  thine, 
Ekicb  by  those  ^ning  beams  that  wound  my  heart 

more  than  all  the  world  can  do. 
Iiat  greater  pain  canst  thou  inflict  on  mti, 

a  still  to  keep  as  lire  before  my  (ace 
Mt  lovely  beauty,  which  I  have  betray 'd ; 
,t  beauty,  I  have  lost  ? 

Night  breaks  nff  her  tpefck*. 
liVifhf.  But  slay  1  for  there  meihinks  I  «ee  the  Sun, 
lal  Painter,  now  begin  to  rise, 
i  limn  the  heavens  in  vennilion  dye : 
d  having  dipt  his  pencil,  aptly  framed, 
eady  in  the  colour  of  the  mom, 

rious  [empcr  he  dolh  mil  in  one 
s  and  Light :  and  drawing  curiously 
it  gtdden  lines  quite  thru'  the  dusky  sky, 
k  rough  draught  of  the  ilay  he  seems  to  yield. 
With  red  and  tawny  in  an  aiure  field. — 
Already,  by  the  claiti.'riug  of  their  bits, 
Their  giiigling  harness,  and  tlirir  ueiglung  sounds, 
I  hear  Eous  and  fierce  I'irous 
(.'nme  panting  on  my  back ;  and  therefore  J 
Must  fly  away.     And  yet  I  do  not  flyi 
Dot  follow  on  my  regulated  course, 
And  thc-M  Eternal  Onlers  I  rccmvcd 
I'ram  the  Pint  Mover  of  tlie  Universeh 
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No  Admct  to  SeffjUmct. 

BDother's  knowledge. 

Applied  to  my  instruction,  cannot  eqnal 

My  own  soul's  knowledge  how  to  infbnn  acts. 

The  sun's  rich  radiance  dhot  thro'  waves  moit  &ir, 

Is  but  a  shadow  to  his  beams  i'  th'  air ; 

His  beams  that  in  the  air  we  so  admiiv^ 

Is  but  a  darkness  to  his  flame  in  fire ; 

In  fire  his  fervour  but  in  vapour  flies. 

To  what  bis  own  pure  bosom  rarefies : 

And  the  Abnighty  Wisdom  having  given 

Each  man  within  himself  an  apter  light 

To  g-uide  his  acts  than  any  light  without  hiig, 

(Creating  nothing,  not  in  all  thinga  equal,) 
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SSAR  AND  POMPEY  :  A  TftAGEDY.    DY  G.  CIUPMAS. 


>ray.  SlatiliuE  :  how  long  shall  thy  love 
bceed  ihy  knowledge  of  me,  and  the  Gods, 

e  rights  thou  wrong's!  for  my  right  ?  have  not  I 
eir  powers  to  guard  mc  in  a  cause  of  tbcira, 
ir  justice  and  integrity  1«  guard  me 
f  what  I  etiuid  for?  he  that  fear»  the  Gods, 
r  guard  of  any  goodness,  all  things  fears ; 

leos,  and  air;  heav'oi  darkness;  broad  day-lighi: 
r,  and  silence,  and  his  very  shade: 
hid  what  an  aspen  bouI  has  such  a  creature ! 
»  dangerous  to  his  soul  is  such  a  fear! 
In  whoec  cold  fits,  is  all  Heav'n's  justice  shaken 
To  his  faint  thoughts ;  and  all  the  goodness  there, 
Due  to  all  good  men  by  the  Gods'  own  vows ; 
Nay,  by  the  Krmness  of  their  endless  being ; 
.All  which  shall  fail  as  soon  aa  any  one 
Gixid  to  a  good  man  in  them :  for  hts  goodness 
IVoceeds  from  them,  and  is  a  beam  of  theirs. 
O  never  more,  SUtiUus,  may  this  fear 
Faint  thy  bold  Imsom,  for  thyself  or  friend. 
More  than  the  Gods  are  fearfiil  to  defend. 

ITa  IhoHghli  of  J)mlA. 
Poor  Slaves,  how  terrible  this  Death  is  to  them  t — 
If  men  would  elL-ep,  tht-y  would  be  wrath  with  all 
'["hat  intttmipt  them  ;  physic  take,  to  take 
The  golden  rest  it  brings ;  both  pay  and  pray 
Fur  t[ood  and  souiidest  naps  i  all  (rivndft  ciAa«vtV\n^ 
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In  those  invocations ;  piajing'  all 
"  Good  rest  the  Gods  vouchsafe  joa."    But  lAa  Dafr 
Sleep's  natural  brother,  comes ;  that's  nothing  wom 
But  better  (being  more  rich^-«nd  keeps  the  store- 
Sleep  ever  fickle,  wayward  still,  and  poor) ; 
O  how  men  gnidg«,  and  shake,  and  fear,  and  fly 
His  stern  approaches  I  all  their  comAirta,  taken 
In  foith,  and  knowledge  of  the  blisB  and  be«uties 
That  watch  their  wakings  in  an  endless  life, 
Drown'd  in  the  pains  and  horrors  of  their  seme 
Sustain'd  but  for  an  hoar. 

IBi  Diteowte  teilh  AtJtmodonu  om  an  After  Ufc 
Oalo.  As  Nature  works  in  all  things  to  an  end. 
So,  in  the  appropriate  honour  of  that  end, 
All  things  precedent  have  their  natural  ftame ; 
And  therefore  is  there  a  proportion 
Retwixt  the  ends  of  those  things  and  their  priraei: 
For  else  there  could  not  be  in  their  creation 
Always,  or  for  the  most  part,  that  firm  fonn 
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B^Mth,  twin-bora  of  sleep,  resolving  oU 

^pn's  body's  heavy  parts,  in  lighter  nature 

^WM  a  re-uaion  with  the  aprif^htly  soul ; 

^nen  in  a  st^cond  life  their  Bein^  given 

Bald  their  proportions  Rnu  in  highi'st  heaven. 

^Alhenodnrju.  Hold  you,  our  bodies  aholl  revive ;  re- 

H  Euniing 

^■r  souU  again  to  henven  ? 

BCn/o.  I'nst  doubt ;  though  otiiers 

Bink  heiav'a  a  world  toe  high  Tor  our  low  i«>che« 

^bt  knowing  the  sacred  sense  of  Him  that  sings. 

Bfove  ctui  let  down  a  golden  chain  Ironi  heaven, 

^nicb,  tii^  to  earth,  shall  foU'h  uji  earth  and  seas" — 

Btd  what's  that  gulden  chain  but  uur  pure  souls 

Bkt,  govpm'd  with  bis  grace  and  drawn  by  him, 

Hb  hoist  the  earthy  body  up  to  him  ? — 

Be  sea,  the  air,  and  all  the  elements. 

bnprcst  in  it ;  not  while  'tis  thus  concrete, 

Bt  'fined  by  death,  and  then  gir'n  heav'nly  beat.    *     * 

Pe  shall,  past  death, 

Retain  those  forms  of  knowledge,  leam'd  in  life : 

Since  if  what  here  we  learn  we  there  shall  lose. 

Our  immortality  wore  not  life,  but  time : 

Anil  thai  our  souls  in  Teaaov  are  immortal, 

TTicir  natural  and  proper  objects  prove  : 

Which  Immortality  and  Knowledge  are : 

For  to  that  object  ever  is  referr'd 

The  nature  of  the  soul,  in  which  the  acta 

Of  her  high  (acultiei  are  slill  employ 'd ; 

And  that  true  obje<n  must  her  [towers  obtain, 

^Vvhich  they  are  in  nature's  aim  directed  i 

^^n  'twere  absurd  to  bsvc  her  set  an  object 

■bcfa  MMaibly  sht!  never  can  aspire. 
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-Hw  lattmtrda. 

now  I  am  ufe ; 

Come,  Cssar,  quickly  now,  or  lose  your  rusaL 
Now  wing  thee,  dear  Sonl,  and  receive  her  heaTeo. 
The  earth,  the  air,  and  seas  I  know,  and  all 
The  joys  and  horrors  of  their  peace  and  wan; 
And  now  will  see  tiie  Gods'  atate  and  tfae  stan. 

Greatneu  m  Jdeertity. 
Vulcan  imta  heav'n  fell,  yet  on  's  feet  did  l^it, 
And  stood  no  leu  a  God  than  at  his  hei^it. 


BY  G.  CHAFVi:*. 


Invocation  for  Secrety  at  a  LotB-wKtiiKg. 
Tamyra.  Now  all  the  peaceful  R^ents  of  the  Ni^ 

iilemlv-E'lidinp  Exhalations 


«  a  tempest,  when  the  silent  air 
■  her  soft  ear  close  to  the  earth,  to  hearken 
r  that,  she  fears  ia  coming'  to  afflict  her. 

Invocaliim  for  a  Spirit  of  InUlFigence, 

yAtabou.  I  long  to  know 
•  my  tiear  Mistreas  fares,  and  be  infnrm'd 
I  hand  she  now  holds  on  thi;  trouhled  blood 
er  incensed  Lord.     Mcthought  the  Spirit 
o  he  had  utter'd  his  perplcxt  preaag«, 
rew  his  chang'd  countenance  headlong  into  clouds ; 
b  forehead  bent,  as  he  would  hide  his  face : 

k'd  bia  chin  against  his  darken 'd  breast. 
d  struck  a  churlish  silence  thro'  his  powers. — 

ir  of  Darkness  :  O  thou  King  of  Flames, 
it  with  th;  music-footed  horse  dost  strike 
r  light  out,  of  chrystol,  on  dark  earth ; 
And  hurl'st  instructive  fire  about  the  vrorld : 
Wake,  woke  the  drowsy  and  enchanted  night. 
That  sleeps  with  dead  eyes  in  thb  heavy  riddle*. 
(Jr  thou.  Great  Prince  of  Shades,  where  never  sun 
.Sticks  his  far-darted  beams :  whose  eyes  ore  made 
To  irt-  in  darkness  and  sec  ever  best 
Ulicre  sense  is  blindest:  open  now  the  heart 
Of  Ihy  abashed  oracle,  that,  for  fear 
Of  some  ill  it  includes,  would  fain  lie  hid ; 
And  rise  'Ihou  with  it  in  thy  greater  light -f-. 

»  Friar  tHuaadet  tkr  IlaitanH  oj  Tamyrafrowi  mengf, 
r  wifc'a  ottsnoe  serves  not,  were  it  the  wont 

H  la  know  the  htp  of  Tun^n,  ohoH  inlilgiM  wUli  his 

OT«tvd  by  linr  llusbioJ. 

Y  TUi  cbIIIui  upon  I'll;!!!  uid  IlirliDra*  tbt  Inforawtiaa,  bat,  iboia 
'  -       ■       -^        -    ■„.  Spifil— ■■  Thre*  lu«  cl«n«M  nmnUnanrc 
.It  iiciiiOuIdu*,  to  Ihcr  cuidling  uf  ihe  IiUhiI 
•"■wiUni  in  I'oeirjr  Ukc  tl. 
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You  can  ima^ne,  without  greater  pn>o&, 
To  sever  your  etental  bmids  and  bearts ; 
Much  less  to  touch  her  with  s  bloody  hand : 
Nor  b  it  manly,  much  leu  Iiuabfuidlj, 
To  expiate  any  frailty  in  your  wife 
With  chiu-Ush  strokes  or  bea^y  odds  of  stmigtb— ■ 
Hie  atony  birth  of  clouds  ■  will  touch  no  laurel, 
Nor  any  sleeper.     Your  wife  is  your  laurel. 
And  sweetest  sleeper ;  do  not  touch  her  *1m™  ; 
Be  not  more  rude  than  the  wild  seed  of  v^ioar 
To  her  that  is  more  gentle  thsD  it  iiul& 


EDWARD    THE   THIRD :     AN    HISTORICAL    PLAY. 
AUTHOR  UNKNOWN,  1597. 

Hie  King,  having  relieved  Ike  CailU  of  Oie  itroic  CiMMr 
aj  SalUbtatf,  beiiegfd  6y  the  Scott,   and   i 
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n  she  would  talk  of  peaci;,  methinks  her  tongue 
mmnadcd  war  to  prison  :  when  or  war, 
Vakeu'd  Caisar  from  his  Koman  grave, 
nar  bututified  by  her  discourse. 
i  foolishness,  but  in  h«r  tongue ; 
luty  a  slander,  hut  in  her  fair  face ; 

summer,  but  in  lier  cheerful  looks : 
ir  froBty  winter,  but  iu  her  disdain. 

1  blame  the  Sirots  that  did  besiege  her, 
r  she  is  all  the  treasure  of  our  land ; 
A  call  them  cowards,  that  they  na  away ; 
bring  so  rich  and  fair  a  cause  to  stay. 

7^  CouiUeit  TfpeU  Ihc  King't  tinlawfid  not. 
I  Counleti.  Sorry  I  am  to  see  my  liege  so  sad  : 
It  may  thy  subject  do  to  drive  from  thee 
«  gloomy  consort,  sullome  Melancholy  ? 
tXing.  Ah  Lady  I  I  am  blunt,  and  c&Ruot  strew 
e  flowers  of  soUco  in  a  ground  of  shame. 
p  I  came  hither  Countess,  1  am  wrong'd. 
Cuun.  Now  God  forUd  that  any  in  my  house 
Should  think  my  sovereign  wrong  I  thrice-gentle  king 
Acquaint  me  with  your  cause  of  discontent. 

King.  How  near  then  shall  I  be  to  remedy  ? 
I  Coun.  As  near,  my  liege,  as  all  my  woman's  power, 

D  pawn  itsrlf  to  buy  thy  remedy. 
I  King.  If  thou  spcak'st  true,  then  hove  1  my  redress, 
e  thy  power  to  redeem  my  joys, 
i  i  am  joyful,  Countess  ;  else  I  die. 
I  Covn.  I  will,  my  liege. 
I  King.  Swear,  Countess,  that  thou  wilt. 
1  Coitn.  By  heaven  I  will. 
f  King.  Then  uke  thyself  a  little  way  aside, 
Ami  tell  thyself,  a  king  doth  dote  on  thee. 
Say  that  within  thy  power  it  doth  lie 
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To  make  him  happy,  and  that  tlioa  hast  awon 
To  give  him  all  the  joy  within  thy  power. 
Do  thia ;  and  tell  him,  when  I  shall  be  h^ipy. 

Coun.  All  thia  ia  done,  my  thrice-dread  aoTtniga. 
That  power  of  love,  that  I  have  power  to  give. 
Thou  hast,  with  all  devout  obedience. 
Employ  me  how  thou  wilt  in  proof  thereof. 

King.  Thou  hear'st  me  aay  that  I  do  dote  on  tiMe. 

Coun.  If  on  my  beauty,  tajce  it  if  thon  canst : 
Though  little,  I  do  prise  it  ten  times  lesa ; 
If  on  my  virtue,  take  it  if  thou  canst ; 
For  virtue's  store  by  giving  doth  augment. 
Be  it  on  what  it  will,  that  I  can  give, 
And  thou  canst  take  away,  inherit  it. 

King.  It  is  thy  beauty  that  I  would  enjoy. 

Coun.  O  were  it  painted,  I  would  wipe  it  oS, 
And  dispossess  myself  to  give  it  thee  j 
But,  sovereign,  it  is  soulder'd  to  my  lifei 
Take  oac,  and  both ;  for,  like  an  humble  shadow. 


b  exchange,  I  tender  to  thee  mine. 
un.  But  that  your  lips  were  sacred,  my  Lord, 
B  would  profane  the  holy  name  of  love. 
it  lovts  you  offer  me,  you  cannot  give ; 
f  Ciesar  owea  that  tribute  to  his  Queen. 
it  love,  you  beg  of  me,  1  cannot  give  ; 
r&  owes  that  duty  to  her  Lord. 
Lt  doth  clip  or  counterfeit  your  stam[), 
ie,  my  Lord  :  and  shall  your  sacred  self 
nit  high  treason  'gainst  the  King  of  Heaven, 
'  ifl  image  in  forbidden  metid, 
letting  your  allegiance  and  your  oath  ? 
I  violating  marriage'  sacred  law, 
n  break  a  greater  Honour  than  yourself. 
B  Kingt  is  of  a  younger  house 
1  To  be  uuirried:   your  progenitor, 
e-reigning  Adam  on  the  universe, 
f  Gud  was  honuur'd  for  a  married  Man 
it  not  by  him  anointed  for  a  King. 
~s  a  penalty  to  break  your  statutes, 
)'  not  enacted  with  your  Highness'  hand ; 
*  much  more  to  infringe  the  holy  acU 
e  by  the  mouth  of  God,  siwl'd  with  his  hand 
ray  Sovereign,  in  my  Husband's  love. 
Doth  but  to  try  the  Wife  of  Salisbury, 
Whether  she  will  hear  a  wanton's  tale  or  do  : 

I  It  being  guiliy  therein  by  my  stay, 
BDi  that,  not  from  my  liegp,  I  turn  away- 
K 
i 


King'  ^\'betlle^  is  her  beauty  by  her  words  divine  ? 
an  her  words  sweet  chaplains  to  her  beauty  ? 
th«  wind  doth  beautify  a  sail, 
u  «  s«)  become*  the  unseen  wind, 
do  her  words  li^r  bvuutieii,  beauty  words. 
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Cowl  He  hath  iwoni  nie  by  tb  oune  of  God 
To  bre&k  a  vow  made  in  th«  name  of  God. 
What  if  I  swear  by  this  right  hand  of  mine 
To  cot  thia  right  hand  off?  the  better  war 
Were  to  profajie  the  idol,  than  confoond  it. 
FJatUry. 

■ O  thou  World,  great  nurse  of  flattery. 

Why  dost  thou  tip  men's  tongues  with  golden  wonfa, 
And  poise  tbdr  deeds  with  weight  of  heavy  I«bj<, 
That  foir  performance  cannot  follow  promise  ? 
O  that  a  man  might  hold  the  heart's  close  book 
And  choke  the  lavUh  tongue,  when  it  doth  utter 
The  breath  of  falsehood,  not  character'*!  there  I 

Sin,  loaril  n  Higk  Plant. 
An  honoiuuble  grave  is  more  esteemed. 
Than  the  polluted  closet  of  a  king ; 
Tlie  greater  man,  the  greater  is  the  thing. 
Be  it  good  or  bad,  that  he  shall  imdertake. 


ICTUR  DUDYPOL:  A  COMRDY.    AUTHOR  tSK.NOW 


!    LaiieaiiuT^h,   at    a    Paintrr.    pain/it 
grotcico. 


I   Ait    Afatmi    «l 


.  Welcome  bright  Mora,  that  with  thy  ^Ideu 
ray« 
il'ft  the  radiant  colours  of  the  world ; 
kolc  here,  and  aw  if  thou  canst  &a6  diapmd 
e  glorious  parts  of  fair  Lucilia  I 
p  them,  and  joid  them  in  the  heavenly  sphem ; 
d  fix  ihoin  there  as  an  eternal  light, 
ten  to  adore  and  wonder  at. 
.  You  ]>ainl  your  flattering  words.  Lord  Laasen- 

ing  a  curious  pencil  of  your  tongue ; 

,1  fur  artificial  hand  of  yours 
e  filter  to  have  paint«d  Heaven's  fine  story, 
n  here  to  work  on  auli(.'s,  and  ou  mci 
y  lake  you  of  a  noble  Eitrl 
e  gkd  to  be  a  mercenary  Paintt^r. 
Laii.  A  I'aiutcr,  fair  Lucilia :  why,  the  world 
mth  all  her  beauty  was  by  paintinu  made. 
I,uok  on  the  heavens,  i-oluur'd  with  golden  stars, 
Thr  firmamcntd  part  of  it  all  blue. 
I»tik  on  the  Kir,  whcrr  with  an  hundred  cbaoget 
Tlie  walcry  t^obow  duth  embrace  the  earth. 

r  fields,  adum'd  with  flower*. 
«  much  b  Nature's  painting  honour 'd  thov. 
k  b  the  mines,  and  on  the  eastern  shore, 

mr  metals  and  dear  gems  are  drawn ; 
Iwmsvlvo^,  made  betiur  by  tfaitir  fuili 
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Look  on  that  Uttle  world,  the  Two-fold  Msn, 

Whose  hirer  parcel  is  the  weaker  still ; 

And  see  what  azure  veins  in  stream-like  form 

Divide  the  rosy  beauty  of  the  skin. 

I  speak  not  of  the  sundry  shapes  of  beuta ; 

The  several  colours  of  the  elements. 

Whose  mixture  shapes  the  world's  Tariety, 

In  making  all  things  by  their  colours  known. 

And,  to  conclude — Nature  herself  divine 

In  all  things  she  has  made  is  a  mere  Painter. 

Liic.  Now  by  this  kiss,  the  admirer  of  thy  skill. 
Thou  art  well  worthy  th'  honour  thou  hast  given 
With  thy  so  sweet  words  to  thy  eye-ravishing  Art ; 
Of  which  my  beauties  can  deserve  no  part. 

Lata-  From  these  base  antics,  where  my  hand  bl 
'spersed 
Thy  several  parts,  if  I.  uniting  all. 
Had  figured  there  the  true  Lucilia, 
Then  might  thou  justly  wonder  at  m;  art ; 


e  imit^  of  the  Guditess  and  her  Son, 
n  anciuito  held  the  .Sovereigns  of  Love, 
aturatly  wrought  out  of  the  stone, 
kpdcs  the  perfect  ahapc  of  every  limb, 
indfts  the  ffondroua  life  of  her  brig'ht  hair, 
[%8ring  mantle  of  celestisl  blue, 
pbroidering  itself  with  flaming  stars  ; 
Wt  etcelleni  1  and  see  besides, — 

w  Cu{iid's  wing>i  do  spring  out  of  the  stone, 
B  if  they  needed  not  the  help  of  Art. 

r^  LaueiAurgh,  for  lamr  diilaitf.  Jieri  Liialia.  who  foUomi 

,  Wilt  ihou  not  cease  then  to  pursue  me  still ': 
I  entreat  thee  to  attend  me  thus, 
n  thou  would' St  jutnt  and  rest ;  then  your  soft  feet 

d  be  repining  at  these  niggard  stones : 
r  I  forbid  thee,  thou  pursueat  like  wind ; 
B  tedious  spae«  of  time,  nor  storm  can  tire  tli«e. 
1 1  will  seek  out  tome  high  slippery  close. 

■B  every  step  shall  reach  the  gate  of  death. 
it  fear  may  make  thee  cease  to  follow  me. 

'.  There  will  I  bodiless  be,  when  yon  are  there; 
t  love  di'^piwth  death,  and  scomelh  fear. 

'"I  wonder  where  some  despi-nite  river  parts 
c  solid  continent,  and  swim  from  thcc. 

.  .\nd  there  I'll  follow,  though  1  drown  for  thee 
r.  O  weary  of  the  way,  and  of  my  life, 
shiiU  i  rest  my  sorrow'd,  tired  Umbs? 
,  Rest  in  my  bosom,  rest  yon  hero,  my  Lord : 
L  place  securer  you  can  no  way  find — 

/.AH.  Nor  morn  unfit  for  my  unpleasMl  mind, 
i  beavy  clumber  calls  me  to  the  earth; 
'^    e  will  I  sleep,  if  sleep  will  hirbmir  here. 
.  Unbealthful  b  the  meUncholy  eorlb ; 
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O  let  my  Lord  rest  on  LucilU's  lap. 

Ill  help  to  shield  you  from  the  searching  air. 

And  keep  the  cold  damps  from  your  gentle  blood. 

Latt.  Pray  thee  away;  Tor,  whilst  thou  art  sodMT. 
No  steep  will  seiie  on  my  suspidoiu  eyea. 

Imc.  Sleep  then  ;  and  I  am  pleased  Ear  off  to  at, 
Ljke  to  a  poor  and  forlorn  centincl. 
Watching  the  unthankful  sleep,  that  seven  me 
From  my  due  part  of  rest,  dear  Love,  with  thee. 

An  EnehmOeT,  who  ii  enamoured  ofLttcHm,  cAarmt  tie  E^t 
a  dead  lUep,  and  LuciBa  to  aforgetfidiutt  afker  pad  kme. 

Enchanter  ((o  Lattmburgh).  Lie  there;  and  lose  tin 
memory  of  her. 
Who  likewise  hath  forgot  the  love  of  thee 
By  my  encfaantments  i-'-come,  ait  down,  liur  Nympl^ 
And  taste  the  sweetness  of  these  heav'nly  cates, 
W'hilst  from  the  hollow  crannies  of  this  rock 
Music  shall  sound  to  recreate  my  Love. 
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Hanging  on  erery  leaf  an  orient  pearl. 
Which,  struck  together  with  the  silken  wind 
Of  their  loose  mantles,  made  a  silver  chime. 
*Twa8  I  that,  winding  my  shrill  bugle  horn. 
Made  a  g^lt  palace  break  out  of  the  hill, 
Fiird  suddenly  with  troops  of  knights  and  dames, 
Who  danced  and  revel'd ;  whilst  we  sweetly  slept 
Upon  a  bed  of  roses,  wrapt  all  in  gold. 
Dost  thou  not  know  me  now  ? 

Imc.  Yes,  now  I  know  thee. 

Enclu  Come  then,  confirm  this  knowledge  with  a  kiss. 

Luc.  Nay,  stay ;  you  are  not  he :  how  strange  is  this ! 

Enclu  Thou  art  grown  passing  strange,  my  Love, 
To  him  that  made  thee  so  long  since  his  Bride. 

Z/tMT.  O  was  it  you  ?  come  then.     O  stay  awhile. 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  am ; 
Nor  you,  nor  these  I  know,  nor  any  thing. 


THE  GENTLEMAN  OF  VENICE :  A  TRAGI-COMEDY. 
BY  JAMES  SHIRLEY,  1665. 

Giovanni,  of  noble  extraction,  but  brought  up  a  Gardener ,  and 
ignorant  of  any  greater  birtk,  lovet  Bellaura^  a  Princess:  and 
it  beloved  again, 

Bellaura.    Giovanni. 

BelL  How  now,  Giovanni ; 
What,  with  a  sword !     You  were  not  used  to  appear 
Thus  arm'd.     Your  weapon  is  a  spade,  I  take  it 

Gio.  It  did  become  my  late  profession,  Madam ; 
But  I  am  changed — 

BelL  Not  to  a  soldier  ? 

Gio*  It  it  a  title,  Madam,  will  much  grace  me ; 

T  2 
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And  with  the  beat  collectioD  of  my  thoiwfats 
I  have  amlntion  to  the  wars. 

Bell  You  have? 

Gio.  O  'tis  a  brave  profession  and  rewards 
All  loss  we  meet,  with  double  weight  ia  glorv ; 
A  calling,  Princes  atiU  are  proud  to  own ; 
And  some  do  willingly  forget  their  crowns. 
To  be  commanded.    'Tis  the  spring'  of  all 
We  here  entitle  fame  to ;  Emperors, 
And  all  degrees  of  honours,  owing  all 
Their  names  to  tins  employment ;  in  her  vast 
And  circular  embraces  holding  Kings, 
And  making  them ;  and  yet  so  kind  as  not 
To  exclude  such  private  things  as  I,  who  may 

Leam  and  commence  in  her  great  arts. Mv  life 

Hath  been  too  useless  to  my  self  and  countiT : 

'Tis  time  I  should  employ  it,  to  deserve 

A  name  within  their  registry,  that  bring 

The  wealth,  the  harvest,  home  of  well-bought  hononr. 


■,  Madam,  1  am  in  love. 
Id  love  with  whom  ? 
.  With  one  I  dare  not  name,  she  is  so  much 
my  birth  and  fortmic«. 
.  I  commend 
r  9ighu     But  doea  she  know  it? 

r  with  so  much  boldness  to  discover 
0  f^reat  ambition ;  it  is  here  slill 
I  rtrange  and  busy  guest, 

BflL  And  you  think  absence 

May  nire  this  wound — 

Gio.  Or  death— 

Btll.  I  may  presume 

You  think  she's  fair — 

Gio.  I  dare  as  sooo  question  your  beauty,  Mudoin, 
The  only  ornament  and  star  of  Venice, 
I'ardon  the  bold  comparison  ;  yet  there  ia 
Something  m  you,  resembles  my  great  Mistrew. 
She  blushes — (afidf). 
Such  very  beams  dl:tpeneth  her  bright  eye. 
Powerful  tu  restore  decrepit  nature ; 
Jlut  when  she  frowns,  and  changes  from  her  >we«t 
:,  (u  in  my  fears  I  see  you  uun, 
ended  at  my  boldness,)  nhc  does  blast 
t  GiovBoni  thus,  and  thus  I  wither 
It  heart,  and  wish  myself  a  thing  lost  In 
■y  own  forgotten  dust. 


DEVIL'S  UI.W  CASB. 


I  must  talk  to  you,  like  a  Divine,  of  patieoce. 

I  have  heard  some  talk  of  it  very  mucb,  and  many 
Times  to  their  auditors'  impatience ;  but  I  pray, 
What  practice  do  tbey  make  oa't  in  their  lives  7 

They  are  too  fiill  of  choler  with  living  honest, 

And  some  of  them  not  only  impatient 

Of  their  own  slightest  injuries,  but  stark  mad 

At  one  another's  preferment. 

ScpuUurt. 

Two  Bellmen,  a  Capuchin;    Romelio,  and othm. 

Cap.  For  pity's  sake,  you  that  have  t«ara  to  shed. 


OEViL'G  LAW  CASE. 

'  Horn.  Very  well  then — 
a  (--rrtain  metlitatlon, 

m  think  of,)  aomcn'hat  to  this  purpose ; — 
it  to  you,  while  my  mother  there 
ntmbers  her  beads. — 

You  that  dwell  n<-ar  these  graven  and  vaulta, 
lich  oft  do  hide  physicians'  faults, 
wh&t  a  small  room  does  suffice 
b  express  men's  goods ;  their  Tanitiei 
611  more  volume  in  small  hand, 
II  the  cvideDcc  of  Church  Land, 
tnerals  hide  men  in  civil  wearing, 

o  the  Drapers  a  good  hearing ; 
e  th'  Heralds  laugh  in  their  black  rayment; 
d  all  die  Worthies,  die  with  payment 
tb'  Altar  offerings:  tbu'  their  fame, 
d  all  the  charity  of  their  name, 

D  heav'n  and  this,  yield  no  more  light 
n  rotten  trees,  which  shine  in  th'  night. 

k  the  last  Act  be  best  iij  th"  Flay, 
d  then  rest  gentle  bones !  yet  prey, 
^t  when  by  the  Precise  you're  view'di 
I  Bupcrsedcas  be  not  lucd ; 

Du  to  a  place  more  airy, 
l^t  in  your  stead  they  may  keep  chary 
Stockfish,  or  seacoal ;  for  the  abuses 
Of  sacnlrge  have  turn'd  graves  ta  vilder  uses. 
How  th(^ii  can  any  monument  say, 
Here  rest  tliese  bone*  to  the  Last  Day ; 
_Wlicn  Time,  swift  both  of  foot  and  feather, 

bj  bear  tbem  the  SextoD  knows  not  whither? — 

]  cvo  I  thirn,  tho'  my  tut  sleep 
I  in  th«  dmart,  or  in  the  deep ; 
B  luvp.  nor  taper,  day  and  night, 
tgtrt  my  charnel  charge«ble  light  ? 
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I  hare  there,  like  qiunti^  of  gronod; 
And  at  the  last  day  1  shall  be  found*." 

Immature  Dt^iJk, 
Contarino's  dead. 

0  that  he  should  die  so  soon  ! 

Why,  I  pray,  tell  me : 

Is  not  the  shortest  fever  best  ?  and  ore  not 

Bad  pUya  tJie  vorae  for  their  length  ? 

1  have  a  plot,  shall  breed. 

Out  of  the  death  of  these  two  nobleineD  ; 
Th'  adTancement  of  our  house — 

Oh  take  heed 
A  grave  U  a  rotten  foundadon. 


I  love  the  Piece  ne  are  in  band  with  better) 
D  aU  the  excellent  work  we  hare  done  boforo. 
Molhrfi  AngtT. 
Wj,eonora.  Ha,  my  Son  1 
||  be  a  fury  to  him ;  like  an  Amazon  ladif , 
It  off  this  right  pup  th&t  gave  him  suck, 
p  shoot  htm  dead.     I'll  do  more  tender  him, 
a  wolf  stol'n  to  my  teat  in  th'  night, 
d  robb'd  me  of  mj  milk. 

Diilrattionfnrm  GailL 
I  Ltotiorn  {lold).  Ha,  ha  !  What  say  you  ? 
n  somewhat  metbinka ;  it  may  be, 
■y  Evil  Genius.— Do  not  the  bclU  ring  ? 
,  strang«  noise  in  my  head.     Oh,  fly  in. 
Die,  age,  and  wither  me  into  the  malice 
W  those  that  hare  been  happy ;  let  me  have 
e  property  for  more  than  the  devil  of  hell ; 
e  envy  the  pleasure  of  youth  heartily  ; 
t  in  this  life  fear  no  kind  of  ill, 
it  have  no  good  to  hope  for.     Let  me  sink, 
e  neither  man  nor  memory  may  find  me.   (faffltW 
th«  ground.) 

Coii/twor  (enteritig).   Vou  are  well  employ 'd,  I  hope ; 
the  best  pillow  in  th'  world 
For  this  your  contemplation  ia  the  eutb. 
And  the  best  object,  Heaven. 
Leonnrn.   I  am  whimpering 

To  a  dead  friend 

O&ilariiri. 
ihosis  that  would  oppose  this  union, 

■ubtlf,  and  entangle  tbemtelvet 
their  own  work,  like  spiders  ;  while  we  two 
Hwt«  to  our  noble  wishm ;  and  presume. 


^^th« 
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The  hindraiice  of  it  will  breed  more  deliglit, — 

As  bUck  copanaments  shews  gold  more  bright 

FaKngout. 
To  draw  the  lecture  of  Unkiadnew  truly 
Is,  U>  express  two  that  have  dearly  loved 
And  fal'n  at  variance. 


THE  BRIDE:  A  COMEDY.     BY  THOMAS  NABB6,  lU 
ATitiqttitiet. 
HoRTEN,  a  Collector.     His  friend. 
Friend.  You  are  learned  in  Antiquities  P 
Hort.  A  little.  Sir. 
I  should  affect  them  more,  were  not  tradition 
One  of  the  best  assurances  to  ahow 


THE  BRIDE. 

With  moulilingi,  lis  scarce  possible  to  find 
"■^  Any  but  copies. 
A        Frimii.  Yet  yon  are  confident 
Of  yours,  thai  are  of  more  doubt. 

Ilort.  Others  from  their  easiness 
May  cr^il  vchat  they  please.     My  trial's  such 
~~  I  Of  any  ibiii^  I  doubt,  all  the  impostore, 
It  ever  made  Antiquity  ridiculous, 
kBnot  deceive  me.      If  I  light  upon 
^'Alight  thafa  above  my  skill,  I  have  recourse 
To  those,  whose  judgment  at  the  second  riew 
(If  not  the  first)  will  tell  ine  what  Philosopher's 
That  eye-less,  nose-less,  mouth-less  Statue  is, 
And  who  the  workman  was  ;  tho'  since  his  death 
Tliousands  of  years  have  been  revolved. 

Aeddcnti  lofraitrate  Purpotr. 
How  various  arc  the  events  that  may  depend 
Upon  one  action,  yet  the  end  proposed 
Not  follow  the  intention  I  accidents 
Will  interpose  themselves :  like  those  rash  men, 
Thai  thruHt  into  a  throng,  occasioned 
By  some  tumultuous  lUSerence,  where  perhaps 
Their  busy  curiosity  begets 
New  quarreU  with  new  issues. 


k 


THE   GENTLEMAN  USHER:  A  COMEDY.     BT 
O.  CHAPMAN.  1606. 

yincaOio,  a  Prmee,  (/o  gam  Aim  over  to  JUi  Memt  m  ■  i* 
agmr)  guilt  Bauhlo,  a  Jbrmal  GenUeman  L'iMtr  to  4  0"^ 
Lord,  toilh  commendatioiu  of  kit  wite  ko^tfardailg  d  < 
great  EnterlaaaitenL 

Vine.  —  berideB,  good   Sir,  your  Show  did  due*  » 
well— 

Batt.  Did  it  indeed,  my  Lord  P 

Vine.  O  Sir,  believe  it, 
'Tnas  the  best  faahion'd  and  well-order'd  thing, 
That  ever  eye  beheld  ;  and  therewithal. 
The  St  attendance  by  the  aeiranLi  used. 
The  gentle  guise  in  serving  every  guest. 
In  other  entertainments  ;  every  thing 
About  your  house  so  sortfully  diuposed. 
That  ev'n  as  jn  a  turn-spit  (call'd  a  Jack) 
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A  fittle  man  in  threds  stand  at  the  winder. 
And  feema  to  put  in  act  all  things  about  him, 
Ufting  and  pulling  with  a  mighty  stir, — 
>^    Tet  adds  no  force  to  it,  nor  nothhig  does : 
'     SOf  though  your  Lord  be  a  brave  gentleman, 
And  seems  to  do  this  business,  he  does  nothing. 
Same  man  about  him  was  the  festival  robe 
That  made  him  shew  so  glorious  and  divine. 

£ass.  I  cannot  tell,  my  Lord ;  but  I  should  know, 
If  any  such  there  were. 

Vmc^  Should  know,  quoth  you  ? 
I  warrant,  you  know  weU.     Well,  some  there  be, 
Shall  have  the  fortune  to  have  such  rare  men 
(Like  brave  Beasts  to  their  arms)  support  their  state ; 
When  others  of  as  high  a  worth  and  breed. 
Are  made  the  wasteful  food  of  them  they  feed^ — 
What  state  hath  your  Lord  made  you  for  your  service  ? 

7%^  same  Bassioio  described, 

Lortts  Daughter,  —  his  place  is  great ;  for  he  is  not 
only 
My  father's  Usher,  but  the  world's  beside, 
Because  he  goes  before  it  all  in  folly. 


THE  BASTARD :    A  TRAGEDY.    AUTHOR  UNKNOWN, 

1652. 

Lover*s  Frown, 

Roderigueai,  Thy  uncle,  Love,  holds  still  a  jealoui 
eye 
On  all  my  actions ;  and  I  am  advised, 
That  hii  auspicious  ears 


SM  1 

Are  >tiU  belund  the  hangings ;  Uut  the  semnb 
Have  from  him  in  comnund  to  wst«h  who  visits. 
"Til  safest,  in  my  judgment,  in  his  preface 
That  thou  forb^  to  cast  a  smile  apoD  me ; 
And  that,  Uke  old  December,  1  shouid  look 
With  an  unpleasant  and  contracted  brow. 

Varitta.  What,  canst  thou  change  thy  heart,  my  dw- 
that  heart 
Of  flesh  thou  gav'at  me,  into  adamant, 
Or  ri)pd  marble  ?  canst  thou  frown  on  mc  P 

Rod.  You  do  mistake  me,  sweet,  I  mean  not  so 
To  chai^^  my  heart  ;  111  change  my  countenance, 
But  keep  my  bean  as  loyal  as  before. 

Var.  In  truth  I  canoot  credit  it,  that  thou 
Canst  cut  a  frown  on  me ;  I  prithee,  try. 
Rod.  Then  thus : 

(ffa  trie*,  and  cannot ;  they  tmiU  on  «wA  otitr-) 
Var.  I  prithee,  sweet,  betake  thyself  to  school; 
This  lesson  thou  must  Icam  ;  In  fHitb  thou  art  out. 


LOVE  TRICU. 


ilOVP.  TRICKS:     A  COMEDY      BY  JAMES  SIIIRLRV. 
PaiBoKOtr  Courtthip. 

XJnfnrtuni".    I  must  have  Other  aaiwer,    fur   I    love 

you- 

Id.  Must  I  but  I  don't  »ee  any  necesMty  that 
ost  love  you.     I  do  confess  you  are 

lif.  ()  du  not  raock,  Selina ;  let  not  eKrellL-ncF, 
lich  you  are  full  of,  make  you  proud  and  scornful, 
a  Gentleman ;  though  my  outward  part 
It  attract  affection,  yet  some  have  told  me, 
tare  hath  made  me  what  she  need  not  shame. 
I  look  into  my  heart ;  there  you  shall  see 
innot  despise,  for  there  you  are 
h  all  your  graces  waiting  on  you  ;  there 
e  hath  made  you  a  throne  to  sit,  and  rule 
r  InforUmio ;  all  my  thoughts  obepng, 
d  honouring  you  as  queen,     i'ass  by  my  autsidt^, 
f  breast  I  dare  compare  with  any  man. 

.  But  who  can  see  this  breast  you  boast  of  so  ? 
C  O  'til  an  easy  work ;  for  though  it  be 
o  be  pierced  by  the  dull  eye,  whose  beam 
mt  on  outward  shapes,  there  is  a  way 
e  a  search  into  '\Xa  hidden  st  pass^e. 
yuu  would  not  love,  (o  please  your  sense, 
f,  that  brsn  a  ragged  uitleav'd  top 
pth  of  winter,  may  when  summer  comes 
y  hia  fruit  he  is  not  dead  but  youthful, 
h  once  he  shew'd  no  sap :  my  heart's  a  plant 
B  by  colder  thoughts  and  doubtful  fear). 
Your  frowu  bke  wiat«r  norms  make  it  seem  dead, 
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But  yet  it  is  not  so ;  nuke  it  but  youra. 

And  you  ahaU  see  it  spring,  and  shoot  rbrtli  Imm 

Wortiiy  your  eye,  and  the  oppressed  sap 

Aicend  to  every  part  to  make  it  ^reen. 

And  pay  your  love  with  fruit  when  harvest  corner 

Set.  Then  you  confess  your  love  ia  cold  ai  yet, 
And  winter's  in  your  heart. 

Inf.  Mistake  me  not,  Selioa,  for  I  say 
My  heart  is  cold,  not  love. 

Set.  And  yet  your  lore  is  from  your  heart.  III  wan 

Inf.  0  you  are  nimble  to  mistake. 
My  heart  is  cold  in  your  displeasures  only, 
And  yet  my  love  is  fervent ;  for  your  eye'. 
Casting  out  beams,  maintains  the  flame  it  bums  in. 
Again,  sweet  Love, 

My  heart  is  not  mine  own,  'tis  yours,  you  have  it ; 
And  while  it  naked  U^a,  not  deign 'd  your  bo«om 
To  keep  it  warm,  how  can  it  be  but  cold, 
In  danger  to  be  frozen  7  blame  not  it, 
You  only  are  in  fault  it  hath  no  heat. 

Sri.    \\\W.  Sir:  I   k„a.v  lou  li.u,.  rb,.lon.-,  bul  1 


WEATHERCOCK. 


Falie  Mulrtu, 
IBDMOHB  alone;  havitig  a  Irtter  in  his  hand  fi-uni 
liellafront.  aamring  him  of  her  faith. 
\Scud^  If  what  I  frel  I  could  express  in  nords, 
inks  I  could  speak  joy  enoug-h  to  men 
p  banish  ftadnesB  from  all  love  for  ever. 
u  that  reconcilest  the  faults  of  all 
jp  IVothy  sex,  and  in  thy  single  self 
nfiues  I  nay,  ha*  rngrosi'd,  virtue  enough 
■  frame  a  spadous  world  of  rirtuous  womeu  ! 
id'it  thou  been  the  beginoinif  of  thv  sei, 
IhiDk  the  deril  in  the  sprpent's  gkin 

wanted  running  to  o'er-come  thy  goodnuss : 
nil  hnd  lived  and  died  in  innocency, 
e  whole  creation — 
I  there? — come  m — 
WNfviU.  (nirring.)  What  up  alxeadr.  Scudmore  ? 
f  Scvd.  Good  morrow,  my  dear  Nerill  ? 
[  Aiw.  What's  this  ?  a  letter  I  sure  it  is  not  ao — 
Scud,  Bv   heav'n,  you   mual  excuse  me.     Come,  I 


n  will  I 


l  wronjf  my  fiimdship,  and  your  manners. 


'  Nrr,  Not  fur  tho  world,  my  friend. 

Scud.  Nay,  Sir,  neither  must  you 
Depart  in  anger  from  this  friendly  hand, 
r  I  loT*  you  bottf  f  than  all  men, 
dly  «Ub  all  virtue  in  the  world : 


Yet  thii  would  be  a  ke;  to  lead  jou  to 
A  prise  of  that  importance — 

Nev.  Worthy  friend, 

I  leare  you  not  in  anger, — what  S^jt:  mean  ? 

Nor  am  1  of  that  inqaiBitive  nature  framed. 

To  thirst  to  linow  your  private  businesses. 

Why,  they  conc«m  not  me  :  if  they  be  ill. 

And  dangerous,  'twould  grieve  me  much  to  know  the 

If  good,  be  they  so  ;  thoi^h  I  know  them  not : 

Nor  would  I  do  your  love  so  gross  a  wrong, 

To  covet  to  participate  aSean 

Of  that  near  touch,  which  your  assured  love 

Doth  not  think  fit,  or  dares  not  trust  me  with. 

Scttd.  How  sweetly  doth  your  friendihip  |^y  ■ 
mine. 
And  with  a  simple  subtlety  steals  my  heart 
Out  of  my  bosom  I  by  the  holiest  love 
That  ever  made  a  story,  you  are  a  man 
With  all  good  BO  replete,  that  I  durst  trust  you 
E'en  with  this  secret,  were  it  ungly  mine. 

Nev.  I  do  believe  you.     Farewell,  worthy  friend. 


\  WKATHEKCOCE. 
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(■T  lov*d  these  prying  list'ning  men, 
9k  of  others  'sUtrs  anil  passages  : 
c  among  a  hundrtKl  but  proves  fntse. 
t  and  sland'rous,  and  will  cut  tfaal  throat 
nes  his  anns  about.     I  love  that  Poet, 
Ml  gave  us  reading  "  Not  to  seek  ourselves 
|wnd  ourselves."     Farewell. 
>u  shall  not  go. 

V  redeem  the  fault  I  have  made 
p  euch  a  friend,  but  in  ducloaing  alt. 

'.  Now,  if  vou  lovf  me,  do  not  wrong  me  so ; 

e  you  labour  with  some  serious  thing, 

i  think,  like  fairies'  treasure,  to  reveal  it 

n  burn  your  breast, — 'tis  so  delicious, 

D  much  greater  than  the  coDtincnt. 

.  O  you    have   pierced    my   entrails  with   yuur 

1  I  must  now  explain  all  to  your  eyes. 

{Giiethim  tilt  Lfttfr.) 
md  be  hap{iy  in  mv  happincu. 
fl'tr.  Yet  think  on't ;  keep  thy  secret  and  thy  fnciid 

lire.     O  give  not  roe  the  meana 
p  become  false  hereafter ;  or  thyself 
robable  reason  to  distrust  thy  friend, 
igh  he  be  ne'er  so  near.     I'will  not  i>ee  it. 
JScud.  I  die,  by  hoav'n,  if  you  deny  again, 
rve  for  counsel  ;  take  it,  look  upon  it. 
V  jau  do  not,  it  is  an  equal  plague 
"  'it  hod  been  known  and  published. 
T  God's  sake,  read ;  but  with  this  caution, — 
By  this  right  hand,  by  this  yrt  unslain'd  sword. 
Were  you  my  father  flowing  in  these  wave*, 
Or  m  dear  tun  riliaiuted  out  of  them, 
^^fboald  you  bcimy  thf  soul  of  all  my  hopes, 
^HpU!  the  two  Bri'thrun  (though  luve  made  then  Stars) 
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We  must  be  never  more  both  seen  ag^a. 

iVim.  1  read  it,  fearleaa  of  the  fiwfeitiuc : — 
Yet  WD  you,  be  as  cautelous  not  to  wound 
My  integrity  vith  doubt,  on  likelihoods 
From  nusreport,  but  first  exquire  the  truth.     (rssA.) 

Scud.  She  is  the  food,  the  sleep,  the  «r  1  lire  hj~ 

N«v.  (haemg  read  the  Zietler,')  O  faesT'o,  we  ^ 
like  Gods,  and  do  like  Dogs  I — 

Scud.  What  means  my — 

JVev.  This  day  this  Bcllafiront,  this  rich  heir 
Is  married  unto  Count  Fredenck  ; 
And  that's  the  Wedding  I  was  going  to. 

Scud.  I  prithee  do  not  mock  me ; — ^married  I— 

Nee.  It  is  no  matter  to  be  plaid  withal ! 
But  yet  as  true,  as  women  all  are  false. 

Scud.  O  that  this  stroke  were  thunder  to  my  teas 
For,  Nevill,  thou  hast  spoke  my  heart  in  twain  j 
And  with  the  sudden  whirlwind  of  thy  breath 
Hast  ravish'd  me  out  of  a  temperate  schI, 
And  set  me  under  the  red  burning  sone. 
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^  As  this,  'twill  rise,  I  see  no  difference ; 

A  The  night  doth  visit  me  but  in  one  robe ; 

g  She  brings  as  many  thoughts,  as  she  wears  stars 

^  When  she  is  pleasant,  but  no  rest  at  all : 

^  Vor  what  new  strange  thing  should  I  covet  life  then : 

.    Is  she  not  Cedse  whom  only  I  thought  true  ? 

1^  Shall  Tune  (to  show  his  strength)  make  Scudmore  live, 

TBI  (perish  the  vicious  thought)  I  love  not  thee ; 

Or  thou,  dear  friend,  remove  thy  heart  from  me ! — 


THE  TRIUMPHANT  WIDOW  :   A  COMEDY.    BY  THE 
DUKE  OF  NEWCASTLE,  1677. 

Humours  of  a  Thief  going  to  Executum. 

Ojficert,  Room  for  the  prisoner  there,  room  for  the 
prisoner. 

Pootpcid.  Make  room  there ;  'tis  a  strange  thing  a 
man  cannot  go  to  be  hanged  without  crowding  for  it. 

\9t  Fellow.  Pray,  Sir,  were  not  you  a  km  to  one 
Bmdef* 

Footpad,  No  ;  I  had  run  faster  away  then. 

2nd  Fellow.  Pray,  prisoner,  before  your  death  clear 
your  conscience,  and  tell  me  truly,  &c 

(^All  ask  him  questions  about  robberies.) 

Margery,  I  am  sure  you  had  my  I^y's  gilt  caudle 
cop* 

Footpad.  Yes,  and  would  have  kept  it ;  but  she  has 
it  again,  has  she  not  ? 

James   And  the  plate  out  of  my  buttery — 

*  A  noted  bighwayouin  in  thoM  dayi. 
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Footpad.  Well,  and  had  she  not  h  a^m  7  wto  i  I 
plague  vould  jw  have  ?    yoa  eumine  m«i  at  if  in 
would  hang  me,  after  I  am  banged.     Pay,  officm.'iM 
me  of  these  impertinent  people,  and  let  me  die  in  qmt 

1**  Woman.  Olordl  how  angry  he  is !  thatibmk 
is  a  right  reprobate,  I  warrant  you. 

Footpad.  I  believe,  if  all  of  you  were  \t>  be  fai^ 
which  1  hope  may  be  in  good  time,  you  would  iM  k 
very  merry. 

ind  Woman.  Lord,  what  a  down  look  be  has  I 

\it  Woman.  Aye,  and  what  a  cloud  in  bis  fei^eal 
goody  Twattle,  mark  that — 

2nrf  Woman.  Aye,  and  such  frowning-  wrinkles  I  w 
rant  you,  not  so  much  aa  a  smile  from  him. 

Footpad.  Smile,  quoth  she  I  Tho'  tis  aport  for  jw- 
'tis  none  for  me,  I  assure  you. 

\it  Woman.  Aye,  but  'tjs  so  long  before  von  u* 
hanged. 

Footpad,  I  wish  it  longer,  good  woman. 

\st  Fgllow.  Prithee,  Mr.  Thief,  let  this  be 
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L  Stu/  Officer,  Pray,  be  bulged  i]uiukl;,  Sir ;  for  I  am  lu 

K  Fair  hard  by. 
kXf (  OffivtT,  And  I  am  to  meet  some  friend*  to  drink 
^  a  stand  of  ale  by  and  by. 
\Mt  Woman.  Nay,  pray  let  bim  speak,  and  die  like  a 

aman.  O,  1  have  heard  brave  speeches  at  this 

t-I'itotjiad.  Well,  good  people — if  I  niay  be  bold  to  call 
his  I*ulpit  wa3  not  of  my  chuaing.      I  shall 
rtly  preach  mortality  to  you  without  speaking,  there- 
'  take  example  by  me,  and  then  I  know  what 
me  of  ye.     i  will  be,  1  say,  your  memento  mtirit 
fiag  you  will  all  follow  me. 
1/  /•'eltoie.  O  he  speaks  rarely. 
td  Fellom.  Aye,  does  Latin  it. 
ootpad.  I  have  been  too  covetous,  and  at  last  taken 
.  and  am  very  sorry  for  it.     I  have  been  a  tfreat 
r,  and  condemned  for  it,  which  grieves  me  not  n 
),  thai  I  made  not  my  escape,  and  so  I  hear^ly  repent 
tt,  and  so  I  die  with  ibis  true  confession. 

\tt  Woman  (weifiing).  Mercy  on  him,  for  a  boiler 
nun  was  never  han^red. 
iind  If  Oman.  Sotrueandhcartyrepentance.and  so  pious. 
'2nd  Frltow.  Help  bim  up  hig-her  on  the  ladder.     Now 
you  are  above  us  nlL 

Footpad.  Truly  1  desire  you  were  all  equal  with  roe  : 
I  have  no  pride  in  ibis  world. 

lit  FetioK.  Will  you  not  sing.  Sir,  beforo  you  ara 
hangcdp 

Footpad.  Noi  I  iliank  you  i    I  am  not  so  merrily 
Aspotcd. 

Hangman.  Comei,  ore  you  ready  ? 
FaatptuL   Vus,   1   liave  been   preparing  fur  you  the«e 
many  yvors. 
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Itt  Woman.  Mercy  on  him  and  ssTe  his  better  jm. 

2nd  Woman.  You  we  what  we  mtut  all  come  (& 
(_Hom  hiow  a  rtyritft.) 

Oficer.  A  reprieve  t  how  came  that  P 

Po*l.  My  Lady  Haughty  procured  it. 

Footpad.  I  will  always  say,  while  I  livci  lh>t  br 
Ladyship  is  a  dvil  person. 

\at  Feliow.  Pish,  what  must  he  not  be  hanged  Dm? 

ind  FeUoK.  What  did  we  come  all  this  w«y  for  tb? 

\tt  Woman.  Take  all  this  pains  to  see  nothing  a 

Footpad.  Very  pious  good  people,  I  shall  she*  jm 
no  sport  this  day. 


FooHA  Lender. 
Debtor.  As  to  my  afeire,  you  know  I  stand  indebted 


^^^^^^ 

H 

■*        Debt. 

HtMAllOCCHI.                                    S!)7            ^1 

■ 

Prav  read—                                                                   H 

1*        Cr^  Lent,  the  second  time  I  hw  you,  one  hundrtd        .■ 

J   gidnew. 

■ 

••        D»bt. 

RiKbt.                                                                           H 

'         CV«i. 

Another  Ume  fifty.                                                      ^H 

»          /).if. 

■ 

Crtd. 

Lent  for  a  certain  occaaioo,  which  I  did  not  tetl        ^H 

"     )rou,one 

hundred  and  fitly.                                                                 ^1 

Z>rf(. 

Did  I  not  ?  that  1  should  conceal  any  thing         ^1 

from  my 

friend !                                                                            ■ 

Cr^. 

No  matter.                                                                             ■ 

Dtbt. 

It  looks  like  mistrust,  which  Li  a  wrong  lo         ^M 

friendshi 

^                                  m 

C'.W. 

0  Lord  !                                                                                 H 

Dehl. 

1  am  so  ashamed  t — for  I  dare  trust  my  soul         ^| 

with  yoi 

1.     1  borrowed  it,  to  lend  a  person  of  (('uality. 

whom    I 

rocummpod  to  his  particular  favour,  that  I  might  be  able 

tndoTOi 

1  service  in  your  affairs.                                                  ^_ 

CrU. 

0  did  you  10  ?   then  that  debt  is  as  it  were         ^| 

paid;   n 

1  cro^s  it  out.                                                                  ■ 

IMt. 

By  no  means ;  you  shall  have  it,  or  I  vow —              ^M 

Cred. 

Well,  Sir,  as  you  please.                                              H 

Dfht. 

1   vow  I  wonld  ne'er   have   borrowed   of  you         ^H 

agmin.  as 

long  a»  you  livi-d — but  proceed —                               ^H 

C-p«/. 

Another  lime  one  hundrwl —                                           ^M 

Debt. 

O,  that  wa»  lo  send  intti  Fronw   to  my  wifc  to         ^H 

bring  her  nvrr.  but  tlu>  Queen  would  not  put  with  her        ^M 

M  then :  and  since,  the  is  fallen  sick.                                             ^1 

L   Crtd.  Alas!                                                                     ■ 

^L  J)iAt.  But  pKtty  well  recovered—                                         ^| 

^mc^- 

ThM«  four  sums  taakn  up  four  hundred  gui-         ^M 

^ 

Jittt  «*  can   be;  a  rery  good  account.     I'ut        ^M 
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down  two  hundred  more,  which  I  will  borrow  of  li 
HOW ;  and  theu  il  will  be  just  six  hundred  ;  that  is,  j  ■ 
will  be  no  inconvenience  to  you — 

Cred.   Eub,  not  in  the  least — 

Debt.  It  is  to  make  up  a  sum  of  two  thousand  pouni 
which  I  am  about  to  lay  up  in  houses  I  have  boi^; 
but  if  it  incommode  you,  I  caii  have  it  elsewhere— 

Cred.  O,  by  no  means — 

Debt.   You  need  but  lelj  me,  if  it  will  be  anv  troubl*— 

Cred.  Lord,  Sir,  that  you  will  think  so ' 

Debt.  1  know  some  will  be  glad  of  the  ocauan  » 
serve  me  ;  but  these  are  favours  only  to  be  askd  rf 
special  friends.  1  thought  you,  being  mv  mo^l  e^ttaii 
friend,  would  take  it  ill,  if  you  should  come  to  hcorsfi 
that  I  did  not  ask  you  first— 

Cred.  It  is  a'grcat  honour. 
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SAPHO  AMD  PHAO. 


BY  THE  SAME 


n  pwr  Frrrynian,  praiiei  Aii  condition. — lie  ffrhri  orrr 
U  .*  iMo  inflamel  SojiAo  and  Arm  uM  a  mutual  paition. 

MO.  Thou  art  a  fenymaii,  Phao,  yet  a  freeman : 
leasing  for  riches   content,  and  for  honours  <\\a«\, 
thoughts  are  no  higher  than  thy  fortiuipi,  oor  Ihy 
■es  greater  than  thy  calling-.     Who  climbeth,  standeth 
1(1  falleth   on  thom.     Thy  heart'n  thim  is 
ifiod  with  Ihy  hand's  thrift,  and  thy  gentle  labour*  in 
"ay  turn  to  suvpel  slunihcr*  in  the  night.     As  much 
it  delight  thee  to  rule  thy  oar  in  a  calm  Rtream,  as 
th  Sapho  to  Bway  the  Bceptre  in  her  brave  court. 
r  never  ensteth  her  eye  low.  ambition  pointeth  always 
'ard,  and  revengr  borketh  only  at  itara.     Thou  fereet 
ttely,  if  thou  have  a  fare  to  buy  any  thing.     Thine 
is  ready,  when  thy  oar  is  idle  ;  and  as  sweet  is  thv 
hich  thou  gettest  in  the  river,  as  the  fowl  which 
■rs  huy  in  the  market.     Thou  necdest  not  fear  poison 
in  thy  glass,  nor  treason  in  thy  guard.     The  wind  is  thy 
gr«ale«l  enemy,  whose  might  is  withstood  by  policy.     O 
seldom  found  under  a  golden   covert,  often 
cht  cottage.     Bui  here  conwth  one  ;  I  will 
idraw  myself  aside ;  it  may  Iw  a  pasfenger. 

Venus.  Phao;  Shr,  a*  a  mortaL 
Vrm.  Pretty  youth,  do  you  keep  the  ferry,  that  con- 
dnclPth  to  Symrusa  ? 
I Phat.  The  firry,  fair  lady,  thai  conductcth  to  SjTm- 


J 
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Vm.  I  feu-,  if  the  water  should  lic^  ti>  BwtS,  da 
wilt  want  cunning  to  guide. 

Phao.  Thest'  w&Krs  tire  nrauuaaly  u  tb 
are ;  &nd  therefore,  aury'itig  one  so  fiiir  in  tho«,  Amk 
no  cause  V»  fpar  a  roii^h  sea. 

r«n.  To  pass  the  time  ia  thjr  boat,  oaiut  tlva  dnil 
any  pastimL>? 

PAdu.  U  the  wind  be  nith  me,  I  cam  i^e.  or  l^ 
tales :  if  against  me,  it  will  be  pleasure  for  you  to  »•■ 
take  jiains. 

I  Vn,  I  like  not  fishing ;  yet  waa  I  bora  of  thr  «■■ 
Phao.  But  he  may  blues  6ahiug,  that  esn^  avkl 
one  ia  the  sea. 

Kcti.  It  wasnot  wilhao  angle,  tuyboy.  but  witliaB' 
P&iiD.  So,  waE  it  said,  that  Vulcan  caught  Mm  "i 
VeniB, 

Vm.  Did'tt  thou  lear  so  ?  it  vias  some  tale. 
Phao.  Yen.  Mailani ;  and  that  in  tbc  tnnt  did  I  iM 
to  make  my  Ul*. 

Vfii.  It  is  not  for  a  ferryman  to  talk  of  tbe  CM 
Loves :  but  to  t«ll  how  thy  father  could  dig,  and  tl 
RiaTlier  spin      But  come,  let  us  nway, 
Phao.  I  am  roody  to  wait — 

Sapio,  ilfeplettfirlomri^Pliaii.  irhe  bmtlkrrai  hbcA,  rami 
with  him  aboid  tome  medtdluil  ktrh:  Skr,  a  prat  tiody ;  1 
tJir  poor  FetTymttH.  hiU  now  pnimolrd  In  V  A<r  Gtrinrr. 

Sapho.  \Mial  herbs  have  you  brought.  niw>? 

Phan.  Such  as  will  make  you  *l«ep.  Madam 
they  cannot  make  mo  slumber. 

Snpho,  Why,  how  can  you  cure  me,  whm  you  oan 
remedy  yourself? 

Phao,  Yes,  madam  :  the  causes  are  contrary.  Fu 
is  only  n  dryncM  va  your  braba,  that  kcvpeih  ywo  ft 
rwt.     Bui — 


Sapka.   But  what? 

I'hao.  Nolhing:  but  mine  is 

Saphti.  Nay  then,  1  despair  o 


help,  if  our  disease  he 


Phao.  I  would  our  diseases  were  all  one  I 

Saphn.  Il  goes  hard  with  the  patieut,^wben  the  phv- 
desperate. 

Phnu.  Yet  Meden  made  the  ever-waking  dragon  to 
^ort,  when  she  (jMor  »oiiI)  could  not  wink. 

Sapho.  Medea  was  in  love,  and  nothing  could  rause 

f  mt  but  Jaaon. 

Phao  Indeed  I  know  no  herb  to  make  lovers  sleep 
Iwt  Heart's  Ease :  which,  because  it  growoth  so  high  I 
csnnot  reach,  for — 

Sapho.  For  whom  ? 

Pkan.  For  such  as  love — 

Sapho.  It  stoopeth  very  low,  and  I  can  never  stoop  lo 
It,  that— 

Phao.  That  what  ? 

Saphn.  That  I  may  gather  iL  But  why  do  vou  sigh 
«>,  ITiao? 

Phao.  It  is  mine  use,  Madnm. 

Sapho.  It  will  do  you  hano,  and  me  loo :  for  I  never 
hear  one  sigh,  but  I  must  sigh  also. 

Phaii.  it  were  best  then  that  your  Ladyship  give  mi- 
l««ve  to  be  gone :  for  I  can  but  sigh — 

Saphn.  Nay,  stay ;  fur  now  1  begin  to  sigh,  I  shall 
not  leave,  thoi^h  yuu  bo  gone.  But  what  do  you  think 
best  for  your  sighing,  to  take  it  away. 

Phao.  Yew,  Madam. 

t     Sapho.  Met 
Phao,  No,  Madam ;  Yew  of  the  tree. 
St^ho.  Then  will  I  love  Yew  tin-  better.    And  imlct-d 
tbink  it  would  make  me  sleep  too ;  therefore,  all  othvr 
riaqtlM  K>t  uidc,  1  will  simply  use  only  Yew. 
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Pluio.  Do,  Madam ;  for  I  think  nothing  id  the  miU 
■o  f^ood  as  Yew. 

Sapho.  Farewell,  for  this  time. 

Sapho  queiHom  her  low-plaeed  A^ctian. 
Sapho.  Into  the  nest  of  an  Alcyon  no  bini  nu  taXa 
but  the  AlcyoD :  aad  into  the  heart  of  so  grpat  ■  L*h 
can  any  creep  but  a  great  Lord  ? 

Capid.     Stgiko  cured  of  her  love  btf  tkepiiy  of  Few. 

Cupid,  But  what  will  you  do  for  Fbao  ? 

Sapho.  I  will  wish  him  fortunate,  l^iis  will  I  do  fat 
Phao,  because  I  once  loved  Phao :  for  never  shall  it  b* 
said,  that  Sapho  loved  to  hate  :  or  that  out  of  lore  slw 
could  not  be  as  courteous,  as  she  was  in  love  p 


Phao'iJCnal  retolution. 

Phao.  0  Sapho,  thou  bast  Cupid  in  thy  arms,  I  in  idt 

heart ;  thou  kissest  him  for  sport,  I  inust  oirae  him  fiPT 

spite ;  yet  will  I  not  curse  him,  Sapho,  whom  thou  kinect. 


TRtlE  THOJ.U 


tnooeatioa  of  the  Driiidi  to  Ihe  Godi  a/  Britain,  on  tkr 
mmuion  vfCaar. 

Draw  near,  _ve  Heav'niy  Powers, 
V\'ho  dwell  ill  starry  bowers ; 
And  yc,  who  in  the  deep 
On  tnosBy  pillowe  sleep  ; 
And  yp  who  keep  the  cenlnB, 
Wher«  light  did  ne?cr  pjiter; 
And  ye  whose  habitations 
Are  still  amoDg  the  nations, 
Tu  see  and  hear  our  doings 
Our  births,  our  wars,  our  wooings ; 
Behold  our  present  g^icf : 
Belief  doth  beg  relief. 

By  the  vcnain  and  lunary. 
By  fcm  seed  planetary. 
By  the  dreadful  inisietoc 
Whirh  doth  on  holj-  uak  grow. 
Draw  near,  draw  near,  draw  near. 


Help  r 

sbeselw 

ih  danger. 

Andtu 

rn  away 

Four  anger ; 

Help  u 

s  begirt  with  trouble. 

Andn 

w  vour 

netry  double; 

Helpu 

1  opprest 

with  somiw 

And  fi^ht  for  us 

to-morrow. 

Let  fin 

eunsutue  the  foeinan. 

Utair 

infest  the  Itoman, 

THUS  TEOJANB. 


Let  seas  intomb  their  fury. 
Let  ^ping  earth  them  bury. 
Let  lire,  and  air,  and  wat«r. 
And  earth  coDspire  their  slaug-hter. 


By  the  v 


1,  &p- 


We'l!  praise  theD  your  great  power, 
Each  month,  each  day,  each  hour, 

And  bla^e  in  lasting'  story 
Your  honour  and  your  glory. 
High  altars  tost  in  vapour, 
Young  heifers  free  from  labour. 
White  lambs  for  suck  still  crying, 
Shall  make  your  music  dying. 
The  boys  and  girls  arouod. 
With  honeysuckles  crown'd ; 
I'he  bards  with  harp  and  rhiming, 
n  have  their  brows  e 


chaste  Diana  with  a  ^)ded  quiver. 
Or  dr^ad  ProserpJDa,  sl«m  Dis's  spouse, 

»ah  Lucina,  call'd  iu  child-bed  throes, 
I>uth  thee  delig-ht :  rise  with  a  glorious  fece, 
Creen  drops  of  Nereus  trickling  down  thy  checks, 

,nd  with  bright  homii  united  in  full  orb 
Toss  high  the  seas,  with  billows  beat  the  banks, 
Conjure  np  Neptune,  aud  th'  .'Eolian  slave*. 
Protract  both  night  and  winter  in  a  stono. 
That  Komans  lose  their  way,  and  sooner  land 
At  sad  Avemus'  than  at  Albion's  strand. 
So  may'st  thou  shun  the  Dragon's  head  and  tai]  I 

may  Endymion  snort  on  Latmian  bed  I 
So  may  the  fair  game  fall  before  thy  bow  ! 
~  led  light  on  us,  but  lightning  on  our  f™ 
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HI)  a  heavy  atone, 

tiled  up  a  hill  by  a  weak  child:  I  move 

little  up,  and  tumble  back  again. 

RfKilutioit/or  Iimocenet. 

«  noble  mind  has  not  yet  lost  all  shame. 
11  desist.     My  love,  that  will  not  *i^rve  me 

■  a  true  subject.  111  con<iucr  as  an  enemy. 
O  Fame.  I  will  not  add  another  spirt 
To  thy  pure  robe.     I'll  kecji  my  ermine  honour 
PUr»  and  alive  in  death ;  aud  with  my  end 
■  voA  my  tin  and  shame :  like  Charides, 
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Who  living  to  a  hundred  yean  of  age 
Free  from  the  least  disease,  fearing  a  sickiiessy 
To  kill  it  killed  himself,  and  made  his  death 
The  period  of  his  health. 


SIR  GILES  GOOSECAP :  A  COMEDY.     AUTHOR 

UNKNOWN,  1606. 

Friendihip  in  a  Lord:  tnodesiy  m  a  Gemilewuau 

Clarence  (to  some  mtuiciane).  Thanka,  gentle  friends; 
Is  your  good  lord,  and  mine,  gone  up  to  bed  yet  ? 

Momford.  I  do  assure  you  not.  Sir,  not  yet,  nor  y%, 
my  deep  and  studious  friend,  not  yet,  musical  Clarence. 

Clar,  My  Lord — 

Mom.  Nor  yet,  thou  sole  divider  of  my  Lordship. 

Clar,  That  were  a  most  unfit  division. 
And  far  above  the  pitch  of  my  low  plumes. 
I  am  your  bold  and  constant  guest,  my  Lord. 

Mom.  Far,  far  from  bold,  for  thou  hast  known  me 
long, 
Almost  these  twenty  years,  and  half  those  years 
Hast  been  my  bedfellow,  long  time  before 
This  unseen  thing,  this  thing  of  nought  indeed. 
Or  atom,  call'd  my  LordMp^  shined  in  me ; 
And  yet  thou  mak'st  thyself  as  little  bold 
To  take  such  kindness,  as  becomes  the  age 
And  truth  of  our  indissoluble  love, 
As  our  acquaintance  sprong  but  yesterday ; 
Such  is  thy  gentle  and  too  tender  spirit. 

Clar,  INIy  Lord,  my  want  of  courtship  makes  me  fear 
I  should  be  rude ;  and  this  my  mean  estate 
Meets  with  such  envv  and  detraction, 


ENOLIBH  MOiralBUK. 

Kb  miiconstructions  and  rosolv'd  miMlooins 
y  poor  worth,  that  should  I  lie  advaoccd 
nd  my  unseen  loweBS  but  one  hair, 
lould  be  torn  in  pierea  by  the  spirits 
1  fly  in  ill-lung'd  tempests  thro'  the  world, 
g  the  head  of  virtue  from  her  shoulders, 
e  but  look  out  or  the  ground  of  glory ; 
ixt  whom,  and  me,  and  every  worldly  fortuui 
e  fijfbts  such  bout  and  curst  antipathy, 
aspish  and  so  petulant  a  star, 
it  tH  tlung^  tending  to  my  grace  and  good 
e  ravish'd  from  their  object,  as  I  were 
g  created  for  a  wilderness, 
lUst  not  think  of  any  place  with  men. 


W  kumoiv  o/a  mnailtd  Tnrmtlrr.  «4o  i»  lakn  nitM  etrrn 
Utiag  that  it  Fmdt. 
\  Moiuuur.    Gentletnen.  if  you  pleast'.  let  i 
e  u>g«tber. 

.1  know  a  cook's  shop,  has  the  best  boiled  and 
HI  beeT  in  town. 

'.  Mont.  Sir,  since  you  ore  a  stranger  to  tn 
f  wk  you  what  you  mean ;  but,  were  you  acqUBintnl 
I  me.  1  shouhl  tak«  your  greasy  propoiution  a»  a 
to  my  palate. 

«#.  Sir.  I  only  meant,  by  the  ctwicnt  of  thi* 
ly,  to  dine  well  together. 

■.  jVixu.  Do  you  call  dining  well,  to  eat  out  of  a 
nicli  bouse. 
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Vaine.  Sir,  I  Dndvrsbuid  rou  a*  litUc  a«  ran  ia  b(4 
Eng.  Mons.  Why    then,    to    intrqtnt    my 
pUialy,  if  erer  yoii  make  me  soeh  offer  agaia,  «tfi* 
hear  from  mo  next  tnuraing' — 

Vaiae.  What,  thut  jrou  woold  DM  An«  wUh  mr— 
Eng.  Mom.  Nn,  Sir ;  that  I  frill  fig-ht  with  }w. 
ihort,  Sir,  1  can  only  tvU  yiio,  that  I  b&il  omv  a  £^ 
with  a  certain  persiio  in  this  Icitid.  whn  deftadtd 
English  way  of  eating ;  nhprvupom  I  Mm  Un  a  < 
lengc  as  any  man  that  has  been  ttt  France  voald  I 
done.  Wo  fought;  1  killed  him:  and  whtsvabMH 
you  think  I  hit  him  ? 

I'aine.  I  warrant  you.  in  the  smaQ  pita — 
Enff.  Mont.  I  run  him  through  his  '"t»««fc'»'  ptl 
whicli  rnnde  me  think  the  band  of  jiutic*  gaitd 


lord. 


Eng.  Moiu.  Madam,  leading  your  I^ysUpi  pab 
ill  mind  of  France. 

Ladi,.  Why,  Sir? 

Sng.  Mom.  Because  you  lead  so  likr  FViindi  Ui 

Lady.  Sir,  why  look  you  so  mmMtly  od  the  irni 

Eng,  Mont.  I'll  kj  a  hundred  ponnds,  hare  bM 
three  English  lailies  walking  op  before  n>. 

Crafty.  How  can  you  tell.  Sir  ? 

Eng.  Manx.  By  being  in  FnutRe. 

Crafty.  "What  a  devil  can  he  mean? 

Eng.  Mons.  I  have  often  in  Fnuw* 
gardenst  wheu  the  rorapony  used  to  wslk  after 
shower  of  rain,  the  imprvsaion  of  thr  Krenrh  bdi 
I  have  sn'B  such  bon  mum  in  their  fool 
King  of  Frunce'i  Mniti-t  lit  Dtmnce  roiild 
lauli  with  any  one  tread  amongst  them 
I  find  the  toe*  of  the  English  ladies  rtadj  |i 
upon  another. 


,  Monsieur  Frenchlove,  well  n 
Mont,  I  cannot  My  the  like  to  you,  Sir,  BJDce 
S  lold  you've  done  a  lUmii'd  English  tritlu 
Vninr.  In  what? 

.  In  finding  fault  with  ft  pair  of  tops  I  wore 
',  upon  my  parol,  I  never  had  a  pair  sal 
a  my  life.    My  leg  look'd  in  'em  not  at  all  hke  uu 
hlog. 

'n«.   Sir,  all  that  1  said  of  your  tops  was,  that 

e  such  a  rushing  noise  ns  you  walk'd,  that  my 

3  could  not  hear  one  word  of  the  love  I  made  to 

.  Mont.  Sir,  I  cannot  help  that ;  for  I  shall 
Itify  my  tops  in  the  noise  they  were  guilty  of,  since 
13  Alataodt  of  France.     Can  you  Bay  'iwaa  an  English 

,',  though  your  tops  were  made  in 
uice,  they  made  a  noise  in  England. 

.  Mont.  But  still.  Sir,  'twas  a  French  n 
[  Vtun:  But  cannot  a  French  noise  binder  a  man  from 
■ring? 

■.  Mont,  No,  certainty,  that's  a  demonstration ;  for. 
k  you.  Sir,  a  French  noise  is  agreeable  to  the  air,  and 
refore  not  unagreeable,  and  therefore  not  prejudicial, 
T  hearing ;  that  is  to  say,  to  a  person  that  has  s 
the  world. 

The  Moniicnr  comrort*  himfeir,  when  hit  miilmi  rqcrli  faiin, 
'Iwu  ■  denial  with  ■  Prmch  tone  of  roioe.  Mi  that  't*M 
and.  at  her  Anal  dcpannre,  "  Do  yon  >ec,  Kr,  how 
Imtc*  na }  ibe  irilki  ■•■y  with  «  French  ilep." 


THK  HECTOKS, 


A  H'ailaig  Maid  wArrJ/^  an  ttU  Jmtticr-  imtm  ri  ttbf.  tU  &• 
iMdff  it  H  lotv  tnlA  iim. 

Maid.  I  Ihink  there  ocrcr  wsa  Wonun  of  >o  xin^ 
It  humour  ss  she  is  for  the  worU  ;  far  fron  bur  li 
she  ever  Aa\»&  on  old  mt>n.     I  have  Heard  her  mj,  d 
in  these  her  late  Uw  troubles,  it  Itsa  bren  do  b 
fort  to  her.  that  she  has   bem   cDnvirnaot  with  i 
counsellors  and  Serjeants ;  and  what  n  happioMt  ri 
sometimes  to  look  an  hour  together  upow  th*-  Jud 
She  will  gu  and  walk  a  whole  afternoon  i 
House  Garden,  on  purpose  to  view  the  ancient  Geo 
there.     Not  long  a^o  there  waa  a  yoong  Gcotboiiii  bfri 
nbout  the  tonn  who,  hearing  of  her  ridiest  ■>■■)  liw*nv 
this  her  humour,  had  almost  got  her,  by  Mun 
himself  to  be  an  old  man. 

Justice.  And  how  came  he  to  miss  her  ? 

Maid.  The  strangliest  that  ever  you  hcwd;  1 
things  were  agreed,  the  very  nritings  draim,  uid 
he  came  to  seal  them,  beeause  he  set  his  name  *■ 
usinir  a  pair  of  spectacles,  she  would  never  »e<c  bt» 

Juitice.  Nay,  if  she  oouM  love  an  old  n 

Thr  Wailing  Maid  placet  Ike  JuMtier,  wierr  Ar  m  m 
thorn  SicQuTK  of  the  Lady  uiti  a  pntemird  Smlift. 

Brother .  What  is  the  tnattflr,  Sster?  you  do  not  4 
to  he  so  strange  to  me. 

Lady.  I  do  not  Indeed :  but  now  metlUnlu  I  e 
conceal    any  thing;  yet  I  could    wish    you    eaoU  i 
Kuets  my  thoughta,  and  look  iiito  my  i  '    ' 
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kt  Ktrnnge  puBions  have  ruled  there  of  late,  wjlhoul 
ring  me  to  strain  my  modesty. 

Broth.  VntaX,  are  you  in  love  with  anybody?     Come, 
me  know  the  party;  a  brother'*  advice  may  do  you  no 

Broth.  VMiat,  is  it  any  son  or  kingman  of  hi»? 

Sitl.  No,  no.  (She  weepi.) 

Broth    Who  then? 

Sitl.   I  have  lold  you — 

Sroth.    \Vhal,  that  feeble  and  dwrepit  piece  of  age — 

Sut.  Nay,  brother — 

—that  antic  relique  of  the  last  century— 
Sift.  Alas,  dear  brother,  it  is  but  too  tnic. 
Broth.  It  a  impossible. 
Sitt.  One  would  think  so  indeed. 
Broth.  I  grant,  you  may  bear  a  reverence  and  regard, 
to  your  father's  ashes,  or  your  grandsire's  tomb. 
Sitt.  Alas,  brother,  you  know  1  never  did  atl<«t  those 
ia  though  pleasing  braveries  of  youth,  but  still  have  set 
y  mind  on  the  more  noble  part  of  man,  which  age  doth 

more  reliue  and  elaborate,  than  it  duth  depress  and  sink 

this  same  conicroptible  clod. 
Jiatift.  I  see,  she  loves  me. 

k   1 

HBT  FO9  HONESTY;   A  COMEnV,      BY  T.  RA.XDOLTU 
■■  1651. 

To  Plutut. 

Ud  not  Will  Sommen  breslc  Iiis  wind  for  thee  ? 

And  Aikkespeare  therefore  writ  his  comedj  ? 

All  tlmigs  acknowledge  thy  vast  power  liivute. 

QfMt  God  of  Money,  whose  most  powerful  shine 

GKtm  motion,  life ;  day  rises  from  thy  sight, 
-   Thy  wtling  though  al  noon  makes  pitchy  night. 

Sole  ntliolic  i-aiise  of  what  we  feel  and  ^ 

AH  In  this  al!  Br«  but  the  effects  of  thee. 
Riche*  above  Ponerij/ ;  a  tylk^um. 

—  My  major,  Th&t  which  b  most  noUe,  i>  wal 
honorable.  But  Poverty  is  more  noble.  Mj  miiiir  I 
prove  thus.  Whose  bouses  are  most  anciHit,  thcMc  at 
moat  noble.  But  Poverty's  houses  are  most  aaatat-,lpt 
some  of  them  are  so  old,  like  Vicange  houses,  thn  aic 
every  hour  in  danger  of  falling. 

SietianfT't  Prtjace  4gWe  Ae  Flag. 

Reader,  this  is  a  pleasant  Comedy,  thoogfa  some  n^ 
judge  it  satirical,  'tis  the  more  like  Aristophaoo,  lie 
lather ;  besides,  if  it  be  biting,  'tis  a  biting  age  we  &n 
in ;  then  biting  for  biting.  Again,  Tom  Randal,  tlit 
adoptcif  son  of  Ben  Jonaon,  being  the  Translator  htnoC 
followed  his  father's  steps.  They  both  of  them  lond 
Sack,  and  hamiless  mirth,  and  here  they  shew  it ;  and 
I,  that  know  myself,  am  not  averse  from  h  neiAa'- 
This  1  thought  good  to  acquaint  thee  with.  FanwA 
Thine,  F.  J. 


THE  EXAMPLE-  A  TRAGICOMEDY,    BY  JAS.  sniRLFi'. 


The  hunujur  of  a  a-ari/  Knight,  who  ilcrpi  ali  day,  ami  waiia 
ail  m^hl,  for  trCurHy. —  He  caUt  up  kit  HvuiekM  at  mill- 
ntghl. 

Plot.  DormaDt,  ntiy  Donuant,  thou  eternal  sleeper 
\/\m  voiJd  be  troubled  with  tbeee  lethugies 
About  him  ?  are  you  come,  dreamer  ? 

Donnanl  {entering).  Would  I  were  so  happy.  There's 
1ms  noise  in  a  sieeple  upon  a  Coronation-day.  O  tleep, 
alerp,  tho'  it  wrre  a  dead  one>  would  be  comforuble. 
Your  Worship  might  be  pleased  to  let  my  fellow  Old-rat 
watch  as  well  as  I. 

Plot.  Old-rat  1  that  fellow  is  a  drone. 

Dorm.  He  has  slept  this  haJf  hour  on  the  iron  chert- 
Would  1  were  in  my  grave  to  taki!  a  nap  ;  death  would 
do  me  a  courtesy ;  I  should  be  at  rest,  aiid  hear  no  noise 
of  "  DormatiL" 

Plot.  Hah  I  what's  Uie  matter  F 

Dojin.  Nothing  but  a  yawn,  Sir,  1  do  all  I  can  to  keep 
m)  self  waking. 

Plot.  "Y'a  done  consideralely.  This  heavy  dulness — 
Is  the  disease  of  souls.     Sleep  in  the  night ' 

Dorm.  Shall  I  wake  my  follow  Old-rat?  he  is  re- 

Plot.  Do  :  but  return  you  «rith  him  i  I  have  busineas 
for  both. 

Dorm.  To  hear  us  Join  in  opinion  of  what's  a  clock  ! 
They  talk  of  Endymion  :  now  could  I  sleep  three  livrs. 
(Ktit.) 
\l.  When  other  men  measure  the  houn  with  ilc«p. 


^L/%< 


su 


LOVE'S  SOMIXIOH.    \ 


Careless  of  where  they  are  and  nhom  Umj  tnt>U 
Enposiii^  their  condition  to  danger 
Of  plots,  I  wake  and  wisely  thiol:  prevention. 
Night  w!L9  not  made  to  snore  in  ;  but  so  caltUt 
For  our  imaginations  to  he  stirring  ■ 

Ahout  the  world  ;  this  subtle  world,  this  worU  1 
Of  plots  and  close  conspiracy.     Ther«  is  1 

No  faith  m  man  nor  woman.     Wheres  this  I 

Dorm,  (re-entering  H'ilh  Old-ratS)   Henietheiltc 
vermin. 

Old.  It  has  heen  day  this  two  hours. 

Plot.  Then  'tis  time  for  me  to  ^  !«  bed. 

Dnrtn.  Would  my  hour  were  once  come! 

PtoL  Keep  out  daylight,  and  set  up  a  &«sh  taper. 

Dorm.   Hy  that  time  we  haie  dined,  he  will  hart  fl. 
out  his  first  sleep. 

Old.  And  after  supper  call  for  his  breakbtL 

Plot.  You  are  sure  'tis  morning  ? 

Dorm.  Aa  sure  as  I  am  sleepy. 


LOVE'S    DOMINION:     A    DRAMATIC    PASTOEAL. 
BY  RICHARD  FLECKNOE,  1634. 

Invocation  to  Slattc. 
Still-hom  Silence,  thou  that  jut 
Floodgate  of  the  deeper  heart ; 
Offspring  of  a  heavenly  kind ; 
Frost  a  th'  mouth  and  thaw  o'  th'  mind ; 
Secresy's  Confident,  and  he 
That  makes  religion  Mystery ; 
Admiration's  apeaking'st  tongue)— 
Leave  thy  desart  shades,  among 


■^^^^ 

^ 
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K^vi-rend  Hcnaits*  hallowrU  cells, 

Wlierif  rclir'd'st  Devotion  dwelU  : 

8^ze  this  Mud,  and  strike  her  dumb. 

FabU. 

Love  sod  Death  o'  th"  way  onre  meeting. 

Ha^-ing  paet  a  friendly  gTwling. 

Sleep  tlieir  wearj-  eye-lids  cloxing. 

When  this  rortune  did  befeJl  'em, 

Which  after  did  so  much  appal  'em  ; 

t^ve,  whom  divers  cares  malcsled, 

Could  not  sleep  ;  bul,  whiUl  Death  rested. 

All  away  in  ha*te  he  [>asU  him ; 

But  his  hnsie  full  dearly  cost  him ; 

For  it  chanced,  that,  goio^  to  sleeping,                                 ■ 

Both  had  givn  their  darts  in  keeping                                   ■ 

Unto  Night;  who  (Error's  Mother)                                    ■ 

Blindly  knowing  uot  th'  one  from  ib'  other,                       ^H 

Gave  Love  Death's,  and  ne'er  perceiv'd  it,                        ^H 

Whilst  as  blindly  Love  receiv'd  it :                                         ■ 

Love  now  kills,  instead  of  waunding ;                                 ^M 

Gently  wounds,  instead  of  killing-                                     ^H 

BtBtely. 

Cleobultu.  I  lore  no  audi  trinmp] 

They  scatter  my  devotion  ;  whilst  m 

Ib  courted  to  observe  thdr  sumptuov 

I  find  my  heart  lost  in  my  eyes  ; 

Whilst  that  a  holy  horror  seems  to  d 

Within  a  dark  obscure  and  humble  c 

Craio.  But  J  love  Churches,  mou 

For  my  devotion  rises  with  their  rooi 

Therein  my  soul  doth  heav'a  anticipi 

Song  fir  SIrcp. 

Come,  Somnus,  with  thy  patent 

And  s«se  this  Captive  in  thy  a 

And  sweetly  drop  on  every  sem 

Thy  soul-refreahiog  iofluenee. 

His  sight,  mwll,  hearing,  touch, 

Unto  the  peece  do  thou  Und  fai 

On  working  brains,  at  school  a] 

At  night  thou  dost  bestow  a  pla 

And  troubled  minds  thou  dost  i 

Thou  mak'st  both  friends  and  ft 


Dirge,  at  the  kcarie  of  C'Aryio$lom. 

wpi  poor  Youth,  sleep  in  peacp, 
Ralieved  Trom  love  and  mortal  care ; 

:,  that  piue  in  life'i  diaeaaci 
Uncert«n-bleaB'il,  less  happy  art. 

ECouFh'd  iD  the  dark  and  silent  gnve, 
No  ills  of  fate  thou  oow  canst  fear; 
D  vain  would  tyrant  Power  enslave, 
Or  scornful  Beauty  be  severe. 

Wars,  that  do  fatal  storms  disperse, 
Far  from  thy  happy  mansion  keep ; 

Earthqtkakes,  that  shako  the  universe. 
Can't  rock  thee  into  sounder  sleep. 

iVilh  all  the  charms  of  peace  poseest, 
Secur*,'  from  life's  torment  or  pain, 
I,  and  indulge  thywlf  with  rest ; 
Nor  dream  thou  e'er  fhalt  rise  again*. 


TUngs  never  dooe,  with  that  tme  life. 

That  tbodgfats  and  witi  shall  stand  at  strife, 

Whether  the  things  now  shewn  be  tnw : 

Or  whether  we  oorsdves  now  do 

The  things  we  but  present ;  if  these, 

Fre«  from  the  loathsoioe  Stage-disease, 

So  over-worn,  so  tired  and  atale ; 

Not  ntyrising'  bat  to  rail , — 

May  win  yoor  brors,  and  inherit 

But  calm  acceptance  of  bis  merit, — 

He  TOWS  hj  paper,  pen,  and  ink, 

And  by  the  Learned  Sisters'  drink. 

To  spend  lus  time,  his  lamps,  his  oil. 

And  never  cease  bis  brain  to  toil. 

Till  from  the  silent  hours  of  night 

He  doth  pniduce,  for  jiMir  del^^t. 

Conceits  so  new,  so  harmless  firee. 

That  Puritans  themselves  Dtsy  see 

A  Play  ;  yet  not  in  pnblic  preadi, 

ThaL  Play^s  Boch  lewd  docAine  tcsdit 


ROYAL  KTKG   AND  I.OYAL  Bl'BJECT, 

Thai  their  jiuTe  joints  do  quake  and  tremble. 

When  they  do  sec  a  man  resemble 

The  picture  of  a  rillain. — This, 

As  he  a  friend  to  Mu«es  is. 

To  you  by  me  he  gives  bis  word, 

Is  all  bis'riuy  does  non  aflord. 


/■  rtf  prologue  to  lAii  Play,  Hiyaood  deicatUi  upon  ike  vanffy 
a/topiri,  lehiei  had  6rm  inlrvdaerd  upon  the  Engliii  tiagr  in 
that  age. — Uie  rirh  Shaktpeanan  epoch. 

To  give  content  to  this  most  curious  age, 
llie  Gods  themselves  we've  brought  down  to  the  stage. 
And  figured  them  in  Fbncts  ;  made  ev'n  Hell 
Deliver  up  the  Furies,  by  nu  spell 
Saving  the  Muses'  raptures :  further  we 
Have  Iralfiekt  by  their  help ;  no  History 
We  vc  left  unrilled;  our  pens  have  been  dipt 
A*  well  in  opening  each  hid  manuscript, 
A*  tracts  more  vulgar,  whether  read  or  sung. 
In  our  domestic  or  more  foreign  tongue. 
Of  Fairy  elves,  Nj-mphs  of  the  Sea  aud  Land, 
The  Lawiis  a:id  Groves,  no  number  can  be  scann'd, 
^^'hich  we've  not  given  feet  to.     Nay,  *tis  known 
Tlwl  when  our  Chronicles  have  barren  grown 
or  stnr}-.  we  have  all  Invention  stretcht  ; 
Dived  low  as  U>  the  center,  aud  iheu  reacht 
I'nto  the  Primum  Mobile  above. 
Nor  'leaped  I'hing^  IntenoediMv),  for  your  I»ve 


^^Nor  'k. 


UiMnkmmn  aad  Ame &tt  freqooit  an 
Iz  laly  aad  Fraoeft.  n'n  in  tbne  dan, 
Cd^aml  «iil)  Mm-  an  ralber  Jiggs  thmn  Fhn. 
libr  at  At  Sfnoislt  maT  be  said,  and  Dnteh ; 
S«ar^  Tvnrd  in  haeBafF,  bat  ctnfess  tbem  saA. 
They  do  WN  bniU  dwir  projecta  on  that  gromtd; 
Nor  bare  their  phnxs  half  tbe  v^bt  and  nundt 
Ob;  laboar'd  Snnea  hare  hai     And  yet  our  natioD 
(Alrtadr  too  mncb  tas'd  finr  imhatian. 
In  MtHuf  to  ape  olbers)  aanot  \xaX, 
Si»t  d  oor  Poets,  «ho  hare  ainn'd  in  it. 
For  wlxni,  brfbfc.  peat  I^tiioti,  Dukea,  and  Kiag^ 
I^eatnwd  far  KHne  k^  facinorom  things  \ 

•  lb  an  FVt. 

*  TW  fandi-iiai  rf  ibt  En^liib  Dnm  WR*  Uid  den  ■■  fr^p^ 
b<  M>ri».  ud  Mfan— Marisw  r^acUlT^^vldlc  our  Iiii1r~ 
Ttl  in  ii»  li^Bf  nucl  To  diB  tnfir  ffpaDdwrnaec  (fiiiilliU  M 
•wm  «n«  CoBAiia.  ud  Sluk^an'i),  Hrjwood  boiu  ts  nfci  i** 
Kfm :  H  ID  tbe  -*  Rsedu  SoiiB''  be  etidcntlT  alladn  ••  ADqii 
«k  »  pm  iB  tbe  -  J«  ef  IUm.-  m  RenUl  •brwknM^R 

"^---^-f^T '— r  i^  ■  -   ""T'-Tiiiimit^iiii 


™e  fawn.                               321 

Were  the  sUige  subject ;  now  we  strive  to  fly 
In  their  low  pitch,  who  never  could  aoar  high: 

«,  Ot  puhag  Lovers,  crafty  Bawds,  or  Cbeata. 
Hdlnr  blame  I  their  quick  Tancies,  who  can  fit 

^HVbose  art  I  both  eocourage  and  commend  ; 

^^ftnly  nutb  that  they  would  sometimes  beod 

^^^M  memorise  the  valours  of  such  men, 

^^^now  very  names  mif^hl  dignify  the  pen  ; 

^^^■d  that  our  once-applauded  Roacian  strain 

^^H  acting  such  might  he  revived  again  : 

^^Pluch  you  to  count' nance  might  the  Stage  make  proud, 

^^Ud  poets  strive  to  key  their  strings  more  loud. 

THE  FAWN:    A  COMEDY,     DY  JOHN  MAR8TON.  1606. 
/■  tke  Prejarr  K>  ttiit  Play,  tkt  Port  ftlmca  at  trmr  t>f  lAr 

••  for  my  onn  inten-st  h't  this  once  be  printed,  that. 
of  men  of  my  own  addition,  1  love  most,  pity  some,  hate 
none :  for  let  me  truly  say  it,  I  once  only  loved  myself 
for  loving  them ;  and  surely  I  shall  ever  rest  so  constant 
to  my  first  affection,  that,  let  their  ungentle  eombining), 
4fi»cai1«ous   whispering,  never   so  treachcrausly  labour 

I  have  hFiug)  love  the  least  of  their  gncea,  and  only  pity        ^H 

ihA  graalctil  uf  their  vices.                                                          ^H 

^^                           Jpii  tenU-pagmut                                       ^H 

That  thj  wise  and 

Flies  the  Stage's  loo 

Not  bawdry  Wit  does  fitU 

And  to  more  laughter  pu 

II. 

That  thy  theatre's  lo 

May  be  virgin's  chae 

And  the  Btoled  matron,  g 

Thar  lectures  done,  may 

III. 

Utat  no  actor's  madi 

To  debase  Godi,  to  i 

And  pec^e  foiced,  that  h 

Their  money  and  their  so 

IV. 

That  thou  leav'st  aff 

To  the  shops  to  nse 

And  breath'at  a  noble  Coi 

Such  as  may  Cnsar  enter 


TFniBE  PLAVB  or  irLLIORKK,-. 


Tbtme  are  thy  inferior  arts. 
These  1  call  thy  gectuid  parts. 
But  when  thou  carrieit  on  the  plot. 
And  all  ate  lost  in  th'  subtle  knot : 

VII. 

When  the  scene  atkks  to  every  thought. 
And  can  to  no  event  be  brought ; 

\Micn  (thiis  of  old  the  snene  botraid) 

Poets  caird  Gods  unto  their  aid. 

Who  by  pover  mig^ht  do  the  thing, 

Art  could  to  no  issue  briog : 
As  the  Pellear  Prince,  that  broke 
With  a  rude  and  down-right  stroke 

The  perplext  and  fatal  noose. 

Which  his  skill  could  not  uuloose  i — 
Thou  do«it  a  nobler  art  profess  ; 
And  the  coil'd  serpent  can'st  nu  less 

X. 

Stretch  out  from  every  twisted  Told, 
In  wbidi  lie  lay  inuuve  aud  ruU'd  ; 
Indure  n  night,  aud  then  a  day. 
Wrap  all  iu  clouds,  and  then  display. 

Th'  easy  and  the  evpn  ilesign ; 

A  plot,  without  a  God,  divine  t — 
Let  others'  bold  pretending  pens 
Write  act*  of  Gods,  llutt  knut*  not  men's  : 
In  this  to  thee  all  must  resign  ; 
Th*  Surprise  of  th'  Scene  is  wholly  thine. 


Theue  are  no  sureties,  good  i 
For  works  that  vulgar  ^ood-ni 
A  Poem  and  a  Play  loo  t  Wh 
A  Scholar  that's  a  Po«t ;  th«b 
And  kill  outright ;  one  cannot 
But  as  a  Poet,  that's  no  Scboli 
Vulgarity  his  whifflcr,  and  so  r 
PaKsagv  with  case  and  stale  tli; 
Of  pagt^ant-socrs :  or,  as  Schol 
That  aro  no  PoetK,  more  than  . 
Since  their  art  solely  is  by  suul 
(The  tithere'  (alls  within  the  co 
And  sheds,  like  common  light. 
So,  were  your  Play  no  Poem,  I 
Which  every  cobbler  to  his  pat 
A  rout  of  nifles,  like  themulttti 
With  no  one  limb  of  any  art  en 
Like  would  to  like,  and  pruse 
Vour  poem  only  hath  by  ui  a^] 
Renews  the  Golden  Age,  and  1 
The  holy  laws  of  homely  J'oBtoi 
\Miere  flowers,  and  founts,  and 
And  all  th(>  (inu\tjt.  fiad  ihi^r  d 


I  RKBIIXIOK. 


b  Kc  a  Springot  of  ihj  t«nder  age 

h  such  a  lofty  strain  to  word  a  Stage ; 
b  see  a  Tragedy  from  thee  in  print, 

h  such  a  world  of  fine  meanders  iti't ; 
pities  my  wond'ring  soul :  for  there  appears 
h  diapraportion  "iwint  tliy  lines  and  years, 
tat  when  1  rend  thy  Imes,  methinka  I  see 
eet-tongued  Ovid  fall  upon  his  knee 
'  Partt  Precor."      Every  line  and  word 
L  sweet  numbers  of  its  own  accord, 
m  thunderstruck,  that  all  ihis  while 
f  unfeatheKd  quiU  should  write  a  tragic  style. 
y,  above  all,  my  admiration  draws, 

o  young  should  know  dramatic  laws: 
a  rare,  and  thcryfore  is  not  for  the  span 
r  greasy  thumbs  of  every  comnion  man. 

e  damask  rose  that  sprouts  before  the  Spring, 
■  St  for  none  to  smell  at  but  a  king. 
(jo  on,  sweet  friend  :  1  hope  in  time  to  see 
Thy  t«mpleB  rounded  with  the  Daphnejui  tree ; 
And  if  mun  ask,  ■'  Wlio  nurs'd  thee?"  Ill  say  thus, 
"  il  waa  the  Ambrosian  Spring  of  Pcguaus." 


k. 


Ven.  (iGbu.)  Where'er  1 1 

Louize  is  the  Daupbin's  secre 
1  heard  it  in  the  snny,  hut  th< 
Was  then  as  feeble  as  the  dist 
Of  a  great  river  mingling  iritli 
But  now  1  am  come  near  this 
'Tis  louder  thao  the  cataracts 
If  this  be  true. 

Doomsday  is  near,  and  all  the 
I  know  not  vhat  to  think  of  it 
I  meet  a  choking  dust,  such  ai 
After  removing  all  a  palace  fu 
If  she  be  gone,  the  world  in  n 
Is  all  bare  walla ;  nothing  ren 
But  dust  and  feathers,  like  a  1 
And  the  foul  steps  where  plui 

Vendome,  (to  hUfaitkltn  I 

assured,  yon  will  no 

One  poor  thought  after  me,  n 


AMBlTKirs  .>{TATE8MAN.  3!!7 

bndena'd  into  a  shade,  hc1l  hardly  koow  : 
■  figure  he  will  And  walking  alone. 

while  on  some  aad  book  at  noon 
i  taper-light,  for  nercr  day  shone  there : 
■letimes  laid  grovelling  on  the  barren  earth, 
with  hi»  tears,  for  never  dew  fell  there : 
1  when  night  comes,  not  known  from  day  by  darkneui 
le  &ithful  messenger  of  time, 
■11  find  him  stretcht  upon  a  bed  of  stone, 
t  from  the  bowels  of  some  rocky  cave,, 
ing  hinuelf  either  to  Sleep  or  Death ; 
d  neither  will  accept  the  disiiia]  wretch ; 
I  length  a  Slumber,  in  its  infant  arms, 
ikM  up  his  heavy  soul,  but  wanting  strength 
b  bear  it,  ijuiokly  lets  it  fall  again ; 
I  which  the  wretch  iitarts  up.  and  walks  about 

u^hi,  and  all  the  time  it  should  be  day ; 
B  quite  forgetting,  quite  foigot  of  every  thing 
t  Sorrow,  pines  away,  and  in  small  tune 
^the  only  man  thai  durst  inhabit  there, 
tnes  the  only  Ghost  that  dares  walk  there. 

ImcrrdnUti/  le  Virtttr.  > 

'  Vnutofne.  Perhaps  there  never  were  pmcb  things  as 
Vinuea, 

But  odIt  io  men's  fimcies,  like  the  Phcenix : 
Ut  if  they  once  have  been,  they're  tiow  but  names 
<>f  IMitikres  lost,  which  came  intn  the  wotlit, 
Bui  could  not  tive,  nor  propagate  their  kind. 

kFaUhlrvi  lieauty. 
Lo¥.i=«-  Dare  vou  approadi  ? 
; 


Vtmdomt.  Yes,  but  with  fear,  for  sure  j-ou'nt 

Woman. 
CoouK  glitter 'd  in  the  air  o'  lalv, 


:   A  COUBDT.    Jl 

DoTia  Paincf  di 
That  thou'd'st  been  with  us  at  I 
The  pretty  contest  between  art  i 
To  see  the  wilderness,  grots,  art 
And  in  the  midst,  over  a  slAtely 
The  Neptune  of  the  Ligurixn  se 
Andrew  Doria — the  man  who  fi: 
Taught  Genoa  not  to  serve  ;  thi 
The  curious  waterworks  and  wit 
Wind  here  and  there,  as  if  tJiey 
Their  errand  to  the  sea. 

And  then  again 
The  vait  prodigious  cage,  in  wh 
Of  myrtle,  orange,  jessamine,  bt 
The  winged  quire  with  a  native 
And  pride  of  their  restraint.  1 
An  antiquated  marble,  or  broke 
Majestic  ev'n  in  ruin. 

And  such  a  gl 
Such  pictures,  carving,  (umitnn 
Cannot  reach  half  the  splendour 


FLOATING  ISLAND.— FATAL  JKALOUSY. 


I  FLOATING  ISLAND:  A  COMEDY.  DY  THE  REV, 
IW.  STRODE.  ACTED  BY  THE  STUDENTS  OF  CHKIST- 
ICKtlRCH.  OXFORD,  1639. 


One*  Veniw'  cheeks,  that  »hi 

Their  hue  let  faU  ; 
Her  lips,  that  winter  had  out-born. 

In  June  look'd  pale : 
Her  heat  grew  cold,  her  nectar  dry 
No  jiiice  (he  had  but  in  her  eye, 
e  wonted  fire  and  flames  to  morti^. 
When  was  this  so  diantal  sight  ? — 
When  Adonis  bade  good  night. 


CATAI.  JEALOrSY:  A  TB.iOEDV.    AUTUOK  UNKNOWN. 


E 


A'o  TVurt  Atnolute:  after  tning  a  Matq¥*  i^Oijueyi. 

\»t  Spectator.  By  this  we  se«  that  all  the  world's  a 
cheat. 
Whose  truths  and  falsehoods  lie  ao  intenoiil. 
And  arc  so  like  each  other,  that  'tis  hftrd 
To    find    the    difference.     Who   would  not  think   these 

A  rati  pack  of  such  as  we  call  Gipsers  ? 

ind  Sprct.  Things  perfectly  alike  arc  but  the  aanie  ; 
And  th«M  were  Gipscys.  if  «u  did  not  know 
to  coniidor  them  the  contmri' : 


3M  rATAL  J 

a^  Sfttt.  Na,BM  atm 

T^  i»  a  tmk  to  Mc^  tfa^ 
S*  vndi  Mt  be.  im  «M 


Oirtn  feat,  —d  freM  — b 

A  tkoBiad  Man,  m  Mfan 
Lftc  'MKkHd  tnTCSen  «t 
TWarivTVBM  faons  m 
Bt  Ife  fafae  Bete  of  MK 
Ilk  «e  irme  vbeiv  w  at 
N.v  iiall  we  *'w  iruth's  p 
Ti3  da«si  tne  ii»r-b««k  a 
Jppr 

O  App*vfiei»ao  !— 
So  tcrriblp  Ar  mkfequmc 
It  majes  mj  bnm  nim  n> 
T^  moon  brgins  lo  drovr 
Lfaiinc  a  duskish  borror  • 
Mv  «i(tlT  bncT  makps  iht 
Uk«  tbo^  beii%IiiMl  grovi 

ffif.  (rfyivl.  Oh.  oh. 
If  Nu:  lo  afk  forgiveness  ol 
>]v  *oul  will  Eoarre  rwich 

Tike  it.  «hateer  ihou  an 
Hippr  ID  death,  whate'er  I 


FATAL  JKALOCST. 

Gftmio  I  Ut  leife  nurdrrcd. 

(ier,  ll  is  ID  vaJD  to  look  'em  *,  if  they  \aAt : 
Thr  garden's  large  ;  besides,  perhapi  they're  ^n 
W.-1I  to  the  body. 

Swrr.  You  are  by  it  now,  my  Lord. 

(ifr.  Tbb  accident  omaies  me  so  much, 
I  go  I  know  not  where. 

Doubt  w.  the  effect  of  fear  or  jealousy. 

Two  pajiions  which  to  reason  give  the  lye ; 

For  fear  lormcnts,  and  never  doth  ostiit ; 

And  Jealousy  is  love  lost  in  ■  mbt. 

iktth  hood-wink  trutii,  and  ^  to  blind -man  s-buff. 

Cry  here,  then  there,  seem  to  direct  enough. 

But  all  the  while  shift  place ;  making  the  miud, 

K%  it  guc»  out  of  breath,  despair  to  find ; 

And,  if  at  last  something  it  stumbles  un, 

TerhapR  it  calls  it  &lse,  and  then  '^s  gone. 

If  true,  urhal's  galn'd  ?  only  just  time  to  see 

A  hreachlessf  play,  a  game  at  liberty  ; 

Tliat  hat  no  other  end  than  this,  that  tncn 

Run  to  bo  tired,  just  to  set  down  again. 

hark  how  the  owl 

Summons  their  souls  to  take  a  flighl  with  her, 
Where  thry  shall  be  eternally  benighted — 


Seiarrah.  uikote  Ufi  itJbtfrOed.  km 
lAat  he  bring  hit  filter  Amidt 
mlawfni  tmt.     Hejntmgty  trie 

Sfi.  —  if  thou  couldsl  redpi 
With  anything  but  drath,  I  thi 
Conient  to  live. 

Amid.  Nothing  can  be  too  p 
To  save  a  brother,  such  a  lovin 
As  you  have  been. 

Sei.  Death's  a  devouring  giL 
And  sweep  up  all; — what  thin 
Could'st  thou  spare  one,  and  t 

peneed 
To  see  me  safe  with  the  other  ? 
T^is  white  hand,  that  has  so  of 
With  admiration  trembled  oil  tt 
Tdl  wo  have  pray'd  thee  leave  I 
And  laid  our  cara  close  to  thy  i 
Suspecting  all  the  harmony  pro 
From  their  own  motions  withou 
Of  any  dull  or  passive  inBtnune 
No,  Amidea;  thou  shall  not  be 
To  buy  my  life ;  the  sickle  ahal 
A  flower,  that  grows  so  foir  ojx 
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J  ihnll  climb  up  those  high  and  rugged  clifb 
Without  a  band. 

[iij  tmucript  breaki  off  here.     Peihap*  wImI  follom  wu  uf 

<|M>  Tilur ;  or  periiapi  I  hroke  off,  u  I  own  I  haie  ranetimn 

ic,  to  IcDve  in  mj  reulFn  >  rrliib,  and  ap  jnclinaliaa  to  cipliire 

thmiuclies  the  genniae  fountaina  of  theae  old  dnmatic  deli- 


i  Hl'NTISODON  niVEBTIBEMENT:  AS  INTERLUDE. 
FOR  THE  GENERAL  EN'TRRTAINMENT  AT  THE 
COlTiTY  FEAST,  HELD  AT  MERCHANT  TAYLORS' 
HALL,  Jl'NE  aOTH.  1678,     BV  W.  H. 


tfnmmir  of  a  retirrJ  fnigiU. 

Sir  JsOFFRY  DoE-RrciiT.     Maittr  Gekerous 
Goodman. 


16m.  Sir  Jeo^,  good  morraw. 
Sir.  J.  Tbe  same  \o  j-ou,  Sir. 

Gen.  Vuur  early  zeal  condemns  tbe  ming  sun 
Of  too  much  sloth ;  as  if  you  did  intend 
To  catch  the  Moses  napping. 

Sir  J.  Did  you  know 
The  pleasurea  of  an  early  contemplatioiit 
You'd  never  let  Aurora  blush  to  6nd 
You  droway  on  your  bed ;  but  rouw,  and  spetid 
.Some  »hort  ejaculations, — how  the  night 
Disbands  her  sparkling  troops  at  the  approach 
Of  the  ensuing  day,  when  th'  grey-eyed  »ky 
Ushers  the  goldeu  signals  of  the  mom  ; 
Whilst  thn  magnanimous  cock  with  Joy  proclaims 
The  lun's  illustrious  cavalcade.     Your  thoughts 
HDVouU  nimioale  on  all  the  works  of  Heaven, 


Gen.  YourprMtiGe,  Sir,  n 
Wliere  the  letst  puticle  of  nij 
ImproT'd  to  th'  bert  advantage 
(Unclogg'd  from  th'  dross  of  i 
Makes  every  place  a  paradue. 

Sir  J.  'Tis  true, 
I  bless  ray  lucky  stara,  whose 
Have  fii'd  me  in  ttui  solitude. 
Past  tbro'  the  tropics  of  each  I 
Was  made  her  perfect  tennis-b 
Now  made  me  rich  and  honoui 
Dash'd  all  my  joys,  and  blaste 
Till,  wearied  by  auch  interchai 
In  court  and  city,  I  at  length  i 
All  my  ambition  to  the  Golden 
The  Equinoctial  of  my  &te  ;  ti 
The  errors  of  my  life  by  a  goo 


FAITRFl'L  BHBPIIBIIDEW. 


I. 

Tn  thni  nijilr  and  true  biifr  vf  Iraniag.  Sir  H'allon  Alton. 

Sir,  I  nm»t  ask  yuur  jatitnce.  aiid  be  true. 

This  Piny  was  upvit  liked,  except  by  few 

'llial  brought  their  judgments  with  them  :  for  of  late 

Ural  the  infection  •,  then  the  common  prate 

Of  common  people,  have  such  customs  got 

Either  to  silence  Plays,  or  like  thwn  not : 

Under  the  lajtt  of  which  this  Interlude 

Hod  fal'n,  for  ever  preas'd  do*-n  by  the  rude 

That,  like  a  torrent  which  the  moist  ijnulh  feeds, 

Dromia  Iioth  before  him  the  rigie  corn  and  weeds ; 

Had  not  the  saving  sease  of  belter  men 

Kedeem'd  it  from  corruption.     Dear  Sir,  then 

Among  the  better  souls  be  you  the  best, 

lu  whom  as  in  a  center  I  lake  rest. 

And  [inipcr  being ;  from  whose  equal  eye 

.\Dd  Judgement  nothing  grows  but  purilT. 

Nor  do  I  flatter  ;  for,  by  all  those  Atad 

Great  in  the  Muses,  by  Apollo's  head, 

He  thai  adds  any  thing  to  you,  'ti*  done 

Like  his  th*t  lights  n  candle  to  the  sun. 

Tlien  be  as  you  were  ever,  yourself  still 

Moved  by  your  judgement,  not  by  love  o 

And  when  1  sing  agiuu  (as  who  can  tell 

Ijt  next  devotion  to  that  holy  Well?) 
mr  goodness  to  the  .Muses  shall  be  ■!! 
Us  to  make  a  work  Mi-roicaL 
»  TV 


TwilL 


ttnt  Bf  PIjiji  ■pptan  to  bait 


\        If  from  Bcrvile  hope  o 
I  may  prove 
But  so  happy  to  be  th 
Such  a  one,  whose  gre 

Is  to  please. 
Worthy  Sir,  I  have  ail 

II. 
For  no  itch  of  greater  i 

Which  some  claim 
By  their  verses,  do  I  gfc 
To  the  world ;  nor  to  p; 

'Tis  the  hest ; 
These  are  lean  faults  in 

ni. 
Nor  to  make  it  serve  to 

At  my  need ; 
Nor  to  gain  nnjuaiutanc 
Nor  to  ravish  kind  Attu 

In  their  joumies ; 
Nor  to  read  it  after  djeU 

IV. 

Far  from  mr  are  all  ihe« 


iHEPHKRDKSS. 


111. 

Til  Ihr  ptrftct  gentleman.  Sir  Robert  Tc 

If  the  greatest  faults  tony  crave 

Pardon,  where  contrition  is. 

Noble  Sir,  I  needs  mnal  have 

A  long  one  for  a  long^  amiss. 

If  you  ask  me  how  is  this, 

Upon  my  faith  I'll  tell  you  frankly; 

You  love  above  my  means  to  thank  ye. 

Yet  aecording  to  my  talent. 

As  sour  fortune  Iotcd  to  use  me, 

A  poor  Shepherd  1  have  sent 

In  home-spun  gray,  for  to  eicuse  me : 

And  may  all  my  hopes  refuse  me 

But,  when  better  comes  ashore, 

^'ou  shall  hare  better,  never  more ; 

'Till  when,  like  our  desperate  debtors, 

Or  our  three-piled  sweet  "  protestera," 

I  must  please  you  in  bare  letters  1 

And  BO  pay  my  debts,  like  jestera. 

Yet  I  oft  have  seen  pood  feasters. 

Only  for  to  please  the  pallet. 

Leave  great  meat,  and  chose  a  salleL 

Apalogttknl  Prtffitee,  following  Ihtm  : 

To  tho  ReaiUr. 

If  you  bp  not  reasonably  assured  of  your  knowledge  in 

kind  of  Poem,  lay  down  the  Book  ;  or  read  this, 

which  I  would  wish  had  boen  the  Prologue.     It  is  a 

I^toral  Tragic-Comedy ;  which  the  people  s«eing  when 

it  wai  played,  haring  ever  had  a  singular  gift  in  defining. 

luded  to  be  a  play  of  Country  hired  Shephertls,  in 

elotkai  with  cuT'tailed  dog*  in  atriogs,  sometimes 
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iuughing    togtther,    Kunetimes     killing    one   taaiir- 
aod,  missing  Whitsun  ales,  cr««iD,  wumiI,  «ih1  M 
dftncM,  began  to  be  angry.     Iii  their  «ror  I  »ot1J  - 
hace  joii  fall,  lest  jou  inair  their  rannm*.     It : 
itand,  therefore,  a  Pojioral  to  be — a  Re|)inMdtatj<  (. 
Shepherds  aod  Shepberdeues,  wUb  tbeir  Actiaw  :. 
Passions,    which   miist   be   such    u    mrne    with    L'.i  - 
natures;    at   least,   not   exceeding    former   fictunx  vA 
vulgar  traditions.       They   an   not   to    be  wlora'd  rsh 
any  art,  but  such  improper  oaes  as  nature  ts  aid  & 
bestow,  as  Singing  aud  Poetry  ;  or  such  ma  t 
may  teach  them,  as  the  virtues  of  I 
the  ordinary  course  of  the  sun,  inooa,  and  stan ;  ^ 
such  like.     But  you  are  e^er  to  rwocmber  ShefJMfdt  n 
be  sueh,  as  all  the  ancient  poets  (and  modent  of  mAr- 
standing)  have  received  them ;  that  U,  tlie  Ovtwn  J 
Flocks,  and  not  Hirelings. — A  Tragiie.«aae(h  U  bM  w 
called  in  respect  of  mirth  and  killing,  bni  in  ra^tvt  : 
wants  deaths  (nhich  is  enough  to  make  it  du  Tn^!>  ' 
yet  brings  some  near  to  it  (which  is  enot^fa  Ut  ukc 
no    Comedy) :    which  must    be    a     Reprcaentatioii    ■^ 
Familiar  People,  with  such  kind  of  trouble  as  m  ttt 
can    be   without ;  so   tf.at  a  Ciod  Is  as  Uwftd  m  ite. 
as  in  a  Tragedy ;  and  mean  People,  as  in  a  Cotnedy.— 
~  srve  to  justify  my   Poem,  .n- 

ta  leach  you  toon  tot  Dotki^; 

n  conscience  IkmimL 

JoiiK  rtJiTCHaa. 


Thus  much  I  hope  \ 
make  you  understand  it : 
I  do  not  know  ihat  I  nra  i 


■  H«  dBmiu  ihc  Town  ;  Ibe  Town  before  ibnn'il  hiai. K». 

We  an  ilmiMI  be  noi  tonr  Tat  ihr  ill  dnniatk  tu««M  ef  ik 
vbich  brought  oul  lucb  ipltilcrd  ■polngic^  ;  la  DaracuW,  tke  a 
.JeNniiiani  of  Pulonl  <iu<]  Tngi-Cumed;  in  lUt  Pnftsc. 


WARS  OF  CYRCS. 


Dumh  Shote  riploded. 

\ona  (to  the  Audience), Xenophon 

mtfl  what  we  record  of  Pantheo. 
■  writ  in  sad  tuid  tragic?  terms, 
Y  move  you  tears  ;  then  jroti  content  our  Muse, 
Bt  scorns  to  trouble  jou  again  with  toys 
^Beedleit  antics,  imitations, 
f  shows,  or  new  devises  sprung  o'  late  ; 
C  have  erUed  them  from  our  Ini^c  stage, 
b  trash  uf  their  tradition,  that  can  bring 

e  nor  encase :  for  what  they  do  ", 
loumful  plaints  our  Chorus  eings  ,- 
lugh  it  be  agiunsi  the  upstart  guise, 
i,  warranted  by  grave  antiquity. 
We  will  revive  the  which  hath  long  been  done. 


I.  whai  till  cammmi  |i)*iiwnchii  A  (m  ibc-n   bj 
iblc  dumb  tbao"  of  Shiitpam — ),  out  (.'Iwiiu 
Tlw  follairiiig  tiiia  luTc  clis  no  cobnfnn. 


Lover.  Our  happy  love  maj 
Under  the  Church,  as  FaiA'a 
Where  we  msy  carry  on  our  «\ 
And  ih?  Cathedral  marriage  k( 
And  all  its  decency  aud  cereioc 


Apprai/or  Innocenet  agfa* 
Hfltma.  Both  have  sworn: 
And,  I^rincn,  as  you  hope  to  c 
With  that  perpetual  wrriith  whi 
O&st  on  a  poor  dcjpctrd  innooci 
Your  eyefl  of  grace  and  pity. 
Or  who  can  be  the  patron  ta  ai 
That  a  poor  innocent  maidi  fipt 
Anil  pure  in  thouj^ht,  both  «id 
That  never  injured  creature,  tu 
To  think  of  wrong,  or  ponder  i 
That  such  n  one  in  her  while  i 
Strivimc  to  live  Doculioi  in  the 


■niYESTM. 

■graved  in  foreign  climes,  sccm'd  every  wberci 
□  io  priaces'  cuurU  reputed  vile  : 

9  p'^X'  p''y  ^'* ' 
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V4,  having  reeovertd  kit  Wife,  amd  Kingdom,  from  hii  brulkrr 
n^iict,  who  had  laurped  both,  mid  imlhiHi  ialo  banUkncnl, 
J  offending  Queen. 

t  {tulta).  • still  she  lives : 

D  heavy  sorrow  :  ao  she  ought, 
Ifthe  offended  m  I  fear  she  has. 

r  hardships,  though,  she  uwes  to  her  own  choice. 
k>ve  often  offer'd  her  mj  uselesa  couch  ; 
r  what  is  ii  to  me  ?  1  never  sleep : 
t  for  her  bed  she  uses  the  hard  floor. 
f  table  is  spread  for  her  ;  1  never  eat : 
d  she'll  take  nothing  but  what  fctsls  her  grief. 
bthma.  Ihe  torn  of  nyritri,   at   a   itnlen  intervieip   ailA 
t.  ihr  daughter  of  Atrrut,  it  ntrpritrd  by  the    King't 
\>iicA  mii/urlvtur  Attigane  lumoTiitig,  it  found  by 


RVTIGON  B.     pKNEVS,  an  aneitnt  retainar  to  t\t  Cottrl 
ofJUj/cetnt. 
Pnunu.  Ha  I  what  is  she  that  sleep*  in  open  air  r 
Indeed  the  pbicc  is  far  from  any  path, 
Itut  what  conducts  to  melauuholy  thought*  ; 
Hut  those  are  beotpn  roads  abotit  this  Courl, 
f  fi-r  habit  calls  her.  Noble  Grecian  Maid ; 
|{ut  her  sleep  says,  she  is  a  stranger  hero. 
Ail  birds  of  night  liuitd  in  tliia  Court,  but  Sleep : 
And  8l«ep  is  here  made  wild  utiib  loud  complaint*. 
Aud  flies  away  from  all.     I  wonder  how 
This  maid  hu  brought  it  to  bcr  lure  »o  Uroc 


J  cnov  ns  so :  on  nuTTor  i  deft 
PKHrtti.  I  know  ber  now ;  'ti 
The  daughter  and  ibt  darlit^  oJ 
This  i«  the  lot  of  sU  this  funilj ' 
Kenui^ous  Antigone,  ihoii  know' 
I  »m  old  Peneus,  one  who  three! 
Has  \areA  and  gerr'd  thy  wretch 
Impart  thy  sorrows  to  me  :  I  pej 
In  my  wide  circle  of  eipericnc* 
May  find  some  counsel  that  may 
Aniigoae.  O  good  old  man  ! 

Penent.  I  cam*  but  now. 

Aitigung.  O  did  you  aee  tliia 

Poor  young  Philiathencs  ?  yoQ  k 

Pnnnu.  Thy  nocle'e  son>  Tli; 

Antigon*.  The  same,  the  som 

Pentlu.   No  ;  all  the  Gods  fo 

1  should  meet  him  eo  near  tby  fi 

Antigone.  O  he  was  here  one 

Ptn«v*.  Vihtt  brought  him  h 

Antigone.  Love  to  wretdied  ' 

Our  warring  lathera  never  ventu 

For  bitter  hata  than  we  far  lono 

Here  hot  a  miuute  oast  the  dear 


Ptneui.   Why  dost  thou  rend  that  benutt-oiu  nrna- 

In  what  hai,  U  offended  ?  hold  thy  hands. 

Anligiinf.    O  father,  go  aud  pirad  for  the  poor  youth  ; 
S'r)  one  dares  »poak  to  the  fierce  King  but  you — 

Ptneus.  And  no  one  near  speaks  more  in  vain  than  I ; 
E{e  gpuma  me  ^om  his  presence  hke  a  dog. 

Anligone.  Oh,  then  — 

Penetu.  She  faints,  she  swoons,  I  frighten 'd  her, 
Oh  1  ipake  indiscretely.     Daughter,  child, 
Antigone,  I'll  go,  indeed  I'll  go. 

Antigotu.  There  is  no  help  for  me  in  heav'n  or  earth. 

Pfneut.  There  is,  there  is  :  despair  not,  sorrowfiil  maid. 
All  will  be  well.     I'ro  going  to  the  King, 
And  will  with  pow'rful  reasons  bind  his  hands; 
And  something  in  me  says  I  shall  prevail. 
But  to  whose  care  shall  1  leave  thee  the  white? — > 
For  oh  !  I  dare  not  trust  thee  to  thy  grief. 

Anfigtrnt:.  Ill  be  disposed  of,  father,  as  you  please. 
Till  I  receive  the  blest  or  dreadful  doom. 

Penem.  Then  come,  dear  daughter,  lean  upon  my  arm. 
Which  old  and  weak  Is  stronger  yet  than  thine  ; 
Thy  youth  hath  known  more  sorrow  than  my  age. 
I  never  bear  of  grief,  but  when  I'm  here  ; 
lint  one  day's  diet  here  of  sighs  and  tears 
Iletums  me  flder  home  by  many  years. 

Atma,  to  ntraji  kit  hrotlirr  Thi/eitri  i  Hi*n  Ani  Awrf  a  cenetaM 
1^,  Urlamff  m  awuiU,  lo  eluif  h'u  trngfantv ;  lendi  PiUUCkettet 
ind  aid  Prnrta  b>  Air  HtfA  it^cri  of  rrroaciialian,  tun/  am 
mttMiem  to  Crairt,  la  he  fimcnt  at  the  nitpliaU  i^Antigimt 

THYBSTKa.      PllILISTllBHES.       pBNEUa. 

Thy.  Wrlcomc  to  my  arms. 
My  hope,  my  comfort  1     Time  Iws  roU'il  about 


7%y.  My  bult,  my  son  ;  I  w 
Snow  lies  in  summer  on  some  n 
Ah,  Son  I  I'm  Borry  for  thy  nol 
Thou  hast  bo  bad  a  father  ;  I'm 
Fortune  will  quarrel  with  thee  fi 
Thou  wilt  derive  unhappineas  fri 
Like  an  hereditary  ill  diFcasr. 

PhiL  Sir,  I  waa  born,  when  ; 
And  all  the  ill  you  have  contrac 
You  have  wrought  out  by  painfv 
For  healthy  joy  returns  to  us  ag 
Nay,  a  more  vigorous  joy  than  e 
Like  one  recover'd  from  a  sad  d 
Nature  for  dafuage  pays  him  dot 
And  gives  him  5urer  flesh  than 


'ITiifetUt  it  uxm  fnm  h 
of  PhUiltAeiul  and  Pennu,  of  L 
relurning  Idndnea  of  hit  brolAer , 

coi^ijenee  i  hit  reluming  mifftin 

TlIYESTES.      PhILISTH 


f  •acred  towers,  sacred  in  your  height, 
ingling  with  clouds,  the  villas  of  the  Gods, 
llither  for  tacrcd  pleasures  they  retire  j 
luae  you  are  the  work  of  Gods  ; 
T  lofty  looks  boast  your  divine  descuni: 
e  proud  city  which  lies  at  your  feet, 
d  would  give  place  to  nothing  but  to  you, 
original  is  short  of  yours, 
a  thousand  objects  more  ride  ^t 
B  morning  beams,  and  meet  my  eyes  in  tbrongB  ; 
Jnd  Be«,  all  Argoa  meets  me  with  loud  shouts  I 
f^Phil.  O  joyful  sound ! 
I  Uy.  Bui  with  them  At  reus  too — 
I  Phil.    What   ails   my    father,    that   he   stops,    and 
shakes. 

Thy.  Itetuni  with  me,  my  son. 
And  old  friend  Peneus,  to  the  houcft  beasts. 
And  faithful  desart,  and  well-seated  caves ; 
Trees  shelter  man,  by  whom  they  oflen  die. 
And  ni'ver  seek  revenge :  no  villainy 
Lies  in  tlic  prospeet  of  an  humble  cave. 

Petu  Talk  you  of  villainy,  of  foes,  and  fraud  ? 

n_y.  I  talk  of  Atrcus. 

Pm.  What  are  these  to  him  ? 

ITXy.  Nearer  than  1  am,  for  they  are  himself. 
Pen,  Gods  drive  these  impious  thoughts  out  of  yoor 
Thy.  The  Gods  for  all  our  safety  put  them  there^- 
ititm,  return  with  me. 
Ptn.   Apainst  our  oaths  ? 
cannot  item  the  vengeance  of  the  Gods. 
Thy.  Here  are   no    Gods:    they've    left    this    dire 
abudr. 


Th^.  A  fil  compurison  ;  our 
Are  l)*ing  shadows,  which  to  Vt 

TV  li-iv  of  II"  jiTctrmlrd  Xaplials 

.Ertipe.  O  ihis  is  too  mnch 

You  build  new  paUces  on  brake 

Atretu.    Come,  let  our  ne* 

This  room's  too  vile  a  cabinet  f 
Then  leave  for  ever,  Love,  ttu» 
And  leave  behind  \\\e*>.  aU  thy  s 
And  dress  thyself  as  this  gnM. 
'Twill  be  thy  daughter's  nuptial 
The  Sua  himself  would  be  asha 
And  be  a  guest  in  his  old  t«mi) 
Bui  l<^ve  ray  Court  •,  to  enlig-h 

Fennut  la  Atrtiit,  daiaadm^  jUh 
Pfn.  Fear  you  not  men  or  i. 
Air.  The  fear  of  Gods  ne'w 
Pen.  Think  you  there  are  n< 
Air,  1  End  all  things 
So  fiUse,  I  am  sure  of  nothiuft  t 


ATREmi.   TiivKSTiu. 
A  Table  and  a  Bmqtut. 
I  Atr.  Come,  brother,  lit. 

■  7%y.  May  not  Philislhecin 
>with  UB.  Sir? 

.  He  waits  upon  the  Brills. 
ld««[>er  bowl.     This  to  the  nridegTooiii*t  health. 
iT^y.  Tiiis  to  the  Gods  for  this  nio«t  joyftil  day.— 
»  to  the  Bridegroom's  henltli. 

■  ^fr.  Tliis  day  shall  be 

%  Argos  an  eternal  ^stival. 

F  Titg.  Fortune  and  I  to  day  both  try  our  tlrtn^hs. 
Tluve  quite  tired  her  left-hand  Misery  ; 
•She  now  relieves  it  with  her  right-hand  Joy, 
Which  she  lays  on  me  with  her  utmost  force ; 
But  both  shall  he  too  weak  for  my  stronff  spirit. 

Atr,  (euide.)    So,  now  my  engines  of  delight  ha*# 


D  the  top  of  arrogance  ; 
And  now  he's  ready  for  his  deadly  falL 

7^_V.  O  the»e  extremes  of  misery  and  joy 
Measure  tlie  vast  extent  of  ■  man's  souL 
My  spirit  reaches  Fortune's  EaMt  and  West. 
She  hoi  ad  set  and  ris'n  here  ;  yet  cannot  g;et 
Out  of  the  Tast  dominion  of  mv  mindi. — 
Ho  !  my  proud  vauniins:  has  a  sudden  check  ; 
Sen.  from  my  head  my  crown  of  roses  hlls  ; 
My  hair,  tho'  almost  ilrown'd  beneadi  sweet  dls, 
With  vtrmiige  and  sudden  horroTt  atafta  upright : 
Someihinft  I  know  not  what  bids  me  not  eat : 
And  what  1  have  devour'd"  within  me  groans  ; 

•  Tb«  Bungled  llmbi  of  hii  ho  |-hiUM!>Fn».  Hhuh  Alrcui 
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1  faia  would  tear  my  breast  to  Kt  It  free; 
And  I  h&ve  catch'd  the  Mig«r  thint  of  tmn, 
Whicb  all  weak  spirits  hn^e  hi  auaery. 
1,  who  in  btuiiEhiDent  ne'er  wept,  ne«p  unw. 

^fr.  Brother,  if^ard  it  not  j  'lis  fiinct  all. 
Misery,  like  night,  in  haunted  with  lU  sjurits 
And  spirits  leave  not  easily  their  haunu : 
"Tis  said,  sometimes  they'll  iinpudeutly  ttand 
A  tlight  of  beams  from  the  furlom  of  day, 
And  scorn  the  crowing  of  the  sprightly  cocks  ;— 
Brother,  'tis  morning  with  our  pleasure  yeu 
Nor  has  the  sprightly  wine  crow'd  ul\  enuugh. 
See  in  great  flagons  at  fiill  length  it  stn-ps 
And  lets  these  melancholy  thoughts  br««k  iu 
UpoD  our  weaker  pleasurps.     Itouscr  the  wine. 
And  bid  him  chose  thest?  fancies  hrnce  for  shame. 
Fill  up  that  reverend  unvnnquish'd  Bowl, 
Vkhu  many  a  giant  in  his  time  has  liillen, 
And  many  a  monster ;  Hercules  not  more. 

Thy.  If  he  descends  into  ray  groaning  bmwt, 
Like  Hercules,  he  will  descend  to  hell — 

Air.  And  he  will  vanquish  all  the  inimslcri  tbec 
Broiiier,  your  courage  with  this  Hero  try; 
He  o'er  our  House  has  reign 'd  two  bundml  y«ws. 
And  he's  the  only  king  shall  rule  you  Iwre. 

7^^.  ^^'hat  ails  me,  I  ciuinol  heave  it  to  my  tipSj 

.4tr.  What,  is  the  bowl  too  he«vy  r 

Tfig.  Xo  i  my  heart. 

Atr.  The  wine  will  lighten  tt. 

rhy.  The  wine  will  not 
Come  near  my  lips. 

Atr.  Wliy  sbiiuld  they  be  no  strange? 
They  are  near  a-kin. 

fjiy.  A-kin? 

Air.  As  possible  ;  father  and  son  doI  i 


Tity.  \M«it  do  you 
[  Atr.  Does  not  gofxl  wine  beget  good  blood  ? 
ny.  'Tis  irut. 

.  Your  Up9  then  and  tho  wine  msy  bt-  »-kin. 
F  wilh  your  kindred  wine ;  loave  not  a  drop 
It  die  alone,  bewilder'd  in  that  bowl. 

D  heave  it  to  his  hpad  :  that's  well. 
{Thynttt  Ariakt.    A  ctnp  oflhnnder.     Tfit  Uiihli 
go  out.) 
WTiat  poDd'roua  crimes  pull  heav'n  uimn  our 

e  is  choak'd  with  some  vast  villainy, 
■  fare  is  black. 
Atr,  Some  lights,  some  lights. 
Thy.  The  sky  is  stunn'd,  and  reels  'twint  night  and 

Old  ChaoH  is  retum'd. 

Atr.  It  is  to  see 
A  young  One  bom,  more  drendful  than  herself; 
That  promiacs  great  comfort  to  her  age, 
And  to  restore  her  empire. 

Thy.  What  do  you  mean  7 

Atr.  Confusion  I  have  in  thy  boweb  made. 

Thy.  Dire  thoughts,  like  Furies,  brrok  into  my  mind 
Wilh  flaming  brands,  and  shew  me  what  he  means. 
Where  is  Fhilinlhenes  ? 

Atr.  Ask  tliT  own  bowels : 

.   heardst   them   groan ;    perhaps  they    now    will 
speak. 

,  Thy.  Thou  hast  not,  Tyrant — what  I  dare  not  ask  'f 
I  Atr.  I  kill'd  thy  Son,  and  thou  hast  drunk  his  blood. 
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Sagtua,  and  four  more  H'iUJtrt,  tAom  ta  mmr  a  ria 
Rag.  'Tn  time  we  were  profxtring  tvr  thv  iton 
Heed  me,  ye  ilaught«ra  of  the  m]rfti<;  art ; 
Look  that  it  be  no  conimon  burrinuie, 
Bui  sucli  as  rend  tlie  Caspian  eli^  and  fran 
Th'  Hyrcanian  UilU  sweep  codan,  roots  and  ilL 
Speak ;  goes  all  right  ? 

Alt.  IJhl  11.1  Uhl  Uhl 

\>t  W.  The  cricket  leavee  our  cave,  and  dn 

^nd  W.  [  stuck  a  ram,  hut  could  not  suin  mn 
3rd  W.  His  fat  consumed  in  ih'  fire,  atii)  u 
Ath  W.  1  found  this  moru  upon  our  fumacv  wall 
Mysterious  nrords  wrought  by  a  slimy  auail. 
Whose  night-walk  Tate  had  filled  m  ibat  foriB. 
ind  W.  Thou'rt  queeo  uf  mysteritta,  grni  t 
Ha-m  hasX  thou  atemm'd  tlie  abyss  of  oar  lilack  «■ 
Traced  doilging  nature  thro'  her  blind  'scapc-raad*,  1 
And  brought  licr  noLed  aud  irembliag:  ti>  the  %hl ! 

Rng.  No*  to  our  task  — 
Staad  nS:  and,  rrouching,  mystic  poslurcit  maJi«, 
Gnawing  your  rivel'd  knuckles  till  th«y  ble«d> 
Whilst  I  full  pruBtratc  to  consult  my  an. 
And  mutter  sounds  too  secret  for  your  «ar. 

Rag-  Tbo  storm's  on  «mg>  comes  poKdcrinif  ( 
tho  Nore; 
*Tu  [lafrt  the  Alps  alrcsady,  and  nbirts  forward 
To  tb*  Appenino,  whose  riftvil  snow  la  Bwv]>t 
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Bd  tb'  vales  beneath,  nhile  cots  and  fold«  lie  bnried. 
lou  Mjria  tak'sl  to-night  an  airy  march 
'a  th'  Pontic  shore  for  dnigs ;  and  for  more  speed 

Kti  maple  crulch  thou  ehalt  be  niouDted, 
flich  bridled  turns  to  a  iteed  so  managpible, 

11  may'st  rein  hiTn,  with  a  spider's  thread. 
1 4lh  iy.  And  how  if  1  o'ertolie  a  bark  in  the  «ay  ? 
WHag.  Then,  if  aloft  thou  goest,  to  tinder  acurirh 
I ;  but  if  thou  tak'st  a  lower  cut, 
n  snatch  the  whips  off  from  the  steersman's  hand, 
e  him  in  the  foam. 
^■Uh  W.  He  shaU  be  drcnoh'd. 

{Storm  thiektiu.) 
\  Jiag,  Aye,  this  is  music !  now  melhinks  1  hear 
~  ka  of  sinking  sailors,  tackle  rent, 
vidprs  unhing'd,  while  the  sea-rsveners  swift 
r  thro'  the  dark  flood  for  the  diving  corpes. 

{  Tht  otel  m*i.) 
■  I  art  thou  there,  my  melancholy  nster? 
ion  think'bt  thy  nap  was  short,  and  art  surpris'd 
To  find  night  fallen  already. 
More  turf  1»  th'  lire,  till  the  black  mesh  ferment ; 
Burn  th'  oil  of  basilisk  to  fret  the  storm. 
That  was  a  merry  clap :  1  know  that  cloud 
Wai  of  my  Fricker's  rending,  Fricker  rent  it ; 
0  'tis  an  ardent  iSpirit :   but  beshrew  hiro, 
^mXm'  he  seduced  me  firtt  to  hellish  arts. 
^|B|  found  me  pensive  in  a  depart  glin, 
^^MV  a  lone  oak  forlorn  and  thunder-cleft, 
^^^en-  discontented,  I  abjured  the  (ioda. 
And  bann'd  ihf  cruel  creditor  that  srii'd 
My  Mullees*.  solt  subsislunce  of  my  life. 
He  promised  me  full  twelve  ywrs'  absolul*  rsigti 
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To  boiKuwt  all  my  senses,  bul  hr  lioiL 

For  vipprs*  fleah  is  uaw  my  only  food. 

My  drink  of  springs  that  strram  hato  jolp^'rasa 

Braidei  with  midnight  cramps  and  KaUnw  mm 

I  am  nlmost  inurtKl  for  hoJI's  wnrsi  torltuM^- 

1  hear  ihf  wood-nymphs  cry  :  by  that  I  knoir 

My  charm  has  took — 

but  day  clcara  up, 
And  heav'aly  light  wounila  my  infccliout  rnt. 

|j<  IT.  Now,  aull«n    Dame,    dort  iboo  ^|im*i 
works  ? 

^(W.  "Twas  a  brare  wreck :  O,  ywi  1 

inJ.  JV.  Myrxa  and  I  bpsirid  a  dood.  mi  Kt'im 
To  lash  the  storm,  wliicb  wp  pur$nrd  to  th'  Cit?v 
Where  in  my  flight  I  snutch'd  ib«  goUk-n  globn 
That  high  on  Saturn's  piUar  htax*d  i'  th'  air. 

3rd  W.  1  fired  the  turret  <^  Mberva'a  ha*. 

4tk  W.  1  staid  i'  th'  cell  to  wt  thn  r^{  a  «orL   < 
The  lamps  burnt  ghastly  blue,  ihv  fnmaL-e  ibook : 
The  Sulamandcr  Felt  the  heat  roduuhled. 
And  frisk'd  ahout.  so  vrcll  I  plii-d  the  fire. 

Pag-  Now  as  I  hate  bright  day,  and  lofv  n 
You  shall  bf  all  my  siiiKsrs  in  the  art : 
I  will  instruct  th«  in  each  mystery  ; 
Make  ye  all  Ragusns. 

All.  Ho!  Hoi  Ho! 

Hag.  Around  me,  and  I'll  deal  to  each  ber  doJca  A 
There's  an  elf-lock,  tooth  u(  hennaphrodile, 
A  brace  of  mandmkex  digg'd  in  Cniry  grouad, 
A  lamprey's  chain,  snake's  i^ggi,  di!«d  sparks  of  tl 
Quench'd  in  its  passage  thro'  th«  cold  nid  air, 
A  mermaid's  fiiii  a  cockatricp'e  comb 
Wrapt  i'  the  dried  caul  of  a  bnt  etfll-boni. 
Bum  'i-m. — 
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'  In  wbifpen  take  the  mt,  which  Domed  aloud 
Would  ^ght  the  day,  and  niiie  another  storm. 
*"      AH  Hoi  HoT  Hoi  Hoi 


Smnutn,  a  meked  Slateman,  emptoyi  Raguia/or  a  riarm. 

Jtag.  —  my  drudges  HI  employ 
To  fnuuc  with  their  best  arts  a  bracelet  for  tliPr, 
Which,  while  thou  wear'st  it  lock'd  on  thy  left  arm, 
Treawin  gbsll  ne'er  annoy  thee,  sword  and  poisou 
In  vain  attempt ;  Nature  alone  bare  power 
Thy  lubstance  to  dissolve,  nor  she  herself 
Tin  many  a  winter-shock  hath  broke  thy  temper. 

S<is.  Medea  for  her  Jason  less  performed  1 
My  ^reateuin^  soul  aspires  to  rouge  tike  the«, 
Jn  unknown  worlds,  to  search  the  reign  of  Night. 
Admitted  to  thy  dreadful  mysteries, 
I  should  be  more  than  mortal. 

Rag.  Near  my  cell, 
Mong'st  circling  rocks  (in  form  a  theatre) 
Lies  a  snug  vale — 

Sns.  With  horror  I  have  view'd  it ; 
'Tib  blasted  all  and  bare  as  th'  ocivn  beachi 
And  seems  a  romid  for  elves  to  revrl  in. 

Jtag.  With  my  attendant*  there  each  waning  moon 
My  dreadful  Court  I  hold,  and  sit  iu  state : — 
And  when  the  dire  transactions  are  ditpntch'd. 
Our  lany  Spirits  ascend  to  make  lu  mirth 
With  gambols,  dances,  masks  and  revelling  songs. 
Till  our  mnd  din  strike  terror  through  the  waste. 
Spreads  &r  and  wide  to  th'  cliffs  that  bank  the  main. 
And  scarce  is  lost  in  the  wide  ocean's  roar. 
Hmw  seated  by  mu  thou  shalt  view  the  sports. 
^  Wtil*  demons  kiss  thy  foot,  and  iH-car  ihn>  homage. 
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BagtUOttaatkeoiUr  WUcket,  Having  JhuAtd  At  jtm^ 
Rag.  Proceed  ve  then  to  finish  our  black  proJMft- 
Vww  here,  till  Tnun  3rour  green  distilling  ejw 
The  poisonous  glances  center  on  this  bncelet, 
A  &tal  gift  for  our  projecting  son  ,- — 
Seven  hours  odd  minutes  has  it  steept  i'  th'  nil 
Of  a,  vile  Moor  swine-rooted  from  his  gnve. 
Now  to  your  bloated  lips  apply  it  itHind, 
And  witik  th'  infectious  dew  of  jour  bUck  breithi 
CompleU  its  baleful  force. 


THEPATALCNION:  ATRAGBDY.    AUTHOR  UKEtOW 
Dirge. 
Noblest  bodies  are  but  gilded  claj. 
Pot  away 


FuoU,  ah  !  fools  are  we  ihat  su  coatiive, 

And  do  strive, 

In  each  ^udy  omuncDt, 

Who  shall  hi»  corpBc  iu  the  beat  dish  prceenl- 


Lunvr  kept  aivaie  by  Lcee. 
Ab  !  how  ran  I  sleep  ?  he,  who  truly  loves. 
Bums  out  the  day  in  idle  fontafies ; 
And  when  the  lamb  bleating  doth  bid  good  night 
Unto  the  closing  day,  then  tears  begin 
To  keep  quick  Ume  unto  the  owl,  whose  voice 
Shrieks  like  the  bellman  in  the  lover's  cars : 
Love's  eye  the  jewel  of  sleep  oh  I  seldom  wears. 
The  early  lark  is  waken'd  from  her  bed, 
R^g  only  by  Love's  plaints  disquieted  ; 
And  singing  in  the  morning's  car  she  weeps. 
Being  deep  in  love,  at  Lovers'  broken  sleeps. 
But  say  a  golden  slumber  chance  to  lie 
Witli  silken  strings  the  cover  of  Love's  eye ; 
Then  dreams,  mogiciiin-like,  mocking  present 
fleaaures,  whose  fading  leaves  more  discontenL 
PUrfte  eomri  la  utk  her  Hatband  al  Ihr  Aowr  afa  Cnrtim. 
ViotETTA. — Impkria,  the  CurtisM. 

K        Via.  By  your  leave,  swcvt  Beauty,  pardon  ray  eicuar, 

^brkich  KH^ht  entrance  into  tliis  house :  good  Sweetness. 

^^ttive  you  not  a  IV>perty  here,  improper  to  your  house ; 

^^■^  husband  ? 

^^Klmp,  Habi  vour  husband  her«? 


HOFFMAN'S  TBAGKDV. 


The  Soiu  <^  Iht  Jhiie  of  Sonny  ran  away  wUA  Ludbei,  lA* 
Ihtkr  of  Auttna'i  Daughler.—TAt  turn  Dakei.  in  lepanlt 
pHTIuU  of  lAeir  rAildrm,  mert  at  the  Crlt  of  a  llermil :  in 
which  HermU,  Sasonj/  rccogniui  a  baniikrd  Brother  i  at 
wlack  lurprurd,  ati  Ikrrc  arc  rrcvacilcd. 

Amt.  That  should  be  Soxod's  tongiip. 

SajT.  iDileed  I  am  the  Duke  uf  Saiony. 

Autt.  Then  thou  art  father  to  lascivious  sons, 
That  have  made  Austria  childless. 

Sax.  Oh  subtle  Duke, 
Thy  croft  appears  in  framing  the  excuse. 
Thou  dost  accuse  my  young  sons'  innocence. 
1  sent  them  to  get  knowledge,  learn  the  tongues. 
Not  to  be  metamorphosed  with  the  view 
Of  flattering  Beauty — peradventure  painted. 

Aiat.  No,  1  defy  thee,  John  of  Siuony. 
My  Lucibel  for  beauty  needs  mi  art  i 
Nor,  do  I  think,  the  beauties  of  her  mind 
Ever  inclin'd  to  this  ignoble  course. 
But  by  the  charms  and  forcingi  of  thy  smis. 

Sax.  O  would  thou  would'it  maintain  thr  words,  proud 
Duke  I 

Mtr.  I  hope,  great  princes,  neither  of  you  dar« 
Coroimt  a  de«d  so  sacrilegious. 
Thu  holy  Cell 

Is  d*<)icM(N]  to  the  Prince  of  Peac«. 
The  foot  of  man  never  profan'd  this  floor; 
Mor  doth  wrath  here  with  hb  consuming  voice 
Affright  these  buildings.     Charity  with  Prayrr, 


Have  taken  with  my  fond  an< 
I  proclaim  truoe.  Why  dost 
ir  thou  mean  peace,  ^?e  nte  I 

Snx.  Thus  do  I  ph'ght  the 

Atist-  Nay,  but  thy  eyes  a§ 
In  vows  of  combination  there 
That  shena  th'  intention  in  th 
Look  chearfully,  or  T  expect  n 

Sax.  First  givo  me  leave  ^ 
Of  this  Hermit — Austria,  vie 
Is  he  not  like  my  brother  Roc 

Autl.  He's  like  him.  Bnt 
Long  since  in  Persia  by  the  S 

Uer.  I  heard  so  much,  my 
Was  purely  feign 'd  ;  spread  b; 
As  double  as  my  heart,  when 
I  tun  that  Hoderic,  that  aspire 
That  vile  false  brother,  that  w 
Drawn  sword,    and  tnwch'ro 

Sajr,  My    brother  !  —  nay 
l»y  by 
Thv  sorrowing  thotichLs ;  tun 


y  thou  wilt  leave  this  life,  thus  truly  idle, 

d  live  a  Statesman ;  thou  shalt  share  in  i 
manding  all  but  me  thy  Sovereign. 

,  I  thauk  your  Highneu  ;  I  will  thiuk  on  it 

It  for  my  sins  this  sufferance 

LT.  Tut,  Utile  tattle,  tell  not  me  of  sin. — 
E3ow,  Austria,  once  again  thy  princely  hand  : 
III  look  thee  in  the  face,  and  smile ;  and  swear. 
If  any  of  my  sons  have  wroag'd  thy  child, 
I'll  help  thee  in  revenging  it  myself. 
But  if.  as  I  believe,  they  mean  but  honour, 
(As  it  appeareth  by  these  Jousts  procUum*d,) 
Then  thou  shalt  be  content  to  name*  him  thiOCt 
And  thy  fair  daughter  I'll  account  as  mine. 

Auat  Agreed. 

Sax.  Ah,  Austria  1  'tvrai  a  world,  when  you  and  I 
Ran  these  careers;  but  now  we  are  stiff  and  dry. 

Atut.  I'm  glad  you  are  so  pleasant,  good  tay  Luril. 

Sax.  'Twas  my  old  mood ;  but  1  was  soon  tumd  sad 
With  over-grieving  for  this  long  lost  Lad,— 
And  now  die  Boy  is  grown  as  old  as  I ; 
His  very  face  as  ftill  of  gravity. 

•  By  un*  of  Ui«  Dakc'i  Hint  (W  Umi)  m  honinu  at  LudbcL 


My  father  was  a  man  of  500/.  ■ 

ihin^  in  a-pili:  too. 

Second  Gent.  Ko  docs  tny  L< 
Faaliik  Lord.  Nay,    by    my 

eofril*  is  worth  little  or  nothiuj^. 


Fool'i  Etpet 
Pagr,     He  th&t's  first  &  scho 

tht'  year  after  is  either  an  arrant 
Matter.  How  came  your  kam 
Page.  As  fools  do  by  news: 

and  [  believe  it. 


Modem  Sybt 

Softly,  ye  villains  1 — 

have  trundled  me  over  some  di 
that  gave  me  such  a  jerk,  a^  hat 


I  span.  Why,  truly  a  good  cabbage  is  reupcf^ted.     But 
•  people  are  often  Tery  luxurious,  they  abouml  very 

W£n^.  O  no  luch  mailer,  faith,  Spaniard  I  'ileolh,  if 
7  get  but  a  piece  of  beef,  tbey  ahall  hong  all  the  boDea 
mte  underneath,  Hert  hath  bern  berf  eattn,  as 
F 'twere  a  miracle.  And  if  they  get  but  a  lean  hen,  tht 
feathers  shall  be  spread  before  the  door  with  gruatec 
pride  Chan  we  our  carpets  at  some  princely  solomnity. 


H  FnoUth  Form. 

Strvant  (to  mtf  Lord  SlatelyM  GfntUman  C'thar.) 
Sir,  here's  your  Lord's  footman  come  to  t«ll  jou,  your 
Lord's  hat  is  blown  out  of  bis  hand. 

Lord  W.  Why  did  not  the  footman  take  it  up  ? 

Uther'  He  durst  not,  my  Lord  ;  'tis  above  him. 

Lord  W.  Where?  a'top  of  the  chimney? 

UthfV.  Above  his  office,  my  Lord. 

Lord.  W,  How  docs  this  fool,  for  want  of  solid  great* 
neM,  swell  with  empty  ceremony,  and  fortify  himKlf 
with  outworks !  That  a  man  must  dig  thro'  rubbish  tu 
i.  Engliih  Friar. 


r 


Ctut  Booki. 

WdHiag  Maid.  I  have  a  new    Bible  too ;  and  wber 
my  Lftdy  left  her  Practice  of  Hety,  she  gave  it  me. 


b 


Ooed  at  G^tmg. 

Mr.  Constable,  you  are  e'en  the  luckiest  a 
i4lHit  ever  I  knew.  NewtxutU. 


Estaifi  ai  Euayt. 

X.  0  eternal  blockhead,  did  you  never  write  Esnjt? 
2>  I  did  essay  to  write  £ssay%  but  I  cuiaot  aj  I  tri 


Hard  Wordt, 

Indiacerptibility,  and  Essential  Spi^tude:  writ 
which,  though  I  am  no  competent  judg<e  of.  for  *vil  rf 
languages,  yet  [  fancy  strongly  ought  to  mean  nolUif. 


SetaidaU  to  AtkeitM, 
'  glateleamed  Doctor;  who,  though  himsdfM 
great  usertor  of  «  D^ty,  yet  was  observed  to  he  mb- 
tinuolly  peradading  this  sort  of  men  ^the  nkebelly  Uock- 
headed  Infidels  about  town^  of  the  necessity  and  tnith  of 
OUT  religion;  and  being  asked  how  he  come  to  fatstir 
^limself  so  much  this  way,  made  answer,  that  it  m 
because  their  ignorance  and  indiscreet  debauch  nsdc 
them  a  Scandal  to  the  Profession  of  Atheism. 


Exeutefor  ieing  t^rtHdm  a  SlorwL. 
MaiUr.  Conrogel  why  what  dost  thoa  call  eonncc? 
Hecttff  himself  would  not  have  eschong'd  hia  tea  jMa' 
siege  for  our  ten  days'  storm  at  sea.  A  Storm  I  a  \am- 
dred  thousand  fighting  men  are  nothing  to  it;  cAa 
sack'd  by  fire,  nothing.  'Tis  a  reaistlMa  eowari,  tkit 
attacks  a  man  at  disadvantage ;  an  nDaooamitabfe  BigiBi 
that  first  eonjura  down  a  man'i  eonraga,  mad  Dmb  jiiq* 
Am  4««%.  «t«i\»n.\  «&&,  ia  fM^  it  M  •  BtWM't 


I 


.  Good  lack,  that  it  ahouM  be  all  these  terrible 
ingSi  and  yet  that  nc  should  outlive  it  1 

.  No  g^-a-mtrcy  to  our  courages  thu',  I  lell 
;  but  like  an  angry  wench,   when  it  had 
d  and  bluster'd  itself  weary,  it  lay  still  again. 

Behn. 


Bulch  Gdlamtry. 
Vale.  What,  beat  a  woman,  Sir? 

,  'Pfha,  all's  one  for  that ;  if  I  am  provok'd. 
ivill  have  its  effects  upon  whomsoe'er  it  light:  to 
ID  Tromp,  when  he  took  his  Mistress  a  cuff  on 
■  ear  for  finding  fault  with  an  ilt-fashiuned  Ic^  be  n 
1  liked  his  humour  well.  B*hn. 


■  sitting  at  home  in  the  chimney  comer,  cuning 
the  tatr  of  Duke  de  Alva  upon  the  jugi,  for  laying  an 
imposition  on  beer.  Behn. 


Rate  al  Chyrch. 
-  I  shall  know  all,  when 
Diorruw.  I  am  resolviMl 
afraid  the  dogs  will  bark 
that  means  let  the  vongri^tii 
itnuiger  to  the  plac». 


tho'  I  a 


I  venture  thither, 
out  again,  and  by 
know  how  murh  I  am  a 
Durfiy. 


Lyng  TVnnrttrr. 
L  lielieve  tiw  thni  ?  the  devil  take  me,  if 


these  home-bred  fellons   «ui    be   sared:    thej   on^ 
know  nor  believe  half  the  creation.  tacf. 


Engluh  Beau,  conlnuted  irHh  a  Fn»eit  tmt. 

A.  true-bred    English    Bettu  has   indeed  ll 

powder,  the  essence,  the  tnothpick,  the  mnfT-boi :  and  ■ 
as  idle ;  but  the  fault  is  in  the  fiesh — be  haa  nnl  J 
motion,  and  looki  stiff  under  all  this.  Now  a  I 
Fop,  like  a  Poet,  is  bom  so,  and  would  be  known  n 
clothes ;  it  is  in  his  eyes,  his  noxe,  his  fin^n,  hit  dbo 
his  heels.  They  dance  when  ihpj-  walk,  and  \ 
they  speak.  We  faftve  nothing  in  llutt  perflKtiou  I 
ahrvad ;  and  our  cuckolds,  as  well  as  our  gnpn,  a 
but  half  ripened.  BvrtwAif,  1 


Fanrifid  Secifie,  prtttritalfiir  liat  Fmiq. 
The  juice  of  a  lenion  that's  citjI  at  wuoiu, 
Twelve  dancing  capers,  ten  lunatic  reasoiu  ; 
Two  dying  notes  of  an  ancient  swan  ; 
Three  sighs,  a  thousand  years  kept,  if  roa  o 
Some  scrapings  of  Gyges's  ring  may  pa«3. 
With  the  skin  of  a  shadow  caught  in  a  glut : 
Sii  pennyworth  of  thoughts  untold ; 
The  jelly  of  a  star,  before  it  be  cold ; 
One  ounce  of  courtship  fVum  a  country  dangtitpra 
A  grain  of  wit,  and  a  quMl  of  laughter.. — 
Boil  these  on  the  6re  of  Zeal  (with  samp  beech^ 

lest  the  vessel  burst). — If  you  can  get  ihea 

I  will  conipound  them  for  you.     Then,  whco  Um  f 

is  perfectly  rei^nvered,  she  shall  be  i 

of  rainbow  lacod  with  aunbeanuu 


FACKTIM.  'Mb 

XVIII. 

Beaalkt  at  CIninh. 

Fair  Women  in  Churcbea    have  as   ill  efleot  u%  fine 

Strangers  io  Grammar  achooU  :  for  tho'  the  boji  kee})  on 

the  humdrum  still,  yet  none  of  'em  mind  their  lesson  lot 

looking  about  'em.  Font. 


Ejrprdknl*. 
I  have  observed  the  wisdom  of  these  Moors ;  for 
lome  days  sioce  being  invited  by  one  of  the  chief 
Hashawa  to  dinner,  after  meat,  sitting  by  n  huge  fire, 
and  feeling  bis  sbins  ta  burn,  I  requested  him  to  pull 
tMck  his  chair,  hut  he  very  under stu) din ^ly  sent  for 
three  or  four  masons,  and  removed  the  chimney- 


.Ifoynp  nf  Qiiemioroii',  a  CAnj/um,  giftng  itrdmjvr  faitlme 
Hfitfut,  a  Pagan  King  of  Kent,  who  hat  iitn/ed  htnurl/lti  Ikr 
MtttfOr'i  labU. 

give  cliargc  the  mutton  come  in  all  mw  ;  the 

King  of  Kent  is  a  Pagan,  and  must  be  »ervi«l  so.  And 
let  those  officers,  that  seldom  or  never  go  to  church, 
bring  it  in ;  it  will  be  the  better  token. 

MiddUtoa. 


^^^P  Fat  vuin't  lUrrict  la  gfl  a  dainfy. 

1  h«vp  a  privil*^.  I  was  nt  the  tavern  the  other  day ; 
in  the  neii  room  I  smelt  hot  venison.  I  wnt  but  a 
dniwer  to  li'il  the  rompany,  "  one  in  the  house  with  K 

E  belly  longed  for  a  curuer,"  and  I  had  half  ■  pasty 
HM  inunodiaicly.  Shirty. 
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XXII. 
Afi*n-'«  Serramt. 
Friend,  Camelion,  how  now,  have  jaa  tonal  lis 
your  master  ? 

CiunelKHi.  No ;  I  mid  my  place.  As  I  «u  ttUil 
to-nni  away,  comei  this  fellow,  and  ofen  me  &  bntU* 
for  my  good  will  to  speak  to  my  master  for  h™  I  tat 
him  at  bia  word,  and  resigned  my  office,  and  turned  om 
my  huDKer  to  him  immediately.     Now  I  serve  a  ma. 

XXIII. 

WaSmg. 
Fine  Lady.  I  am  glad  1  am  come  home,  for  I  an  em 
as  weary  widi  this  walking ;  for  God's  sake,  wberaalMBi 
does  the  pleasure  of  walking  lie  ?  J  Bwear  I  hare  eftn 
soogfat  it  till  1  was  weary,  and  yet  I  could  ne'er  find  % 
T.  Emgrtm. 
XXIV. 


The  warm  embraces  of  her  flesh  is  now, 

T  forsaking ;  this  frail  body  must 
Like  B  lost  feather  fall  from  off  the  wing 
Of  Vanity—  W.  Chamberlain. 


Within  whose  everlasting  9|mngs  we  shall 
Meet  with  those  joys,  whose  blasted  embryos  « 
Here  made  abortive —  tF.  Chambtrtatn. 


Crown  decimed  61/  a  Spinluai  Prmm. 
I  know  DO  more  the  way  to  temporal  rule 
Than  he  that's  bom,  and  has  his  years  come  to  him, 

I  On  a  rough  desart —  MidJIeton. 


T'r  a  V.^arru. 

Keep  BtiU  that  holy  and  imnutculate  flr«, 
Vou  rJutste  lamp  of  eternity  ;  'Un  a  iruuure. 
Too  precious  for  death's  moment  to  partake 
The  twinkling  of  short  life, —  Midtlletan. 


The  bme  that  ■  man  wim  hhnaelf  is  best ; 
That  be  may  call  his  own :  honotiTa  put  to  him 
Make  lum  no  mora  a  nun  than  hi>  clothes  do, 
Which  an  as  soon  ta'en  off;  for  in  the  wumth 
The  heat  comet  from  the  body,  not  the  weeds : 
So  man's  tnie  &me  must  strike  from  his  own  deed*. 
MiddUt€m. 

VII. 

The  sons  of  Fortune,  she  has  sent  us  forth 

To  thme  b;  the  red  sweat  of  our  own  merits. — 

Middleto*. 

VIII. 
Ifew  made  Homyr. 

foi^^etfulnesa 

Is  the  most  pleasing  virtue  they  can  have, 

That  do  spring  up  from  nothing ;  for  by  the  same, 

Ftn^tting  all,  they  forget  whence  they  came. 

MUUh-i.. 
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X. 

EpUepty. 

—  jour  [Cesar's]  disease  the  Gods  ne'er  gave  to  man, 
Bot  such  a  one  as  had  a  spirit  too  great 
For  all  his  body's  passages  to  serve  it ; 
Which  notes  the  excess  of  your  ambition. 

CTiapman. 

XI. 

We  are  not  tried  but  in  our  misery*     He  is  a  cunning 
coachman,  that  can  turn  well  in  a  narrow  room. 

Anon, 

XII. 

Gray  hairi, 

upon  whose  reverend  head 

The  milk-white  pledge  of  wisdom  sweetly  spreads. — 

Lodge, 

XIII. 

LaSei  Dancing. 

a  fine  sweet  earthquake,  gently  moved 

By  the  soft  wind  of  whispering  silks. —        Decker. 


XIV. 

sharp  witted  Poets ;  whose  sweet  verse 


Makes  heav'nly  Gods  break  off  their  nectar  draughts. 
And  lay  their  ears  down  to  the  lowly  earth —        Anon. 

XV. 

Grandikrei*  Love. 

Old  men  do  never  truly  doat,  untiU 

Their  children  bring  them  babies*      Shirley. 

VOL.    II.  B  B 


sGKtoca  nkQuisn. 


XVI. 
Til  a/aite  Mairru, 

thy  name, 

Which  aneeteu'd  once  the  nune  of  him  that  sp«ke  it 


Herodijtaloiti.  t 
Haat  thou  beheld  thyself,  uid  could'st  thon  stsin 
So  rare  perfection  ?^-ev'n  for  love  of  tL*« 
I  do  profoundly  hat*  thee.      La^y  Eliaahrih  Car^t 

Cleopatra. 
The  woDloii  Queen,  that  never  loved  for  Lov><~ 

ladyE.  Gtnm. 

XIX. 

Cimcai  ({f  a  Ptvuhm^  tot*. 
'Twas  but  n  vildng  dreain. 
Wherein  thou  madest  thy  wishes  speak,  not  her : 
In  which  thy  Foolish  hopci  strive  to  prolong 
A  wretched  being  :  so  sickly  children  play 
With  health-loved  taye,  wliidi  for  a  time  delay. 
But  do  not  cure  the  fit.  Rov 

Ciatigmg  Cohm-  at  tadde*  Sewt. 
Why  look'st  thou  red,  and  pale,  and  both,  and  TMathcrfl 


Rich  Ifntrrr  to  ka  Miitrni. 
1  will  not  "joy  my  treasure  but  in  the*. 
And  in  thy  looks  I'll  raunt  it  pvery  hour; 
And  ihy  whitn  arms  »liall  be  a*  band*  to  me. 
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Wherein  are  mighty  lordships  forfeited.— 
Then  triumph,  Leon,  richer  in  thy  love, 
Than  all  the  hopes  of  treasure  I  posgeis. 
Never  was  happy  Leon  rich  before ; 
Nor  over  was  1  covetous  till  now. 
That  I  see  fold  so  "fined  in  thy  hair.    Chapmnn. 
XXII. 
Purilan. 

—  his  foce  demure,  with  hand 
On  breast,  as  you  have  seen  a  canting  preacher. 
Aiming  to  cheat  his  audience,  wanting  matter, 
Sigh,  to  seem  holy,  till  he  thought  on  something. — 

XXIII. 

SeeU. 
Eternity,  which  putties  all  the  world 
To  name  the  inbabitaotB  thai  people  it ; 
Eternity,  whose  undiscover'd  country 
We  foob  divide  before  we  come  to  see  it. 
Making  one  pari  (.on tain  all  happiness. 
The  other  misery,  then  unseen  fight  for  it : 
All  sects  pretending  to  n  right  of  choice. 
Yet  none  go  wilUngly  to  take  a  part.         Anon. 


Man  is  a  vagabond  both  poor  and  proud. 
He  treads  on  beasts  who  give  him  clothes  and  food  ; 
But  the  Gods  catch  him  wheresoe'er  be  lurks, 
Whip  him,  and  set  liim  to  all  painfiil  works: 
And  yet  he  brags  he  shall  be  crown'd  when  dead- 
Were  ever  Princes  iu  a  Bridi^ell  bred? 
Nothing  is  sinfully  begot  but  he: 
Can  base-born  Bastards  lawful  Sovereigns  be  ? 


BBMOVa  PKAOHSK7S- 


How  miserabl*'  a  thing  ia  k  Grmt  Man  '. — 
Take  noisy  vesing  Grcatnms  thpy  llist  pleur 
Give  me  obscure  nod  *afo  and  silenl  mm:. 
Acquaintance  aud  commerce  tet  m*  liav*  atmt 
With  any  powerful  thing  but  Tmir  a\aac : 
My  rest  let  Time  be  fearful  to  offrctl. 
And  creep  by  me  as  by  a  slmnburitts:  friend ; 
Tilti  with  ease  gluitpili  la  my  heA  I  rtc«l. 
Ais  men  to  sleep  alter  a  plenteous  meAL 
O  wretched  lie  who,  call'd  abroad  by  |u)wu, 
To  know  himaeir  cau  never  find  an  hour  .' 
Strange  to  binAelf,  but  to  all  others  known. 
Lends  every  one  his  life,  but  uses  nonr ; 
So,  ere  be  tasted  hfe,  to  death  he  ^uts ; 
And  hhnself  loses,  ere  himself  he  knows. 

xxvu 
A/inrf  coitttHtded  U>  Goa^fnat. 

you  may  do  this,  or  any  thing  you  have  ■  n 

to ;  even  ia  your  Tantasy  there  Is  a  wcrvt  «Mni«l.  i 
that  all  vour  actions,  nay  all  your  pIcanurM,  an  in 
irtue.  U.Kili 


Rrtumcd  Pilgrim. 
To  man  how  sweet  is  breath  I  yet  awoemt  of  all   | 
That  breath,  which  frnm  his  native  sir  doth  fall. 
How  many  weary  paces  havB  I  mcasarpd, 
How  many  known  and  unknown  danitvn  past. 
Since  I  commenced  my  tedious  pilgrimngv, 
The  htst  great  work  of  my  d<vith>yioMin^  age  1 
Yci  am  I  blest,  thai  ray  returning  boon 
Shall  be  rak't  up  in  E^Und*  pttc«fiil  oarth.  j 


r 


Vtmry. 

Nature  in  all  inferior  things  h&th  set 

A  pttrh  or  t«mi,  when  they  no  more  shall  g«t 

Increase  and  offspring.     Unrepaired  houses 

Fall  to  decay ;  old  cattle  eease  to  breed  ; 

And  sapless  trees  deny  more  fruit  of  seed  : 

The  earth  would  heartless  and  infertile  be, 

If  it  should  never  have  a  jubilee. 

(hily  the  Usurer's  Money  'genders  still : 

Tlie  longer,  lustier  ;  age  this  doth  not  kill. 

He  lives  to  see  his  Money's  Money's  Money 

Even  to  a  hundred  generations  reafh.  Anot 


Lave  drfined  Ay  ctnUrarirt. 

Fi«.  fie,  bow  heavy  is  light  Love  in  me  t — 
How  slow  runs  swifl  Desire  I — this  leaden  air. 
This  ponderous  feather,  merr^'  melancholy  ; 
This  Passion,  which  but  in  pnesian 
Hath  not  bis  perfect  shape.—  iiaif. 

^L  XXX. 

^H  What  are  we  but  our  word*  f  when  they  are  past. 
^Bfaith  should  aucc««d.  sod  that  shouM  ever  hut. 


Weeptm^for  guod  wux. 
I  kiww  your  eye  would  be  first  served  ; 
That's  the  soul's  tutcr  »ill  for  grief  or  jov. 


scRiorB  FBAOMms. 


Fi>riaittm  ifhtrttt. 
1  thouuht  the  lost  pcrfedioti  of  mankind 
Was  ID  that  nuui  restored:  uid  t  bsve  grnenvl. 
Lost  Eden  too  was  not  revived  for  him ; 
AvtAn  new  Eve,  more  excellfrat  than  the  fintt. 
Created  for  him,  that  he  mig-ht  han?  all 
The  joys  he  could  deserve  :  and  he  fool'd  ow 
To  think  that  Eve  and  Eden  was  tn  me  : 
That  he  «as  made  lor  me,  and  1  for  him.    Crv 


Z-mr  rtariring  Hope. 
"Pis  a  v;un  glory  that  attends  a  Lover. 
Never  to  say  he  quits  ;  and,  wben  Hapr  din. 
The  gallantry  of  Love  still  lives,  is  clunn'd 
With  kindness  but  in  shadow 


t 


XXXIV. 

I  hate  these  potent  madmen,  who  krep  all 
Mankind  awake,  while  they  by  their  gntt  dcMU 
Are  drumming  bard  upon  this  hollow  world, 
Only  to  moke  a  souad  to  last  for  ages. 


What  is't  we  live  for  ?— tell  lifcs  finest  ulc — 
To  ea),  to  drink,  to  sleep,  lovp,  and  eajor. 
And  then  t*  love  no  mor^- ! 
To  talk  of  things  we  know  not,  >nd  tu  know 
Nothing  hut  thingii  not  wurtli  tbe  lalhiD)^  of- 
Sir  R.  Fmu. 


I 
I 


pMnlArr,  tuppoifd  dead,  rterked  by  a  Sitlrr  :  ihc  ihcwi  htm  a 
tettrr,  duehttng  on  unworthy  actioK  dime  bg  Jiim  i  at  u-Jiirli 
ir  ilttndmg  ahathcd,  lie  lAmJIril  amgraluialci  him  ; 

now  1  meet  your  love.    Piirdon  me,  my  brother ; 

I  was  t<>  rejoyce  at  this  your  wdneK,  before  1  could  ihiK 

[  »ilh  you  in  another  joy.  //.  A'lV/^fir. 

xxxvit. 
Permnjuil  dead, 
Twu  but  just  now  he  went  away  ; 
I  have  not  jet  had  time  to  shed  a  tear  : 
And  yet  the  distance  does  the  same  appear. 
As  if  he  had  been  a  thousand  yean  from  me 
Time  makm  no  measure  in  elernity. 

Sir  Robrrt  ffomird. 

XXXVIII. 
Frtneh  Charaeler. 
The  French  are  passing  courtly,  ripe  of  wit  ; 
Kind,  but  extreme  dissemblers  :  you  shall  have 
A  Frenchman  ducking  lower  than  your  knee. 
At  the  instant  mocking  ev'n  your  very  shoe-tt'es. 

'F«rrf. 

Iamv  mult  die  gmlly. 
I  hoped,  your  great  experience,  and  your  years. 
Would  have  proved  patience  rather  to  your  «ml. 
Than  to  break  off  in  this  untamed  passion. 
Howe'er  the  rouirh  hand  of  the  untoward  world 
Hath  molded  your  proceedings  iu  this  matter, 
^'et  1  am  sure  the  first  intent  was  love. 
Then  since  the  first  spring  was  so  sweet  and  warm, 
Let  it  die  gently  ;  ne'er  kill  it  with  a  sconi.        Ahou. 


worthiest  ports 

Shun  common  and  [ilfl>eiau  foTTDs  of  spMcli, 
Erory  illiberal  and  alTecttrd  phraio. 
To  clothe  their  matter ;  anil  Uigether  tyr 
Matter  and  form  with  art  and  decency.   CAtd 


Autltor  Vaml). 

the  foolish  Poet,  that  still  writ 

All  his  most  self-loved  verae  in  pap^r  rujral. 

Or  parchment  niled  with  lead,  smooth'd  with  the 

Bound  richly  up,  and  itrung  with  critnsou  airings 

Never  so  blest  as  whpn  ho  writ  and  read 

llie  Bpe-lofed  lasue  of  his  brain  ;  and  nevtr 

But  joying  in  himself,  admiring  ever —  Ckapautm. 


GooduiHU 

as  of  hous  it  is  said,  and  eaglci. 

That  when  they  go,  they  draw  their  »cna  and  U 
Close  up,  to  shun  robatiog  of  their  sharpnoa : 
So  onr  wit's  sharpness,  which  we  should  «npl(t5 
In  noblest  knowledge,  we  should  never  waste 
In  vile  and  vulgar  admirations-  CJtt^mtaH. 

XLllt. 
ImpotJi^lity  ofallainoig,  a  Bar  to  Dtmrr. 
Nothing  is  mure  ordinary,  than  for  my  Lady  to  la 
hrr  Gentleman ;  or  Mistress  Anne,  hot  fiulirr's  m« 
But  if  a  country  clown  coming  up  hltli^,  and  stiefcii 
for  his  lawyer  in  Grays  Inn,  should  nep  inM  ti 
walks,  and   there  should  diance  to  ipy  ionic  nuule 


Tatwy  of  Meal  choux 

I . — Sihe  hu  a  most  rompltW  nnd  perfect  beauiy  ;  Dor 
'Csn  the  greatest  critic  in  this  sort  find  any  ftult  with  th(- 

(t  proportion  of  her  face,  but  yet  methought  I  was  no 
fluire  taken  with  it,  than  I  should  be  v 
well-drawn  picture. 

2, — That  is  somewhnt  Strang. 

■  •■^In  my  mind,  not  at  all ;  for  it  is  not  always  that 
we  arc  governed  by  what  the  general  fancy  of  the  world 
cftllg  beiiiity ;  for  each  soul  hath  Bome  predominani 
thought*,  which  when  tliey  li^ht  on  aught  that  strikes  on 
tliein,  there  U  nothing  does  more  inllanie.  And  as  in 
Aal  pleaseth  not  moat,  which  with  the  greatest 
1  skill  is  composed;  but  those  atn  that  do  r«iteinbli' 
JUA  stir  up  some  dormant  pa»sion,  to  which  thr  wind  is 
Addicted ;  so,  I  believe,  never  yet  was  any  one  mucli 
token  with  a  face,  in  which  he  did  nut  Mpy  aught  that 
did  rouse  and  put  in  motion  some  affection  that  hath 
ruled  in  his  thoughts,  besides  those  features  which,  only 
for  the  sake  of  common  opinion,  we  are  forced  to  aay  do 
plfMe.  E.r 
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